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W\i(, Our Highnefs is no fooner 
ee return'd from Expofing 
your “Perfon , for the 
SG Honor and Safety of Three 
U \ Vise Kingdoms, but you are 
rz Nei) Perfecuted by a poor W1- 
TRYA =X dow, who humbly begs you 
XS to Proteét the Works of 

wae NAN her Deceafed Husband 
from the Enuy and Malice of this Cenforions Age: 
For whoever fees your Royal Highnefss Name in 
the Front of this Book, and dares Oppofe , what you 
are pleas'd to Defend, not only (bews his Weaknefs, 
but il Nature too. 

L hawe often heard Cand I have fome reafon to 
believe) that your Royal Father, of Ever Bleffed 
Memory, was not difpleafed with bu Writings, That 
your moft Excellent Mother did Gractonfly take hin 
into her Family ; That fhe was often diverted by 
him, and as often fiil'd upon bu Endeavors, | 
am fure be made it the whole Study and Labor of the 
latter part of bis Life, to entertain Eis Maye- 
fiy, and your Royal Highnefs , and I hope he did 
at fuccesfully. 

When ever we are, or when ever we fear to be 


. re : D> , I 5 
Oppreft , we always fly to your Highne/s for Kedrefs 
or 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. — 


or Prevention , and you were ever Gracioufly plealed 
to Protect us; “Lis that bas embolden’d me to prefent 
thefe Papers toyour Royal Highne/s, and I humbly 
beg pardon for the Prefumption of 


Your moft Humble 


and Obedient Servant 


Mary D Avenant: 


TO 


ee —————— 
—— rae neee 


Here prefent you with 4 Colleétion of all 

<, thole Pieces Sit William D'avenant ever 
; hm defign’d for the Prefs; Inhis Life-time he 
sx often exprefs'd to me his great Defire to {ee 
them in Ove Volume, which (in Honor to 
oF his Memory) with a great deal of Care and 
Pains, I have now Accomplifhed. 

In this Work you have Gondibert, Madagafcar , &c. to 
whichis added feveral Poems and Copies of Vertes never be- 
fere Printed ; amongft them, there is the Death of Aftragon, 
cali’d, The Philofophers Difquifition , direéted to ibe dying Chri- 
flian, which the Author intended as an Addition to Gondibert ; 
In this Volume you have likewile Sixteen Plays , whereof Six 
were never before Printed. 

My Au kor was Poet Laureat to two Great Kings, which 
certainly belpeaks his Merits 5 befides I could fay much in 
Honor of this Excefienc Perfon, but I intend not his Pane- 
gyrick,; He was my Worthy Friend, let his Works that 
are now before you , {peak his Praife, whilft I fubtcribe my 
{elf 


Your Seryant 


Henry Herringman, 
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THE AUTHOR'S. 


REFACE 


To bis much Honour’'d FRIEND 


HOBS. 


‘nce you have done me the honour to allow this Poema daily 

examination as it was writing, Iwill prefumenow it hath 
attain’d more length, to give you a longer trouble; that 
you may yeild me as great advantages by ce nfuring the 
Method, as by judging the Numbers and the matter. And 
becaufe you fhall pafs through this new Building with more 
eafeto your difquifition , I willacquaint you, what care I 
took of my materials, ¢’re] began to work. 

But firft give me leave (remembring with what diffi- 
culty the World can fhew any Heroick Poem, that in a 
perfect glifs of Nature gives us a familiar and eafie view ot our felves) to take notice of 
thofe quarrels , which the Living have with the Dead : and I will (according as all times 
have apply 'd their reverence) begin with Homer, who though he feems to me ftanding 
upon the Poets famous hill , like the eminent Sea-mark , by which they have in former ages 
fteer’d; andthough he ought not to be removed from that eminence, leaft Pofterity fhould 
prefumptucufly miftake their courfe; yet fome (fharply obferving how his Succeffors 
have proceeded no farther then a perfection of imitating him) fay, that as Sea-marksare 
chiefly ufeful to Coalters, and ferve not thofe who have the ambition of Difcoverers , that 
love to fail in untry’d Seas ; fo he hath rather prov’d a Guide for thofe , whofe fatisfy’d wit 
will not venture beyond the track of others; then to them , who affect a new and remote way 
ofthinking , who efteem ita deficiency and meanefs of minde , to {tay and depend uponthe 

ity of example: 
els eee object that even in the likelyhoods of Story (and Story, where ever 
it feems mott likely, growes moft pleafant) he doth too frequently intermix fuch Fables, 
as are objects lifted above the Eyes of Nature, and as he often interrogates his Mufe, 
notashis rational Spirit, but as a Familiar, feparated from his body , fo her replys bring 
him where he fpends time in immortal converfation ; whilft fupernaturally , he doth of: 
ten advance his mento the quality of Gods, and depofe his Gods to the condition of 

n. 
ace Succeffor to fame, (and confequently to cenfure) is Virgil; whofe toyles nor 
vertue cannot free him from the peevifhnefs (or rather curiofity) of divers Readers. | 
He is upbrayded by fome (who perhaps are affe@ted Antiquaries, and make priority of 
time, the meafure of Excellence) for gaining his renown by imitation of Homer : 
Whilt others (‘no lefs bold with that antient Guide) fay, he hath fo eftenled ee ny 

eayer 


The Profice 


Heaven, and Hell, till by converfation with Gods and Ghofts , he fometimes deprives 
us of chofe natural probabilities in Story, which are inftru@ive to humane life: And 
others affirm (if it be not irreverence to record their opinion) That evenin wit, he 
feems deficient by many omiflions, as if he had defign’d a pennance of gravity to him- 
felf and to pofterity : And by their obferving that continued.gravity, methinks they look 
upon him, ason a Mulitian compofing of Anthemes ; whofe excellence confilts more in 
the folemnnefs, then in the fancy, and upon the body of his Work, ason the body 
of a Giant, whofe force hath more of ftrength, then quicknefs, and of paticnee, then 
activity. 

But thele bold Cenfurers are in danger of fo many Enemies, as I fhall wifely fhiink from 
them, and only obferve , That if any Difciples of unimitable /irgilcan prove fo for- 
mal, as to efteem wit (as if it were levity) an imputation to the Heroick Mufe (by 
which malevolent word, Wit, they would difgrace her extraordinary height:) yet if 
thofe grave Judges will be held wife, they muft endure the fate of Wife men, who al- 
ways have but few of their fociety; for many more then confift of cheir number (pet- 
hepsnot having the fu'lennefs to be of it) aretaken with thofe bold flights, and think, 
“tis with the Mafe (whofe noble Quarry is Men) as withthe Eagle, who when ke foares 
high {toops more profperoufly , and is moft certain of his prey. And furely Poets (whofe 
bufinefs fhould reprefent the Worlds true image often to our view ) are not lefs prudent 
then Painters, who when they draw Landfchaps entertain not the Eye wholly with 
even Profped, and a continued Flac, but (for variety) terminate the fight withlofty 
Hills , whofe obf{cure heads are fometimesin the clouds. 

Lucan, who chofe to write the greatelt actions that ever wereallowed to be true 
(which tor fear of contemporary witnefles , oblig’d him toa very clofe attendance upon 
Fame) did not obferve chat fuch anenterprize rather befeem’d anHiftorian , then a Po- 
et: For wife Poets thinkit more worthy to feek outtruth in the Paflions, thento re- 
cord the trurh of Adtons , and practife to defcribe Mankind juftas we are perfwaded or 
gnided by initinct , not particular perfons , as they arelifted, or levell’d by the force of 
Fate, it being nobler to contemplate the general Hiftory of Nature, then a {elected 
Diary of Fortune: And Painters areno more then Hiftorians , when they draw emi- 
nent perfons (though they term that drawing to the life) but when by affembling di- 
vers figures ina larger Volumn they draw Paflions (though they term it but Story) then 
they increafe in dignity and become Poets, 

I have been thus hard ro call him to account for the choice of his Argument, not 
meerly as it was Story, but becaufe the actions he recorded were fo eminent, and fo 
neer histime, that he could noc affi% Truch, with fuch ornaments as Poets, for ufeful plea- 
fure , have allowed her; left the fained complexion might render the true fufpected. 
And now Iwillleave to others the prefumption of meafuring his Hyperboles, by whofe 
fpace and he‘ght rhey malitioufly take the dimenfion of wit , and fo miftake himin his 
boyling Youth (which had marvellous forces) as we difrelifh excellent Wine when fu- 
ming in the Lee. 

Statins (with whom we may conclude the old Heroicks ) isas accomptable to fome for 
his obligations to Virgil , as Virgil is to others for what he owes to ‘omer , ond more 
clofely then Virgil waits on Homer, doth Statius attend Virgil, and follows him there 
alfo where Nature never comes, even into Heavenand Hell ; and therefore he cannot ef- 
cape fuch as approve the wifdom of the beft Dramaticks , who in reprefentation of ex. 
amples, believe they prevail mo{t on our manners , when they lay the Scene at homein 
their own Country ; fo much they avo:d thofe remote Regions of Heaven and Hell: asif 
the People (whom they make civil bv an eafie communication with reafon (and famili- 
ar reafon is that which is call’d che civilityof the Stage) were become more dfcreet than 
to have their eyes perfwaded by the defcending of Gods in gay Clouds, and more manly 
than to be frighted with the rifing of Ghofls in Smoke. 

Taffo (who reviv’d the Heroick flame after it wes many ages quench’d ) is held both in 
time and merit, the firitof the Moderns; an honour by which he gains not much, becaufe 
the number he excels muit needs be few, which affords but one fitto fucceed him, for 
I will yield to their opinion, who permit not Arioffo, no not Dx Bartas in this eminent 
rank of the Heroicks; rather than to make way by their admifionfor Dame, Afari- 
no,and others. Taffe’s honour too is chiefly allow’d him, where he moft endeavors to 
intke Virgil bis Pattern: andagair,when we confider fromwhom Virgil's Spirit is de- 
rivd, wemay obferve how rarely humane excellence is found, for Heroick Poefie 
(which, if exactinitfelf, yields not to any other humane work } flow’d but in few, 
and even thofe ttreams defcended but from one Grecian Spring , and “tis wich Original 


Poems, as with the Original Pieces of Painters, whofe Copies abate the exceflive price 
of the firft Hand. Bat 
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But Taffo, though he came late into the world, mult have his hare in that Critical 
war whch never ceafes amongit the Learned ; and he feemsmoft unfortunate, becaufe 
his errors whichare deriv’d fromthe Ancients when examin’d, grow ina great degree ex- 
cufable inthem, and by being his, admit no pardon. Such as are bis Counce! aflemb ed 
in Heaven , his Witches Expeditions through the Air , andenchanted Woods inhabited 
with Ghofls, For though the elder Poets (which were then the facred Priefis) fed the 
world wit) fupernacural Tales, and fo compounded the Religion, of Pleafare and Myfte- 
rie, (two Ingredients which never fail’d to work upon the People) whilft for th 
of their Chiefs (more refin’d by Education) they furely intended no fuch vain provifion. } 
Yet a Chriftian Poet , whofe Religion little needs the aids of Invention, hath le{s occa- 
fion toimitate fuch Fables, asmeanly illuftrate a probable Heaven, by the fafhion and 
dignity of Courts; and make a refemblance of Hell, out of the Dreams of frighted 
ens by which they continue and increafe the melancholy miftakes of the Peo- 
ple. 

Spencer May ftand here as the Jaftof this fhort File of Heroick Poets, Men, whofe 
intellec: uals were ot fo greata making , (though fome have thought them lyable to thofe 
few Cenfures we have mentioned) as perhaps they willinworthy memory outlaft , even 
Makers of Laws, and Founders of Empires, and all but fuchas muft therefore live equal. 
lywiththem, becaufe they have recorded their names. And fince we havedar’dto re- 
member thofe exceptions which the Curious have again(t them, it will not be ex- 
pected I fhould forget what is objected againtt Spencer; whofe obfolete Language we are 


conftraind to mention, though itbe grown the moft vulgar accufation that is laid to his 
charge’ 


e eternity 


Languige (which ts the onely Creature of Man’screation) hath like a Plant feafons of 
flourifhing and decay ; like Plants is remov'd from one foile to another, and by being 
fotranfplanted , doth often gather vigor and increafe, Butas it is falfe husbandry to 
graft old branches upon young {tocks , fo we may wonder that our Language (not long 
before his time, created outot a confufion of others, and then beginning to flourifh 
like anew Plant) Should (as helps to its increafe) receive from hishand, new grafts of 
old wither’d words. But this vulgar exception, fhall onely have the vulgar excufe ; which 
is, That theunlucky choice of his Stanza, hathby Repetitionof Rime, brought him 
to the neceflity of many exploded words. 

If we proceed from his Language to his Argument, we muft obferve with others ; 
that hisnoble and moft artfulhandsdeferv’d tobe employ’d upon matter of a more na- 
tural, and therefore of a more ufeful kind, His allegorical Story (by many held defective 
in the connexion) refembling (methinks) a continuance of extraordinary Dreams, fuch 
as excellent Poets, and Painters, by being over-ftudious may have inthe beginning of 
Feavers: And thofe moral Vifions are juft of fo much ufe to humane application, as 
painted Hiftory , when with the coufenage of lightsit is reprefentedin Scenes, by which 
we are much lefs inform’d then by actions on the Stage. 

Thus, Sir, [have (perhaps) taken pains to make you think me malicio''s, in obferving 
how farthe Curious have look’dinto the errors of others, Errors which the natural hu- 
mor of imitation hath made fo like in all (even from Homer to Spencer) as the acca- 
fations againit the ficlt appear bur little more then repetition in every procefs againft the 
reft: and comparing the ref-mblance of error in perfons of one generation, to that which 
isinthofe of another ag-; we may find it exceeds not any where, notorioufly, the ordi- 
nary proportion, Such limits tothe Progrefsof every thing (even of worthinefs as well 
as defeét) doth Imitation give: for whilft we imitate others, we canno more excel them, 
thenhe that fails by others Mapps can make a new difcovery: and to Imitation, Nature 
(whichis the onely vitible power, and operation of God) perhaps doth necdfully en- 
cline us, to keep us fromexcefles, For though every man be capable of worthinefs and 
unworthinefs (as they are defined by Opinion) yet no manisbuilt ftrong enough to bear 
the extremities of either, without unloading himfelf upon others fhoulders, even to 
the wearinefsof many. If couragebe worthinefs, yet where itis overgrown into ex- 
tremes, i¢ becomes as wild and hurtful as ambition ; and fo what was reverenced for pro- 
tection , grows to be abhorr’d for oppreflion: If Learning (whichis not Knowledge , 
but a continu’d Sayling by fantaflick and uncertain winds towards it) be worthinefs, yet 
it hath bounds in all Philofophers, and Nature that meafur’d thofe bounds , feems not 
fo partial, astoallowit inany one a much larger extentthen in another ; asif inour 
flefhy building, fhe confider'd the furniture and the room, alike, and together; foras the 
compafs of Diadems commonly fits the whole fucceffion of thofe Kings that wear them, 
fo throughout the whole World, a very few inches may diftinguith the circumference of 
the heads of their Subjeéts: Nor need we repine that nature hath not fome Favorites , 
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towhom fhe doth difpence this Treafure, Knowledge , with a prodigious Liberality. 
For as there is no one that can be faid vaftly to exceed all mankinde , fo divers that have in 
learning tranfcended all in fome one Province, have corrupted many with that great quan- 
tity of falfe gold, andthe authority of their {tronger Science , had often ferv'd to di- 


ftra&, or pervert their weaker difciples. : 
’d good , arebounded, foare the bad; and like- 


And as the qualities which are term’d g 
wife limited, aswell as gottenby imitation; for amongft thofe that are extraordinary y 


either by birch or brain (for wich the ufual pride of Poets, 1 pafs by common crowds, as 
negligently as Princes move from throngs that are not their own Subjects) we cannot 
find any one fo egregious (admitting cruelty and avarice for the chiefeft evils; and er- 
rors in Government or Doétrine, to be the greateft errors) but that divers of former or 
fucceeding times may enter the fcales with them, and make the Ballance even; though the 
paffion of Hiftorians would impofe the contrary on our belief, who in difpraife of evil 
Princes are often as unjutt and esceflive as the common People: For there was never any 
Monarch fo cruel but he had living Subje@s, nor fo aviritions , but that his SubjeQs were 
richer then himfelf, nor ever any difeafe in Government fo extremely infectious as to 
make univerfal Anarchy , or any error in Dodtrine fo {trong by the Maintainer, but that 
Truth ‘though icwraftled with her often, andin many places) hath at fome feafon, and on 
fome ground, made her advantages and fuccefs apparent: [herefore we may conclude, 
that Nacure, for the fafety of mankind, hath as well (by dulling and ftopping our progrefs 
wich the conftant humor of imication) given limits to courage and to learning, to wicked- 
nefsand to error, as it hath ordain’d the fhelves before the fhore, to reftrain the rage and 
exceffes of the Sea. 

But I feel (Sir) that I am falling into the dangerous Fit of a hot Writer ; for inftead 
of performing the promife which begins this Preface, and doch oblige me (after I had gi- 
ven you the judgement of fome upon others) to prefent my felf to yourcenfure, I am 
wandring after new thoughts ; but I fhall ask your pardon , and return to my under- 
taking. j 
Me Argument I refoly’d fhould confiftof Chriftian perfons ; for fince Religion doth 
generally beget, and govern manners, I thought the example of their actions would prevail 
moft upon our own, by being deriv’d from the fame doctrine and authority; as the par- 
ticular Sects educarec by Philofophers, were diligent and pliant to the dictatesand fathions 
of fuch as deriv’d chemfelves from the fame Matter, but lazy and froward to thofe who con- 
vers’d in other Schools : Yet all thefe Sects pretended to the fame beauty, Vertue; though 
exch did court her more fondly , when fhe was drefs’d at theirown homes , by the hands 
of their acquaintance: And fo Subjects bred under the Laws of a Prince (though Laws 
differ not much in Morality, or Priviledge throughout the civil World; being every where 
made for dire@tion of Life , more then for fenzences of Death) will rather dye neer that 
es , defending thofe they have been taught, then live by taking new from ano- 
ther. 

Thefe were partly the reafons why I chofe a Story of fuch perfons as profeffed Chri- 
ftian Religion; but I ought to have been moft inclin’d to it, becaufe the Principals of our 
Religion conduce more to explicable vertue, to plain demonftative juitice , and even to 
Honor (if Vertuethe Mother of Honour be voluntary, and active in the dark, fo as fhe 
need not Laws to compel her , nor look for witneffesto proclaim her) then any other 
Religion that e’re affembled men to Divine Worfhip. For that of the Pews doth fill 
conlilt in a fullen feparation of themfelves from the reft of humane flefh, whichis a 
fantaftical pride of their own cleanefs , and an unciv'! difdainox the imagined contagi- 
oufnefsof others; and at this day, theircantonizing in Tribes, and fhynefi of allyance 
with neighbours , deferves not the term of mutuallove but rather feemsa beftiil me- 
fancholy of herding in their own Walks. That of the Ethnicks, like this of Azahomer 

confifted in the vain pride of Empire , and never enjoyn’da Jewith feparation, but drew 
all Nations together, yetnotas their companionsof the fame fpecies, but as flaves toa 
Yoke: Their fanctity was Honor , and their Honor onely an impudent courage, or dex- 
tericy indeftroying. But Chriftian Religion hath the innocence of Village neighbour- 
hood, and did antiently inits politicks rather promote the intereft of Mankind then of 
States; and rather of all States then of one; for particular endeavors onely in behalf of 
our own homes, are fignes of a narrow moral education , not of the vaft kindnefs of 
Chriftian Religion, whichlikewife ordain’d as well an univerfal communion of bofomes, 
asa communicy of Wealth, Such is Chrittian Religion in the Precepts , and was once fo 
in the practice, But I refoly’d my Poem fhould reprefent thofe of a former age, percei- 
ving ‘tis with the f-cvants of Chrift, as with other fervants under temporal power, who 


with allcleanefs, and evenwich officious diligence perform their duty in their Matters 
fight, 
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fight ; but ftill as he grows longer abfent, becomes more flothful, unclean and falfe 
And this, who ever com 


ieee pires the prefent with the Primitive times, may too palpably 
j ae confider’d the a@tions which I meant to defcribe , thofe inferring the per- 
ons) I 


was again perfwaded rather to chufe thofe of a former age , then the prefent ; 
and in a Century fo farremov d, as might preferve me from their improper examinati- 
ons, who know not the requifites of a Poem, nor how much pleafure they lofe (and 
even the pleafures of Heroick Poefy are not unprofitable ) who take away the liberty of a 


Poet , and fetter his feetinthe fhackles of an Hiftorien: For why fhoulda Poet doubt 
in Story to mend the intrigues of Fortune by more delightful conveyances of propable 
fidions, becaufe aultere Hiftorians have enter 


; ‘d into bond to truth; an obligation 
which were in Poets, as foolifh and unneceflary as is the bondage of fulfe Martyrs, who 


lye in chains for amiftaken opinion: but by this 1 would imply, that Truth narrative , 
and paft, is the Idol of Hiftorians (who worfbipadead thing) and truth operative , and 
by effects continually alive , isthe Miftris of Poets, who hath not her exiftence in mat- 
ter, but in reafon. 

I was likewife more willing to derive my Theme fromeldertimes, as thinking it no 
little mark of skilfulnefs to comply with the commonInfirmity ; for men(even of the beft 
education) difcover their eyes to be weak , when they look upon the glory of Vertue 
(which is great actions) and rather endure it at diftance then near, being more apt to 
believe, and love the renown of Predeceffors, then of Contemporaries, whofe deeds 
excelling theirs in their own fight . feem to upbraid them, and are not reverenc’d as ex- 
amples of Vertue, butenvy’dasthe favors of Fortune : But to make great ations cre- 
dible , isthe principal Art of Poets; who though they avouch the utility of Fi@ions, 
fhould not (by altering and fubliming Story) make ufe of their priviledge to the detri- 
mentof the Reader; whofe incredulity (when things are not reprefented in proportion- 
doth much allay the rellith of his pity, hope,joy, and other Paffions: For we may defcend) 
to compare the deceptions in Poefie to thofe of them that profeffe dexterity of Hand, 
which refembles Conjuring , and to fuch we come not with the intention of Lawyers to, 
examine the evidence of Facts, but are content (if we like the carriage of theirfeign’d 
motion) to pay for being welldeceiv’d. 

Asinthe choice of time, fo of place , I have comply’d withthe weaknefs of the ges 
nerallity of men; who think the beft objects of their own country fo little to the fize of 
thofe end! as if they were fhew’d thern bythe wrong end of a Profpective : for Man 
(continuing the appetites of his firft Childhood, till he arrive at his fecond which is more 
froward) mutt be quieted with fomething that he thinks excellent, which he may ca'l his 
own ; but when he feesthe like in other places (not ftaying to compare them) wrangles 
atallhehas. Thisleadsus to obferve the craftinefs of the Comicks, who are only wil- 
ling when they defcribe humor (and humor is the drunkennefs of a Nation which no fleep 
cancure) tolay the Scene in their own Country, as Knowing we are (like the Son of No- 
ah) {o little diftafted to behold each others fhame , that we delight to fee even that of a 
Father: yet when they would fet forth greatnefs and excellent vertue (which is the 
Theme of Tragedy) publickly to the people; they wifely (to avoid the quarrels of neigh- 
bourly envy) remove the Scene from home. And by their example Itravail’d too; and 
Italie (which was once the Stage of the World) I have mad: the Theater , where 1 fhew 
in either Sex, fome patterns of bumane life, that are (perhaps) fit to be follow- 
ed. 

Having told you why I took the actions that fhould be my Argument, from men of 
our ownReligion, and given you reafons for the choice of the time and place defign’d for 
thofe a@ions ; I muft next acquaint you with the Schools where they were bred, not 
meaning the Schools where they took their Religion, but Morality; forl know Religion is 
univerfally rather inherited thentaught: and the moft effectual Schools of Morality are 
Courtsand Camps: yet towards the firft, the people are unquiet through envy ; and to- 
wards the other through fear , and always jealous of both for Injuftice, which 1s the natu- 
ral fcanda} caft upon authority and great force. Theylook upon the outward glory or 
blaze of Courts, as wilde Beafts in dark nights ftare on their Hunters Torches, but 
though the expences of Courts (whereby they fhine) is that confuming glory inwhich the 
people think their liberty is wafted (for wealth is their liberty and lov’d by them even to 
jealoufie (being themfelves a courfer fort of Princes, apter to take them to pay) yet 
Courts (I mean all abftra@s of the multitude ; either by King or Affemblies) are not the 
Schools where men are bred to oppreffion , but the Tempies where fometimes Oppref- 
fors take fanctuary ; a fafety which our reafon muftallow them. For the ancient laws of 
San@uary (deriv d from God) provided chiefly fox actions that preceeded from necefit- 
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ty, and who canimagine lefs then a neceility of oppreffing the people, fince they are 
never willing either to buy their Peace, or to pay for War ? 

Nor are Camps the Schools of wicked Deltroyers, more then the Juns of Court (being 
the Nurfery of Judges) are the Schools of Murderers; for as Judges are avengers of pri- 
vate men again{t private Robbers; fo are Armies the avengers of the publick again{t pub- 
lique Invaders , either civil or forraign, and Invaders are Robbers, though more in coun- 
tenance then thofe of the high-way , becaufe of theirnumber. Nor is there other diffe- 
rence between Armies when they move towards Sieges or Batrail, and Judges moving in 
their Circuit (during the danger of extraordinary malefa@ors) with the guards of the 
County ; but that the latter isalefs Army, and of lefs difcipline, Jf any man can yet 
doubt of the neceffary ufe of Armies , Jet him ftudy that which was anciently call’d a 
Montter, the multitude, (for Wolves are commonly barmlefs when they are ret alone , 
but very uncivilin Herds) and he will not find that all his kindred by 4damare fo tame 
and gentle as thofe Lovers that were bred in Arcadia, orto reform his opinion, let him 
ask why (during the utmoft age of Hiltory) Cities have been at the charge ot defenfive 
Walls, and why Fortification hath been practic’d fo long, till itis grown an Art ? 

I may now believe I have ufetully caken from Courts and Camps, the patterns of fuch as 
will be fic co be imitated by the mott neceffary Men; and the moft neceffary Men are thofe 
who become principal by prerogative of blood, ‘whichis feldom unafiifted wish educati- 
on) or by greatnels of minde, which in exa@ definition is Vertue. The common 
Crowd (of whom we are hopelefs) we defert, being rather to be corrected by Laws 
(where precept is accompanied with punifhmenc) then to be taught by Poelie ; for few 
have arriv’d at the skil of Orpheus ,or at his good fortune, whom we may fuppofe to have 
met with extraordinary Grecian Beafts, when fo fuccesfully he reclaim’d them with his 
Harp. Nor is it needful that Heroick Poefie fhould be levell’d tothe reach of commen 
Men: for if the examples it prefents prevail upon their Chiefs, the delight of Imitation 
(which we hope we have prov’d to be as effectual to good as to evil) will rectifie by the 
rules which thofe Chiefs eftablifh of their own lives, the lives of all that behold them ; 
for the example of life, doth as much furpafs the force of Precept , as Life doth exceed 
Death, 

In the choice of thefe Objects (which are as Seamarks to direct the dangerous voyage 
of life) 1 thovghr fit to follow the rule of Coafting Mapps, where the Shelves 
and Rocks are deicrib’d as well as the fafe Channel ; the care being equal how to avoid 
as to proceed: andthe Characters of men (whofe paflions are to be efchew’d) 1 have 
deriv’d from the diftempers of Love or Ambition: for Love and Ambitionare too 
often the r-ging Feavers of great minds, Yet Ambition (if the vulgir acception of the 
word were corrected) would fignifie no morethen an extraordinary lifting of the feet 
inthe rough ways of Honor, over the impediments of Fortune; and hath a warmth 
(till it be chat’d into a Feaver) which is neceffary for every vertuous breaft: for good 
menare guilty of roo little appetite to greatnefs, and it either proceeds from that they calf 
contentednefs (but contentednefs when examin’d doth mean fomecthing of Lafynefs as 
well as moderation) or from fome melancholy precept of the Cloyfter,; where they 
would make Life (for which the world was only made) more unpleafant then Death : 
asif Nature, the Vicegerent of God (who in providing delightful varieties , which ver- 
tuous greatnefs can belt poflefs, or affure peaceably to others, implicitly commanded the 
ule of them) fhould in the neceffaries of life (life being her chief bufinefs) though in 
her whole reign fhe never committed one error , need the counfel of Fryars, whofe foli- 
tude makes them no more fit for fuch direction , then Prifoners long fetter’d are for a 
race. 

In faying this , I onely awaken fuch retir’dmen, as evaporate their ftrengch of mind 
by clofe and long thinking, and would every where feparate the foul from the body , 
e’re we are dead , by perfwading us (though they were both created and have been long 
companions together) that the prefermentof the one muft meerly confift in deferting the 
other , teaching usto court the Grave, as if during the whole leafe of Life we were 
like Molesto live under ground ; or asif long and welld ying, were the certain means to 
live in Heaven: Yet Reafon (which thoughthe moft profitable Talent God hath given 
us, fome Divines would have Philofophers to bury in the Napkin, and not pucit to ufe) 
perfwades us, that the painful a@ivenefs of Vertue (for Faith on which fome wholly 
depend , feems but a contemplative boaft till the effec’s of it grow exemplary by action) 
will more probably acquire everlafting dignities. And furely if thefe fevere Matiers (who 
though obfcure in Cells, take it ill if cheir very opinionsrule notallabroad) did give 
good men leave to beinduftriousin getting a Share of governingthe world, the Multi- 
tudes (whichare but Tenantsto afew Monarchs) would endure that fabjection which 


God 


to GON DIBERT. — 


God hath decreed them , with better order, and more eafe; for the world is onely 
ll govern’d , becaufethe wicked take more painsto get authority, then the vertuous, 
for the vertuous are often preach’d into retirement; whichis to the publick as unproticable 
as their fleep, andthe erroneoufnets of fuch lazy reft, let Philofophers judge ; fince 
Nature (of whofe body man chinks himfe'f the chiefeft member) hath not any where, 
at any time; been refpited from a@ion (ia her call’d motion) by which fhe univer 
filly preferves and makes Life. ‘Thus much of Ambition which fhould have fucceeded 
fomething I was faying of Love. 

Love, in the interpretation of the Envious, is Softnefs; inthe wicked , good men 
fufpectitfor Luft; andin the Good, fome fpiritual men give the name of Charity. 
And thefe are but terms to this which feems amore confidered definition; that inde 
finite Love isLuit; and Lult when it is determin’d to oneis Love , this definition too 
buc intrudes it felf on what Iwas about to fay, which is, that Love is the moft ac- 
ceptable impofition of Nature, the caufe and prefervation of Life, and the very 
healthfulnefs of the mind, as weil as of the body, but Luft (our raging Feaver) is more 
dangerous in Cittes,then the Calenture in Ships. 

Now (Sir) Iagain ask your pardon, for I have again digreffed, my immediate 
bufinefs being to tellyou, That the diftempers of Love and Ambitionare the onely Cha- 
racters I defign’d to expofe as objects of terror: and that I never meant to prolti- 
tute wickednefs in the Images of low and contemptible people, . as if | expected the mea- 
neft of the multitude for my Readers (fince onely the Rabble is feen at common exe- 
cutions) nor intended to raife iniquity to that Leight of horrour, till it feemed the 
fury of fome thing worfe then a bealt. In order to the firft I believe the Spars 
tans (who to deter their children from Drunkennefs, accuftom’d their Slaves to 
vomit before them) did by fuch fulfome examples, rather teach them to difdain 
the Slaves , then to loath Wine, for Men feldome take notice of the vice in abje@ 
perfons, efpecially where necediity conitrains it, And in obfervation of the fe- 
cond, I havethought, that thofe horrid fpectacles (when the [ater race of Gladia- 
rors made up the excefles of Roman feafts) did more induce the Guefts co deteft the 
cruelty of mankinde, then increafe their courage by beholding fuch an impudent {corne of 

ife. 

% [have now given you the accompt of fuch provifions as I made for this new Build- 
ing; and you may next pleafe (having examin’d the fubftance) to take a view of the 
forme; and obferve if I have methodically and with difcretion difpos’d of the materi- 
als, which with fome curiofityI had colle@ed. I cannot difcern by any help from rea- 
ding, or learned men, (who have becnto me the beft and briefelt Indexes of Books ) 
thacany Nation hath in reprefentment of great ations (either by Hersicks or Drama- 
ticks) digefted Story into fo pleafantandinftructive a method as the Englifh by their 
Drama: and by that regular fpecies (though narratively and not in Dialogue) I have 
drawn the body of an Heroick Poem, In which I did not onely obferve the Symmetry 
(proportioning five Books to five Aéts and Canto’s to Scenes (the Scenes having their num- 
ber ever govern’d by occafion) butall the Badowings , happy flrokes, fecret graces , and 
even the drapery(which together make the fecond beautys, Ihave (hope) exactly follow 
ed:and thofe compofitions of fecond beauty I obfervein the Drama to be the under-walks, 
interweaving, or cortefpondence of lefler defignin Scenes, not the great motion of the 
main plot , and coherence of the Ads. . 

The firlt Aéisthe general preparative, by rendring the chiefeft Characters of per- 
fons , and ending with fomething that looks like an obfcure promife of defign. The 
fecond begins withan introducement of new perfons,fo finifhes all the cbaracters,and ends 
with fome little performance of that defign which was promis’d at the parting of the firft 
A&. The third makes avifible correfpondence inthe under- walks ( or lefler intrigues ) 
of perfons ; and ends with an ample turn of the main delign, and expectation of a new. 
The fourth (ever having occafion to be the longeft) gives a notorious turn to all the 
under-walks, anda counterturn to that main defign which chang’d inthe third, The fifth 
begins with anentire diverfion of the main, and dependant Plott; then makes the 
genera! correfpondence of the perfons more difcernable , and ends with an ealie unty- 
ing of thofe particular knots, which made a contexture of the whole ; leaving fuch fatif- 
faction of probalities with the Spe@tator, as may perfwade him thar neither Fortune in 
the fate of the Perfons, northe Writer in the Reprefentment, have been unnatural or 
exorbitant Tothefe Meanders of the EnglifhStage I have cut out the Walks of my 
Poem; which in this defcription may feem intricate and tedious ; but will I hope (when 
men take pains to vific whatthey have heard defcrib’d) appear to them as pleafant as 
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a fummer paffage on a crooked River, where going about, and turning back is as 
delightful as the delays of parting Lovers, 

in placing the Argument (asa Proem) before every Canto, I have not wholly follow’d 
the example of the Moderns ; but averted it from that purpofe to which] found it fre- 
quently us’d , foric hath been intended by others, asthe contents of the Chapter, or 
as a Bill of Fare at a VenetianFeaft , whichis not brought before the meat to raife an 
expectation, but to fatisfie the longing curiolity of the Guefts. And that which 1 have 
call’d my Argument, is onely meant asan afliftance to the Readers memory, by con- 
taining brief hints, fuch, as if allthe Arguments were fuccesfully read, would make 
him eafily remember the mutual dependancies of the general defign; yeteach rather 
mentions every perfon acting, then their a@ions: Buthe is very unskilful that by Nar- 
raiives betore an Hittorical Poem, prevents expectation , for fohe comes to have as 
Jictle fuccefs overthe Reader (whom the Writer fhouldfurprize, and as it were keep 
prifoner foratime) as he hath on his Enemies who commanding a party out to take 
them(and commonly Readersare juftly Enemies to Writers) imparts openly the defign 
ere he begins the «Aion, or he may be faid to be as unluckily offcious ashe that leads 
a wooing toa Miltrifs, one chat alre:dy hath newly enjoy’d her. 

1 fhall fay a little, why 1 have chofen my interwoven Stanza of four, thoughI am not 
oblig’d to excufe tbe choice; fornumbers in Verfe mult, like diftinct kind of Mufick, 
be expofed co the uncertain and different cafte of feveral Ears, Yet] may declare, that 
i believ’dic would be more pleafant tothe Reader, ina Work of length, to give this 
refoite or paufe, between every Stanza (having endeavored that each fhould containa 
period? chenco run him out of breath with continued Coxplets, Nor dothalcernate Rime 
by any lowlinefs of Cadence makethe found lefsHeroick, but rather adaptit toa plain 
and {tately compofing of Mufick , and the brevity of the Stanza renders it lefs fubtle to 
the Compofer, and more eafieto the Singer , which in ffilo recitativo, when the Story 
is long, is chiefly requifite. And this wasindeed (if J fhall not betray vanity inmy Con- 
feflion) the reafon that prevail’d moft towards my choice of this Stanza, and my 
divifion of the main work inta Canto’s , every Canto including a fufficient accomplifh- 
ment of fome worthy defign or action for I had fo much heat( which you,Sir may call pride 
as to prefume they might (like the works of Homer ere they were joyn’d together and made 
a Volumn by the Athenian King ,be fung at Village-feafts ; though not to Monarchs af- 
ter Victory , nor to Armiesbefore battel. For fo (as aninfpiration of glory into the 
one, and of valorinto the other) did Homer’s Spirit, long after his bodies reft, wan- 
der in mufick about Greece. 

Thus you have the AZodel of what 1 have already built, dr fhall hereafter joyn to the 
fame trame.If 1 beaccus'd of Innovoation, or to have tranfgreffed againit the method of 
the Ancients ; I fhall think my felf fecure in believing, thata Poet who hath wrought with 
his own inftruments at a new defign, is no more anfwerable for difobedience to 
Predeceffors , then Law-makers are liable to thofe old Laws which themfelves have repea- 
led. 

Having defcrib’d the outward frame, the large rooms within, the leff<r conveyances , 
and now the furniture; it were orderly to let you examine the matter of which that fur- 
niture is made : But though every Owner who hath the Vanity to fhew his ornaments , 
or Hangings muft endure the curiofity , and cenfure of him that beholds them, yet I 
fhaii not give you the trouble of inquiring what is, but tell you of what I defign’d their 
fubftance, whichis, wit: And wit is the laborious, and the lucky refultances of thought, 
having towards its excellence (as we fay of the ftrokes of Painting) as wella happineffe , 
as care. 

Wit isnot onely the luck and labor, but alfo the dexterity of thought, rounding the 
world , likethe Sun, with unimagineble motion ; and bringing {wiftly home to the me- 
mory univerfil furveys. [tis theSou's Powder, which when fuppreft (as forbidden from 
flying upward) blows up the reftraint , and loofeth all force in afarther afcenfion towards 
Heaven, and yet by nature is much fefs able to make any inquifition downward 
towards Hell, but breaks through all about it (as far as theutmoft it can reach) 
removes, uncovers, makes way for light, where darknefs was inclofed , till 
great bodies.are more examinable by being fcatter’d into parcels; and till allthac 
find its ftrength (but moft of mankind are {trangers to wit, as Indians are to Powder) 
worthip it for the effects, as derived from the Deity. Itisin Divines, Humility, Ex- 
emplarinefs and Moderation ; in Statefmen , Gravity, Vigilance, Benigne Complacency, 
Secrecy, Patience and Difpatch: in Leaders of Armies, Valor, Painfulnefs, Temperance , 
Boun'y, Dexterity in punifhingand rewarding, anda facred Certitude of promife. Ic isin 
Posts a full comprehention of all recited in all thefe,and an ability to bring thofe compre- 
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hentions into a@ion,when they fhallfo fur forget the true meafure of what is of greaceft 
confequence to humanity, (which are thingsrighteous, pleafane and ufeful) as to 
think the delights of greatnefs equall to that of Poefie, or the Chiefs of any Pro- 
feiion more neceflary to the world, then excellent Poets. Laftly, though Wit 
be not the envy of ignorant Men, “tis often of evil Statefmen , and of ail fuch im- 
perfe& great fpirits, as have in it a lefs degree then Poets; for though no man 
envies the excellence of that which in no proportion he ever tafted , (as men cannot 
befaid to envy the condition of Angels ) yet we may fiy the Devil envies the Supre- 
macy of God, becaufe he wasin fome degree partaker of his Glory. 

That which is not, yet is accompted, wit, 1 will but flightly remember; 
which feems very incident to imperfect youth, and fickly age; Young men (as if 
they were not quite deliver’d from Childhood, whofe firft exercife is Language) ima- 
gine it confifts in the Mufick of words, and believe they are made wife by refin- 
ing their Speech, above the vulgar Dialect, which isa miftake almoft as great, as 
that of the People, who think Orators (which is a Title that crowns at riper years 
thofe thar have practis'd the dexterity of tongue) the ableft men; who are indeed 
fo much more unapi for governing , as they are more fit for Sedition, and it may be 
faid of them as of the Witches of Norway,who can fell aScorm fora Deller, which for 
Ten Thoufand they cannot allay. From the efteem of fpeaking they proceed to the 
admiration of what are commonly call’d Cosceits, things that found like the knacks 
or toyes of ordinary Lpigrammarifts, and from thence , after more converf:cion 
and veriety of objects, grow up to fome force of Fancie, yet even then like 
young Hawks they ftray and fly far off, ufing their liberty as if they would ne’re 
return to the Lure, and often go at check ere they canmakea {teady view, and know 
their g:me. 

Old Men, that have forgot their firft Childhood and are returning to their 
fecond , think it lyes in a kinde of tinkling of words, or elfe ina grave tel- 
ling of wonderful things, or in comparing of times, without a difcover’d partiality 5 
which they perform fo ill by favoring the paft, that, as “tis obferv'd, if the bos 
dies of nien fhould grow lefs, though but anunmeafurable proportion in Seaven years, 
Yet reckoning from the Flood, they would not remain in the Stature of Froggs ; foif States 
and particular perfons hadimpair’din Government, and increas’d in wickednef-, propor: 
tionably to what old men affirm they have done, from their own infancy, to their age ; 
all publick Policy had been long fince Confuflion, and the Congregated World would not 
fuffice now to pedplea Village. “o 

The laft thing they fuppofe co be Wit, is their bitter Morals, when they almoft de- 
clare themfelves Enemies to Youth and Beauty; by which feverity they feem cruel as 
Herod, when he furpris’d the fleeping Children of Bethlem, for Youth is fo far from 
wanting Enemies, thaticis mortally its own ; fo unpractifed, that itis every where co- 
fen’d more then a Stranger among 7ews ; and hath an Infrmity of fight more hurtful then 
Blindnefs to Blinde men ; for though it cannot chufe the way,it {corns to be led, And Beau- 
ty, though many call themfelves her Friends, hath few but fuch as are falfe to her: though 
the World fets herin a Throne, yet all about her (even her graveft Councellors) are 
Traytors, though not in confpiracy, yet in their diftinct defigns ; and to make her cer- 
tain not onely of diltrefs but ruine, fhe is ever purfu’d by her moft cruel enemy , the 

reat Deftroyer, Time. Butl will proceed no farcher uponold men, nov in recording 
miftakes ; leaft finding fo many more then there be verities,we might believe wew.Jk in as 
great obfcurity, as the Egyptians when Darknefs was their Plague Nor willl prefume 
to callthe matter of which the Ornaments or fub{tantial parts of chis Poem are compo- 
fed, Wir, but onely tell youmy endeavor was, in bringing truth,coo often abfent home 
ro mens bofomes to lead her through unfrequented and new ways, and from the moft 
remote Shades ; by reprefenting Nature though not in an affeéted, yet in anunufual 
ans now fic, after I have given you fo long a furvay of the Building , to render you 
fome accompt of the Builder, that you may know by what time, pains and affittance I 
have already proceeded, or may hereafter finifh my work ; and in this I fhhall take occafion 
to accule and condemn, as papers unworthy of light, all chofe hafty digeftions of 
thought which were publifhed in my youth, a Sentence not pronounced out of melancho- 
ly rigor, but from a cheerful obedience to the juft authority of experience: For 
that grave Miltris of the World Experience (in whofe profitable School thofe before the 
Flood ftayed long, but we like wanton children come thither late, yet too foon are call d 
out of it, and fetch’d home by Death) hath taught me, that the engendrings of unripe 
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quilite to this undertaking: for though painfulnefs in Poets (according to the ufual negli. 
gence of our Nation in examining, and their diligence to cenfure) feems always co difcover 
a want of natural force, and is traduc’d, as if Voelie concern’d the world no more then 
Dancing ; whofe onely grace is the quicknefsand facility of motion; and whofe per- 
fection is notof fuch publick contequence, that any man can merit much by attaining ic 
with long labor ; yet let them confider, and they will find (nor can i flcy long ere Icon- 
vince them in che important ufe of Poefie) the natural force of a Poet more appirent, by 
but confefling that great forces aske great labor In managing ;_then by an arrogant 
braving the World , when he enters the field with lis undifcipiin’d firft thoughts: For a 
wife Poet, like awife General, will not fhew his ftrengehs til they are in exact Go- 
vernment and order; which are not the poitures of chance, but proceed from Vigi- 
lance and labor. 

Yet to fuch painful Poets fome upbraid the want of extemporary fury, or rather in(pi- 
ration .a dangerous word,which many have of late fuccesfully us’d,and in/piration is a {piri- 
tual Fitr, deriv’d from the antient Erhnick Poets, who then, as they were Priefts, were 
Statesmen too, and probably lov’d dominion, andas their well diffembling of in/pira= 
tion begot them reverence then, equal to that which was paid to Laws; fo thefe who now 
profefs the fame fury, may perhaps by fuch authentick example pretend authority over the 
people; It being not unreafonable toimagine , they rather imitate the Greek Poets then 
the Hebrew Prophets, fince the later were infpired for the ule of others, and thefe, like the 
former, prophetie for themfelves. But though the ancient ioets are excus’d, as knowing 
the weak conftitution of thofe Deities from whom they took their Priefthood; and 
the frequent neceflity of diffembling for the eafe of government: yet thefe, (who 
alfo from the chief tothe meane{t , are Statesmen and Prietis, but have not the luck 
to be Poets) fhould not affume fuch faucy familiarity with a true God. 

From the time and labor requir’d to my Poem , let me proceed to my Afliftants , by 
which I fhall noc fo much attelt my own weaknels, as difcover the difficulties and great- 
nefs of fuch a work, For when Solomon made ule of his Neighbours towards his build- 
ing, he loft no reputation , nor by demanding thofe aids was thought a lefs Prince; 
but rather publith’d his Wifdom in rightly underttanding the vaft extent of his enterprife, 
who likewlfe with as much glory made ufe of Fellers of Wood, and Hewers of Stone, as 
of learned Archite@s ; Nor have | refrain’d to be oblig’dto men of any Science 5 as well 
mechanical as liberal; Nor when Memory (from that various and plentiful ftock 
with which allobfervers are furnifh’d , that have had diverfity of life) prefented me 
by chance with any figure, did I lay it afideas ufelels , becaufe at that inftant I was noc 
skilful to manage it artfully, but I have ftaid and recorded fuch objects, till by conful- 
ting with right Matters, I have difpofed of them without miltake , it being no more 
fhame to get Learning at that very time, andfrom the fame Te.t, when, and by which 
weinftrué others; thenfora forward Scout, difcovering the Enemy, to fave his 
ownlife ata Pafs, where he then teacheshisParty to efcipe. 

In remembring mine own helps, Ihave confidered thofe which others in the fame 
necefiity have taken, and find that Writers (contrary to my inclination) «re apter 
to be beholding to Books then co Men, not onely as the firft are more intheir pof- 
fefiion (being more conftant Companions then dearett friends ) but beciufe they come 
monly make fuch ufe of treafure found in Books,as of other treafure belonging to the Dead, 
and hidden under ground , for they difpofe of both with great {ecrecy, defacing the fhape 
or images of the oue, as muchas of the other ; through fear of having the origina] of their 
ftealth or abundance difcover'd, And the next caufe why Writers are more in Libraries, 
then in company, is, that Books are eafily open’d, and learned men are ufually that up, by 
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a froward or envious humor of retention, or elfe unfold themfelves, fo as we may read 
more of their weak efs and vanity, then Wifdom , imitating the Holyday-cuftom in 
great Cities, where the fhops of Chaundry, and flight wares, are tamiliarly open, but thofe 
of folid and tople Merch. ndife are proudly lock’d up. 

Nor indeed can it be expected that all great Doctors are of fo benigne a nature, as to 
take pains in gaining treafure (of which Kavwledge is the greateft) with intent to inrich 
others fo ealily,as if they {tood every where with their Vockets {pread, and ready to be 
pickt : nor can we read of any Father, who fo far and fecretly adopted his Son to a Book 
of hisown writing, asthat his Son might be thought Author of that written Wit, as 
much as his Father was Author of him: Norof any Husband that to his darling Wife 
would fo far furrender his VV:fdom, as that in publick he could endure to let her ufe his 
Dictates,as if fhe would have others think her wifer then himfelf. By this remembrance 
of that ufual parfimony in owners of Wit , towards fuch as would make ufe of their plen- 
ty, I lament the fortune of others, and may wifh the Reader to congratulate mine ; for I 
have found Friends as ready as Books to regulate my conceptions,or make them more cor- 
red, ealie,and apparent.But though J am become fo wife,by knowing my felf, as to believe, 
the thoughts of divers tranfcend the beft which / have written , yet I have admitted from 
no minany change of my Defign,nor very feldom of my fenfe : For / refolv’d to have this 
Poem fublilt and continue throughout with the fame complexion and fpirit, though ic 
appear but like a plain Family,ofa neighbourly alliance,who marry into the fame moderate 
quality and garbe, and are fearful of introducing {trangers of greater ranke, leaft the fhi- 
ning prefence of fuch, mightfeemto upbraid, and putall «bout them out of counte- 
nance. 

And now, ‘ir, that the Reader may (whom Writers are fain to court, draw in, and 
keep wih artifice, fo thy men grow of Books) believe me worthy of him, 1 cannoc for- 
bear co thank you in publick, for examining, correcting, and allowing chis Poem in parcels 
ere it arriv’d at the contexture: by which you have perform’d the juft degrees of pro- 
ceeding with Poets; whoduring the gayety and wantonnefs of the Mufe, are but as chil- 
dren to ~hilofophers (though of fon e Giant race) whofe firft thoughts ( wilde, and 
roiming farroff muft be brought home, watch’d, and interrogated, and after they are 
made more regular, be encouraged and praifed for doing well, that they may delight in 
aiming at Perfection, By fuch a Method the Mufe is taught to become Miftrefs of her own, 
and others {trength: and whois he fo learned (how proud foever with being cherifh’d 
inthe bofome of Fame) that can hope, when through the feveral wayes of Science, he 
feeks Nature inher bidden walks) tomake his Journey fhort , unlefs he call you to be his 
Guide? and who fo guided can fufpect his fafety, even when he travails through the Ene- 
my’s Country ? for fuch is the vatt fieid of Learning, where the Learned (though not 
numerous enough to bean Army) fie as {mall Parties, malitioufly in ambufh, to deftroy 
all new Men that look into their Quarters. And from fuch, you, and thofe you lead, are 
fecure ; becaufe you move not by common Mapps, but have painfully made your own Pro- 
fpe@, and travail now like the Sun, not to inform your felf, but enlighten the 
world. 

And likewife, when bythe ftri@ furvey and Government that hath been had over this 
Poem, I fhill think to govern the Reader ( who though he be noble, may perhaps judge 
of fupreme Power like a very Commoner, and rather approve authority , when itis in 
many, then inone) | mult acquaint him, that you had not alone the trouble of eftablith- 
ing and deftroying , but enjoy’d your intervals andeafe by Two Colleagues; Two that 
are worthy to follow youin.o the Clofets of Princes ; if the knowledge of Men paft, (of 
whom Books arethe remaining minds) or of the prefent (of whom Converfation is the 
ufefull and lawful Spy) may make up fuck greatnefs, as is fit for great Courts: or if the 
raye. that proceed from Poetry, be not a little too ftrong for the fight of mo- 
dern Princes; who now are too feldom taught in their youth, like Eaglets co fortifie 
their eyes by often foaring near the Sun. And though this be here but my teftimony, ir 
is too late for any of youtodifclaimit; forfince you have made it valid by giving yours of 
Gonpisert under your hands, you muft be content to beus’d by me, as Princes are 
by their preferr’d Subje@s ; who in the very 2¢ of taking honor, return it co the Giver ; 
as benefits receiv’d by the Creature, manifelt the power, and redound to the Glory ofthe 
Creator. 

I amnow. Sir, (to your great comfort, that have been thus ill, and long diverted ) 
arriv'd at my laft confideration, which is to fatisfie thofe who may inguire why I have 
taken fo much paines to become an Author? Or why any man ftayes fo long fwea- 
ting at Invention, when moft Readers have fo imperfe@ Stomacks, as they either 
devour Beoks with over hafty Digeftion. or grow to loath them from a He 
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fet. And whyI more efpecially made mytask an Heroick Poem ? J fhail involve the 
two firft Queltions in one; as fubmitting to beconcern’d amongft the generality of 
tes whofe Enemies being many, and now mine, we mutt joyn forces to oppofe 
them. 

Men are chiefly provok’d to the toyl of compiling Books, by love of Fame, and often by 
officioufnefs of Confcience, but feldom with expectation of Riches: for chofe that {pend 
time in writing to initruct others, may find leafure to inform themfelves, how mean the 
provifions are which bufie and ftudious minds can make for their own fedentary bodies : 
And Learned men (to whom the reft of the world are but Infants) have the fame foo- 
lith affection in nourifhing others minds, as Pellicansin feeding their young, which is,ac 
the expence of the very fubfiftance of Life, *Tis then apparent they proceed by the in- 
ftigation of Fame, or Confcience ; and I believe many are perfwaded by the firft (of 
which f am One) and fome are commanded by the fecond, Nor is the defireof Fame fo 
vain as divers have rigidly imagin’d, Fame being (when belonging to the Living) that 
which is more gravely call’d, afteddy and neceffiry reputation , and without it, heredi- 
tary Power, or acquir’d greatnefs can never quietly govern the World. °Tis of the dead 
amufic | glory, in which God, the author of excellent goodnefs, vouchfafes to take a con- 
tinual fhare; For the remember’d vertues of great men are chiefly fuch of his works 
(mention’d by King David) as perpetually praife him: andthe good fame of the Dead 
prevails ty example much more then the reputation of the Living; becaufe the latter is 
alwayes fuipected by our Envy, but the other is cheerfully allow’d, and religioufly ad- 
mir’d: for Admiration .whof: Eyes are ever weak) ftands ftill, and at gaze upon great 
things a@ed far off; but when they are neer, walks flightly away as from familiar objects, 
Fame is to our Sonsa folid Inheritance, and not unufeful to remote Pofterity, and to our 
Reafon ’tis the firft, though but a little tafte of Eternity. 

Thofe that write by the command of Confcience (thinking themfelves able to inftru& 
others, and confequently oblig’d toit) grow commonly the moft voluminous, becaufe 
the preffures of Confcience are fo inceffant, that the is never fatisfy’d with doing enough : 
for fuch as be newly made the Captives of God (many appearing fo to themfelves, when 
they firft begin to weare the Fetters of Confcience) are like common flaves, when newly 
taken; who terrify’d with a fancy of the feverity of abfolute Matters, abufe their diligence 
out -f fear, and doill, rather then appear idle. And this may be the caufe why Libra- 
ries are more then double lin’d with Spiritual Books, or Tracts of Morality 5 the latter be- 
ing the Spiritual Counfelsof Lay-men, and the neweft of fuch great Volumns (being ufu- 
ally but tranfcriptions or tranflations) differ fo much from the Ancients, as later dayes 
from thofe of old, which difference is no more then an alteration of names by removing 
the Ethnicks to make way forthe Saints. Thefe are theeffec’s of their labours, who are 
provok’d to become Authors, meerly out of Confcience, and Conicience we may again 
averre to be often fo unskilful and timerous, that it feldom gives a wife and {teddy account 
of God, but grows jealous of him as of an Adverfary, and is after melancholy vifions 
like a fearfull Scout, afier he hath ill furvey’d the Enemy, who then makes incongruous, 
fong, and terrible Tales, 

Having confefs’d thatthe defire of Fame made mea Writer; I muft declare, why in 
my riper age I chofe to gain it more efpecially by an Heroical Poem, and the Heroick 
being by moft allow’d tobe themoft beautiful of Poems, J fhall not need to decide the 
quarrels of Poets about the Degrees of Excellence in Poefy: But ’tis not amils ere I 
avow the ufefulnefs of the Scierce in general (which was the caufe of my urdertaking) 
to remember the value it had from the greateft and moft worthy fpiritsin all Ages. for I 
will not abftain (though it may give me the reputation but of common reading) to 
mention, thit Pififfratus, (though a Tyrant) liv’d with the praife, and dy’d with the 
blefling of all Greece, for gathering the fcatter’d limbs of Homecr’s Works into a Body; 
and that great 4/exander by publickly converfing with it, attaind the univerfull opinion 
of Wit, the fame of fuch inward Forces conducing as much to his Conquefts, as his Ar- 
mics abroad: That the Athenian Prifoners were thought worthy of life and liberty for 
finging the Tragediesof Euripides: That Thebes was fav'd from deftruciion by the 
Victors reverence to the memory of Pindar: That the elder Scipio, (who govern dall 
the civill world) Jay continually in the bofome of Exzins: That the great Nymantinand 
Lelins(no lefs renown’d)were openly proud when the Romans believ'd they affited Terence 
in his Comedies: That Angu/Pus (to whom the myfteries of univerfall Empire were more 
familiar, then domeftick Dominion to Modern Kings ) made Virgil the partner of his 
joyes, and would have divided his bufinefs with Horace: And that Lucan was the fear and 
envy of Nero, If we approach nearer our own times, we mayadd the triumphal Entry 

which 


which the Papacy gave to Petrarch, and how much Zaffvis fill the glory and delight of 
Italy. 

But as in this hafty Mutter of Poets and lifting their confederates, 1 thal by omitting 
many, deprive them of that which is due from Fame; fo I may now by the opinion 
of fome Divines (whom notwithftanding I will reverence in all their diftin@ Habits and 
Fafhions of the mind) be held partiall, and too bold, by adding to the firft number(though 
I range them upon holy ground, and afide) Ad:fes, David, and Solomon, for their Songs 
Pfalmes, and Anthemes ; the Second being the acknowledg’d Favorite of God. whom he 
had gain’d by excellent Praifes in facred Poefy. AndI fear (fince Poefy is the cleareft 
light by which they find the foul who feek it) that Poetshave intheir fluent kindnefs di- 
verted from the right ufe, and fpent too much of that fpiritual talent in the honor of 
mortall Princes: for divine Praife (when in the high perfe@ion, asin Poets, and only in 
them) is fo much the uttermolt and whole of Religious worfhip, that all other parts of De- 
votion ferve but to make it up. 


S9. 
Praife, 2% Devotion fit for mighty ALindes , : 
The aiffrring World’s agreeing Sacrifice ; ner 
Where Heaven divided, Faiths united findes: a Conte 
But Pray’r in various difcord upward flies 


9°. 
For Pray’r the Ocean os , Where diverfly 
Men freer their courfe. each to a fev’ral Coaft ; 
Where all our Intr'efts fo difcordant be, 
T hat half beg Yvindes by which the reft are loft: 


91. 
By Penitence when we our felves forfake , 
Tis but in wife defign on piteous Heaven; 
In Praife We nobly give what God may take, 
And are without a Beggars blufs forgiven, 


92. 
Its utmoft force, like Powder’s, 1% unknown , 
And though weak, Kings excefs of Praife may fear, 
Yet when tis here, like Powder dang’rous grown, 
Heaven's Vault receives what Would the Palace tear: 


After this contemplation, how acceptable the voice of Poefy hath been to God, we 
may (by defcending from Heaven to Earth) confider how ufefull it is to Men, and 
among Men, Divines are the chief, becaufe ordain’d to temper the rage of humane 
power by fpirituall menaces, as by fudden and ftrange tbreatnings madnefs is frighted into 
Reafon; and they are fent hither as Liegers from God, to conferve in ftedfalt motion 
the flippery joynts of Government, and to perfwade an amity in divided Nations : there- 
fore to Divines I firft addrefs my felf; and prefume to ask them, why, ever fince their 
dominion was firft allow’d, at the great change of Religions, (though ours more then any 
inculcates obedience, as an eafie Medicine to cool the impatient and raging world into a 
quiet re{t) mankinde hath been more unruly then before? it being vifible that Empire 
decreas’d with the increafe of Chriitianity ; and that one weak Prince did anciently fuf- 
fice to govern many ftrong Nations: but now one little Province is too hard for their 
own wife King ; and a {mall Republick hath Seventy years maintain’d their revolc to the 
difquiet of many Monarchs. Or if Divines reply, we cannot expect the good effects 
of their Office, becaufe their fpiritual Dominion is not allow’d as abfolute, then it may 
be ask’d them more feverely, Why cis not allow’d? for where ever there hath been 
gteat degrees of power (which have been often and long in the Church) it difcovers 
(though worldly vicifficude be objected asan excufe) thatthe managers of fuch power , 
fince they endeavour’d not to enlarge it, believ'd the increafe unrighteous , or were in 
a@ing, or contriving that endeavour, either negligent or weak: For Power, like the ha- 
{ty Vine, climbes up apace tothe Supporter ; but if not skilfully attended and drefs'd, in 
ftead of fpreading and bearing fruit, grows high and naked ; and then (like empty utle) 
being foon ufelefs to others, becomes negle@ted, and unable to fupport ic felf. 

But if Divines have fail’d in governing Princes (that is, of being intirely believ’d by 
them ) yet they might have obliquely rul'd them, in rulingthe People; by ee of 
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Jate, Princes have been govern’d; and they might probably rule the People, becaufe the 

heads of the Church-( where ever Chriftianity is preach’d) are Tetrarchs of Time; of 
which they command the fourth Divifion, for co no lels the Sabbaths, and Dayes of Saints 
amount; and during thofe daies of fpiritual triumph, Pulpits are Thrones ; and the peo- 
ple oblig’d to open their Eares, and letin the ordinances and commands of Preachers ; 
who likewife are not without fome little Regency throughout the reft ofthe Year, for 
then they may converfe with the Laity , from whom they have commonly fuch refped (and 
re{peét foon opens the door to perfwalion )as fhews their Congregations not deat in thofe 
holy feafons , when {peaking predominates. 

but notwith{tanding thefe advantages,the pulrit hath little prevail’d , for the world isin 
all Regions revers’d , or fhaken by difobedience , an Engine with which the great Angels 
(for fach were the Devils, and had faculties much more fublim'd then Men) believ’d they 
could diforder Heaven. And itis not want of capacity inthe lower Auditory that makes 
Do@rine fo untuccefsful , for the people are not fimple, fince the Gentry (even ot ftrong- 
eft education) lack fufficient defence againft them, and are hourly furpriz’d in (their 
common Ambufhes ) their fhops: For on facred Dayes they walk gravely and fadly 
from Temples, as if they had newly bury d their finful Fathers, at night fleep as if they 
never needed forgivenefs, and rife with the next Sun, to lie in wait for the Noble, and 
the Stadous. And though thefe quiet Coufners are amongft the People, efteem’d their 

‘fteddy Men; yet they Honour the courage, and more active parts of fuch difobedient 

Spirits, as difdaining thus tamely to deceive, attempt bravely to robthe State; and the 
State they believe (though the Helme were held by Apoftles) would alwayes confit of 
fuch Arch-robbers, as who ever {trips them, but waves the tedious fatisfaction which the 
Lafy expe@ from Laws, and comes a fhorter way to his own. 

Thus unapt for obedience (in the condition of Beafts whofe appetite is Liberty, and 
their Liberty a licenfe of Luft) the People have often been, fince a long and notorious 
power hath continu’d with Divines,; whom though with reverence we accufe for miftaken 
tenicy ; yet are we not fo cruel to expect they fhould behave themfelves to Sinners like 
fierce Phineas, or Preach with their Swords drawn, to kill all they cannot perfwade : But 
our meaning is to fhew how much their Chriftian meeknefs kath deceiv’d them in ta- 
ming this wilde monfter the people; and a little to rebuke them ior neglecting the affift- 
ance of Poets ; and for upbraiding the Ethnicks, becaufe the poets mannag’d their Religion, 
as if Religion could walk more profperoufly abroad , then when Morality (refpecttully | 
and bire-headed as her Ufher) prepares the way: it being no leffetrue, that during the 
dominion of Poefy, a willing peaceful] obedience to Superiors becalm’d the world; then 
that obedience like the marriage yoke, though a reftraint more needful and advantagious 
then liberty; and hath the fame reward of pleafant quietnefs, which it anciently had, when 
Adam, till his difobedience, enjoy'd Paradice. Such are the effects of facred Poefy , 
which charmes the People with harmonious precepts; and whofe aid Divines fhould nor 
difdain, fince their Lord (the Saviour of the World) vouchfaf’d to deliver his Do@rine in 
Parabolicall Fidions, 

Thofe that be of next importance are Leaders of Armies, and fuch] meafure not by 
the fuffrages of the People, who give them refpe& as Indians worfhip the evill Spirit, rather 
for fear of harm, then for affection, but efteem them asthe painfull Protectors and en- 
largersot Empire ; by whomic actively moves; and fuch active motion of Empire is as 
neceffiry asthe motion of the Sea, where all things would putrifie,and infect one another, 
if the Element were quiet : fo is it with mens mindes on fhore, when that Element of grear- 
nefs and honor, Empire, ftands flill, of which the largenefs is likewife as needfull, asthe 
valtnefs of the Sea; for God ordain’d not huge Empireas proportionable to the Bodies , 
but rothe Mindes of Men, and the Mindes of Men are more monftrous, and require 
more {pice for agitation and the hunting of others, then the Bodies of Whales. But he 
thar believes men fuch moderate Sheep, as that many are peacefully contain’d in a narrow 
Folde, nay be better inform’d in America,where little Kings never enjoy a harmlefs neigh. 
bourhood,unlefs protected defenfively among{t themfelves, by an Emperor that hath wide 
poffeffions, and priority over them, (asin fome few places) but when reftrain’d in nar- 
row dominion, where no body commands and hinders their nature, they quarrel like 
Cocks ina Pitt, andthe Sun in a dayes travail there, fees more Battails ( but not ofcon- 
ieguence, becaufe their Kings though many, are little) then in Exrope ina year. 

Co Leaders of Armies , as to very neceffary Men ( whofe Office requires the uttermoft. 
aids of art, and Nature, and refcues the {word of Jullice, (when ’tis wrefted from fupreme 
Power by Commotion ) I now addrefs my felf and muft put them in minde(though not 
upbraidingly) how much their Mighty Predeceffors were anciently oblig’d to Poets ; whofe 
Songs (recording the praifesof Condu@ and Valour) were efteemd the chiefeft rewards 


of Victory, And fince Nature hath made us prone to Imitation (by which we equall 
the 
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the belt or che worlt) how much thofe Images of Action 
which are delightfully drawn by Poets? For the greateft of 
confefs'd, that their Countels have been made wife,and their courages warm by Homer.and 
fince Peaife isa pleafure which God hath invited, and with which he often vouchfaf'd to 
be pleas’d when it was fent him by his own Poet ; why is it not lawfull for vertuous men 
to be cherith’d, ind megnify'd with hearing their vigilance, Valour,and good Fortune (the 
latter being more the immediate gift of Heaven, becaufe the effect of an unknown Caufe ) 
commended and made eternal in Poefy? But perhaps che art of praifing Armies into great 
and initant action, by {inging their former deeds (an Art with which the Ancients made 
Empire fo large ) is too fubtle for modern Leaders; who as they cannot reach the heights 
of Poefy, mutt be content wich a narrow {pace of Dominion: and narrow Dominion 
breeds evil, peevifh, and vexatious mindes, and a National felf-opinion, like fimple Jewifh 
arrogance ; and the Jews were extraordinary proud ina very little Couniry: For menin 
contracted governments are buta kind of Prifoners ; and Prifoners by long reftraint grow 
wicked, malitious to all abroad, and foolifh efteemers of themfelves- as if they had wrong 
in not enjoying every thing which they can only {ee out of Windowes. 

Our lait application is to State(men, and Makers of Lawes; who may be reafonably 
reduc’d to one ; fince the fecond differ no more from the firlt, then Judges ( the Copies 
of Law-makers ) differ from their Originals: For Judges, like all bold interpreters by of- 
ten altering the Text, make it quite new; and State/men (who differ not from eaveeniae 
kers in the act, but in the manner of doing) make new Lawes prefumptuoufly without 
the confent of the People ; but Legi/lators more civilly feem to whiftle to the Beaft. and 
ftroak him into the Yoke: and inthe Yoke of State, the People ( with too muc!. pam- 
pering) grow foon unruly and draw awry ; Yet Srate/mex and Fudges (whofe bulinefs is 
Governing, and che thing to be govern’d is the People) have amongitus ( we being more 
proud and miftaken then any other famous Nation ) look’d gravely upon Poetry, and 
with « negligence that betray’d a Northerly ignorance ; as if they believ’d they could per- 
form their work without it. But Poets (who with wife diligence ftudy the People, and 
have in ail aces by an infenfible influence govern’d their manners) may juftly fmile when 
they perceive that Divines, Leaders of Armies, State(men,and Pudges, think Religicn, the 
Sword, or (which is unwri ten Law, and a fecret Confederacy of Chiefs) Policy, or Law 
(which is written, but feidom rightly read) can give without the help of the AZufes, a 
Jong and quiet fatistaction in Government : For Religion is to the wicked and faithlefs 
( who are many ) a jarifdiction, againft which they readily rebel], becaufe it rules fe- 
verely , yet promifech no worldly recompence for obedience ; obedience beisg by every 
humaine Power invited, with affurances of vifible advantage. The good (who are but 
few) need not the Powerof Redigisn to make them better, the power of Religion pro- 
ceeding from her threatnings, which though mean weapons, are fitly us’d, fince fhe hath 
none but b.fe Enemies. We may obferve too, that all Vertuous men are fotaken up 
with the rewards of Heaven, that they live as if out of the World; and no Government 
receives ofliftance from any man meerly ashe is good; but as that goodnefs is active in 
temporal things. 

The Sword isin the hand of ?u/fice no guard to Government, but then when ?uftice hath 
an Army for her owndefence ; and Armies, if they were not pervertible by Faction, yet 
are to Common-wealths like Kings Phyfitians to poor Patients; who buy che cure of their 
diforder’d bodies at fo high a rate, that they may be faid to change their Sicknefs for Fa- 
mine. Policy ( Imean of the Living, notof the Dead, theone being the faft rules or 
defigns governing the Inftant, the other thofe Laws that began Empire) is as mortal as 
Statef(men themfelves : whofe inceffant labors make that Hectick Feaver of the minde , 
which infenfibly difpatches the Body: and when We trace States-men through all the Hi- 
{tories of Courts, we find their Inventions fo unneceffary co thofe that fucceed at the 
Helme, or fo much envy’d as they fcarce laft in authority till the Inventors are buried : 
and change of defignsin States-men (their defigns being the weapons by which States are 
defended) grows as deltructive to Government, as a continual change of various weapons 
isto Armies; which muft receive with ruine any fudden affault, when want of practife 
makes unaCtivenefs, Wecannoturge that the Ambition of States-men (who are obnoxi- 
ous to the people) doth much diforder Government; becaufe the Peoples anger, by a 
perpetual coming in of new Oppreffors is fo diverted in confidering thofe whom their 
Eyes but lately left, as they have not time enough to rife for the Publick: and evil fuc- 
ceffors to power are inthe troubled ftream of State like fucceeding Tides in Rivers, where 
the Mudd of the former is hidden by the filth of the laft. 

Laws, if very antient, grow as doubtful and difficult as Letters on bury’d Marble, which 
only Antiquaries read ; but if not Old, they want that reverence which is therefore paid 
tothe vertues of Anceftors, becaufe their crimes come not to our remembrance , oe ae 
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great Men mutt be long dead whofe ills are forgotten. If Laws be New they muft be made 
either by very Angels, or by Men that have fome vices; and thofe being feen make their 
Vertues fufyected; for the People no more efteem able Men, whofe defects they know, 
(though bur errors incident to Humanity) then an Enemy values a {trong Army having ex- 
perience ot cheir Errors, And new Laws are held but the projects of neceflitous Power , 
new Nets fpread to intangle us; the Old being accounted too many, fince moftare be- 
liev’d to be made for Forfeitures: and fuch letting of blood (though intended by Law- 
makers for our healch) is tothe People alwayes out of Seafon: for thofe that love life 
with too much Paflion (and Mony is the life-blood of the People) ever fear a Confum- 
ption. Buc be Law-makers as able as Nature or Experience (which is the beft Art) can 
make them, yet, though I will not yield the Wicked to be wifer then the Vertuous, I 
may fay, offences are too hard for the Laws, as fome Beafts are too wylie for their Hun- 
ters; and that Vice overgrows Vertue, as much as Weeds grow fafter then Medicina. 
ble Herbs: or rather that Sin, like the fruitful flime of 2Vi/us, doth increafe into fo many 
various fhapes of Serpents (whofe walks and retreats are winding and unknown) thac 
even Puftice, (the painfull purfuer of Mifchief) is become weary, and amaz’d. 

After thefe Meditations , methinks Government refembles a Ship where though Di- 
vines, Leaders of Armies, States-men, and fudges are the trufted Pilots, yet it moves by 
the means of winds, as uncertain as the breath of.Opinion ; and is laden with the People ; 
a Fraighe much looffer, and more dangerous then any other living ftowage ; beingastrou- 
blefome in fair weather, as Horfes in a Storm. And how can thefe Pilots ftedily main- 
tain their courfe to the Land of Peace and Plenty, fince they are often divided at the 
Helm? For Divines (when they confider great Chiefs) {uppofe Armies to be fent from 
God for a temporary Plague, not for continual Jurifdidtion, and that Gods extreme pu- 
nifhments (of which Armies be the moft violent ) are ordain’d to have no more Iafting- 
nefs, then the extremes in Nature. ‘1 hey think ( when they conlider Statesmen) Po- 
licy hath nothing of the Dove, and being all Serpent, is more dangerous, thenthe dan- 
gers it pretends to prevent: and that outewitting (by falfhood and corruption) adverfe 
States, or the People ( though the People be often the greater Enemy. and more peril- 
fome being nesreft) is but giving reputation to Sinn, and that to maintain the Publick by 
Politique evils, is a bafe proftitution of Religion, and the proftitution of Religion is 
that unpardonable Whoredom which fo much anger’d the Prophets, They think Law 
nothing but the Bible forcibly ufurp’d by covetous Lawyers, and difguis’d in a Paraphrafe 
more obfcure then the Text ; and that *tis only wantof juft reverence to Religion, which 
doth expofe us to the charges and vexations of Law. 

The Leaders of Armies accufe Divines for unwifely raifing the War of the World by op- 
pofice Dodtrine, and for being more indifcreet in thinking to appeafe it by perfwation ; 
forgetting thac the difpatchful ending of War is blows, and that the naturall region for 
Difputes, when Nations are engag’d (though by Religion) is the Field of Battail, not 
Schools and Academies; which they believe (by their reftlefs controverfies) Jef civill 
then Camps; as inteftine Quarrel is held more barbarous then foraign War. They think 
States-men tothem (unlefs dignify’d with military Office) but mean Spys, that like Afri- 
can Foxes (who attend on Lyons, ranging before and about for their valiant prey) fhrink 
back till the danger be fubdu’d, and then with infatiate hunger come infora fhare: Yee 
fometimes with the Eye of Exvy (which enlarges objects like a multiplying glafs) they 
behold thefe States-men, and think them inamenfe as whales , the motion of whofe vaft 
bodies can in a peacefull calm trouble the Ocean till it boil, Aftera little hafty wonder , 
they confider them again with cifdain of their low conftraints at Court ; where they muft 
Patiently endure the little follies of fuch fmall Favorites as wait even near the wifeft 
Thrones; fo fantaftically weak feem Monarchs in the ficknefs of Care (a Feaver in the 
head) when forthe humorous pleafure of Diverfity, they defcend from purple Beds, and 
feek their eafe upon the ground. Thefe great Leaders fayalfo, that Law moves flowly 
as with fetter d feet, and is too tedious in redrefsof wrongs; whilft in Armies Juftice 
feems to ride polt, and overtakes Offenders ere the contagion of crimes can infe@ others; 
and though in Courts and Cities great men fence often with her, and with a forcive fleight 
put by her fword, yet when the retires to Camps, fhe is in a pofture not only to punith 
the offences o* particular Greatnefs, but of injurious Nations, 

States-men look on Divines as men whofe long folitude and Meditations on Heaven 
hathanade them Strangers upon Earth: and tis acquaintance with the World, and know- 
ledge’ of Man that makes abilities of Ruling: for though it may be faid that a fufficienc 
belief of Dorine would beget obedience (which is the uttermoft defignof governing) 
yet fince diverfity of Do@trine doth diftract all Auditors, and makes them donbtfully dif 
pofe their obedience (even towards Spiritual powers, on which many would have the tem- 
poral depend) therefore Srates-men think themfelves more fit to manage Empire , 
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then Divines whofe ufefulnefs confifs in perfwafion ; and perfwafion is the lalt medi- 
cine (being the moft defperate) which States-men apply to the diftemper of the People: 
for their diftemper is madnefs, and madnefs is beft cur’d with terror and force, They 
think that Leaders of Armies are to great Empire, as great Rivers to the Continent . which 
make an eafie e«cefs of {uch benefits as the Metropolis (the feat of Power) would elfe at 
vaft diftances with difficulty reach: yet often like proud Rivers when they fwell, they de- 
{troy more by once overflowing their borders at home, then they have in long time ac- 
quir’d from abroad: They are to little Empire like the Sea to low Iflands ; by nature 
a defence from Forreigners, but by accident when they rage, a deluge to their own Jand. 
And acallfeafons States men believe them more dangerous to Government then them(elves: 
for the popularity ot States-men is not fo frequent as that of Generals, or if by care fuf- 
ficiency of Art it be gain’d yetcthe force of crowds in Cities, compar’d to the aud 
of menof Armes, and difcipline, would appear like the great number of Sheep toa few 
Wolves, rather a caufe of Comfort thenof Terror, They think that chicf Miunifters of 
Law by unsk.lfull integrity, or love of popularity ( which fhewes the Minde, as meanly 
bern as bred) fo earneitly purfue the protection of the Peoples right, that they negle& the 
publick Intereft, and chovgh the Peuples right, and publick Intereft be the fime, yee ufu- 
ally by the People, the Minilters of Law mean private men, and by the ocher the State: 
and fo the State and the People are divided, as we may fay aman is divided within him{if, 
when reafon and Pattion. difpute . bout confequent acticns and if we were cai!-d:o atlift 
acfich inte ine war, wemeft fide with Keafon, according to our duty, by the Law of 
Nature ; and N turcs Law, though not written in Stone (as westhe Law of Relig on) 
hath takende p impreffion in che Heartoi Man, which is harder then Marble of AZonat- 
Sins. 

Chet 14?siPers of Law, think Divines in Government fhouldlike the Penal Statutes , 
be chuicely,. ad but feldome usd; forasthofe Stazutes are rigoroufly inquifitive after ve- 
nial favles, (punifhing our very ima ners and weak conflitution, as well as infolent appe- 
tite, fo Litvines (that are made velement with .ontemplating the ¢ airy of the OF 
fended, ( which is God) mire then the frailty of the Offender) govern as if nien 
could v2made Angels, ere they come to Heaven, 

Gre. Minifters of Law chick likewife that Leaders of Armies ere like ill Thyfitians ; 
Onely iit for defperate cures, whofe boldnefs calls inthe afiftance of Fortune, during the 
fears and trovbles of Act; Yetthe health they give to 2 d:. emper’d State is not more ac- 
cidental then che prefervation of it is uncertain , becaufe they of en grow yain with fuc- 
ce and encourage a reftor’d State to fuch hazards, as fhew like irregularity of fife 
in other recover’d bodies; fuch s the cautious and ancient gravity of Lam diffwaded : 
For Law (whofe temperate defign is fafety ) rather prevents by conftancy of Medicine 
(like acontinu’d Piet) difeafesin the body-politick, then depends after a permitted 
Sicknefs upon tie chance of recovery. They chink States-men {trive to be as much Judges 
of Law as themfelves, being chief Minifters of Law, are Judges of the People , and that 
even good States men pervert the Law morethen evil Judges: For Law was anciently 
meant a defenfive Armor, and the people took it as fromthe Magazin of Juttice, to keep 
them fafe from eachothers violence , but States-mea ule it as offenfive Armes, with which 
in forraging to get relief for Supreme Power, they often wound rhe Publick, 

Thus we have firlt obfery’d the Four chief aids of Government, (Religion, Armes, Po- 
licy and Law) defectively «pply’d, and then we have found them weak by an emulous 
war among(t themfelves ; ic follows next, we fhould introduce to ftrengthen thofe -prin- 
cipal aids (itill mak‘ng the people our direct object) fome collateral help; which Iwill 
fafely prefume to confilt in Poefy, is ‘> 

We have onferv’d rhat the People fince the Jatrer time of Chriftian Religion, are more 
unquiet then in former Ages, fo difobedient and fierce, as it they would fhake off the an- 
cient imputation of being Be:fts, by fhewing their Mafters they know their own {trength : 
and we fhall noc erre by fuppofing that this conjunction of fourfold Power hath faild in 
the effeds of authority bya mif-application , for it hath rather endeavout'd co prevail up- 
on their bodies, then their mindes , forgetting that the martiall art of conftraining is the 
belt, which affaults the weaker part; and the weakelt part of the People is their mindes , 
for want of that which is the mindes only ftrength, Education; but their Bodies are 
ftrong by continual labour, for Labour is the Education of the Body. Yet when I men- 
tion the mifapplication of force , I fhould have faid, they have not only fail’d by chat,but 
by a mainerror; Becaufe the fubject on which they fhould work is the Minde ; and the 
Minde can never be conftrain’d, though it may be gain’d by perfwafion: And fince Pere 
fwalion is the principal inftrument which can bring to fafhion the brittle and mifhapen 
Mettal of the Minde, none ave fo fic aids to this important work as Poets, whofe art is 
more then any enabi-d wich a voluntary, and chearfull affiftance of Nature, and whole 
Operations are as vefiltlefs , fecret, eafie and fubtle, as is the influence of ye 


18 


The Preface 


1 mutt not forget (leaft 1 be prevented by the vigilance of the Reader) thac I have 
profefs’d not to reprefent the beauty of Vertue in my Poem, with hope to perfwade com- 
mon men ; and I have faid that Divines have fail’d in difcharging their fhare of Go. 
vernment, by depending upon the effects of perfwafion, and chat States-men in managing 
the People, rely not upon the perfwafion of Divines, butupon force. In my defpair or 
reducing the mindes ef Common men, I have not confell any weaknefs of Poefyin the 
general Science, but rather inferr’d the particular {trengch of the Heroick , which hath a 
force that over- matches the infancy of fuch mindes as are not enabled by degrees of Edu- 
cation; butthere are leffer forces in other kindes of Poefy, by which they may train and 
prepare their underftandings , and Princes and Nobles being reform’d and made Angeli- 
call by the Heroick, will be predominant lights, which the people cannot chufe but ule for 
dire@ion ; as Gloworms take in,and keep the Suns beams till they fhine, and make day to 
themfelves. 

In faying that Divines have vainly hop’d to continue the peace of Government by per- 
fwation, 1 have imply’d fuch perfwafions as are accompany’d with threatnings, and fecond- 
ed by force, which are the perfwafions of Pulpits; where is prefented to he obftinate 
Hell after Death, andthe civill Magiftrate during life conftrains fuch obedience as the 
Church doth ordain. But the Perfwafions of Poefy, in {tead of Menaces, are Harmo- 
nious and delightful infinuations, and never any conitraint , unlefs the ravifhment of Rea- 
fon may be call’d Force. And fuchForce, (contrary to that which Divines, C.mmanders. 
States-menand Lawyers ule) begets fuch obedience as is never weary Or giiev'd. ; 

In declaring thac States-men think not the Stace wholly fecure by fuch manners as are 
bred from the perfwafions of Divines, but more willingly make Government rely upon 
military force, I have neither concluded that Poets are unprofitable, nor that States. men 
think fo, for the Wifdom of Poets, would firft make the Images of Vertue fo amiable 
that her beholders fhould not be able co look off (rather gently, and delightfully infufing. 
then inculcating !’recepts ) and then when the minde is conquer’d, like a willing bride, 
Force fhould fo behave it felf, as noble Husbands ufe their power; that is, by letting their 
Wives fee the Dignity and prerogative of our Sex ( whichis the Husbands harmlefs Con- 
quelt of Peace) continually maintain’d to hinder Difobedience, rather then rigoroufly 
impofe Duty: But to fuch an eafie Government, neither the People (which are fubje&ts to 
Kings and States) nor Wives which are fubje@ to Husbands) can peacefully yield , unlefs 
they are firft conquer’d by Vertue, and the Conquefts of Vertue be never eafie but 
where her forces are commanded by Poets. ; 

It may be ubjeéted that the education of the Peoples mindes (from whence Vertuous 
manners are deriv’d) by the feveral kindes of Poefy (of which the Dramatick hath been 
in all Ages very fuccefsful) is oppofite to the receiv'd opinion, that the People ought to be 
continu’d in ignorance ; a Maxime founding like the little fubtilty of one that is a States- 
man only by Birth or Beard, and merits not his place by much thinking: For Ignorance 
is rude, cenforious, jealous, obftinate, and proud, thefe being exactly the ingredients of 
which Difobedience is made , and Obedience proceeds from ample conlideration ; of 
which knowledge confifts, and knowledge will foon put into one Scale the weight of op- 
preflion, and in the other, the heavy burden which Difobedience layes on us in the effets 
of civil War. and then even Tyranny will feem much ligbter, when the hand of fupreme 
Power binds upourt Load, and layes it artfully onus, then Difobedince ( the Parent of 
Confulion) when we all load one another; in which eyery one irregularly increafes his 
fellowes burden, to leffen his own. 

Others may object that Poefie on our Stage, or the Heroick in Mufick (for fo the lar. 
ter was anciently us’d) is prejudicial to a State} as begetting Levity, and civing the 
People too great a diverfion by pleafure and mirth, To thefe (if they be ‘worthy of 
fatisfaction) I reply ; ‘That whoever in Government endeavours to make the People feri- 
ous and grave, which are attributes that may become the Peoples Reprefintatives, but 
not the People ) doth practife a new way to enlarge the State, by making every Subject 
a States-man: and he that means to govern fo mournfully ( asit were, without any ae 
fick in his Dominion) muft Jay but light burdens on his Subje&s ; or ‘elfe he wants the 
ordinary wifdom of thofe, who to their Beafts that are much loaden, whittle all the day to 
encourage their Travail. For that fupreme power which expe@ts a firm obedience in 
thofe, who are not usd to rejoycing, but live fadly, as if they were flill preparing for 
the funeral of Peace, hath little skill in contriving the laftingnefs of Government.which 
is the principal work of Art; And lef hath that Power confider’d Nature, as if fick new 
aufterity did feem to tax, evenher, for want of gravity, in bringing in the Spring fo mer- 
rily with a Mufical variety of Birds, And fuch fullen power doth forget that Battails(che 
moft folemn and ferious bufinefs of Death) are begun with Trumpets and Fifes. and 
anciently were continu’d wich more diverfity of Mufick, And that the Grecian ‘Laws 
(Laws being the wifeft endevor of humane Councels, for the eafe of life) were long 
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: And thatthe wile Athensans (dividing into Three parts iq 

expended one ia Plays and Showes, to diverc fe People ane nce ee oe ne 

Rulers merit, and the defects of Government: And that the Romans had ae aes 
ss : : z not fo long 

continu d their Empire, but for the fame diverfions} at a vafter charge, 

Again, it may be objeCted, That the Precepts of Chriftian Religion are fufficient to 
wards our regulation, by appointment of Manners, and towards the eafe of Life by 
impofing obedience , fo that the Moral affiftance of Poefy, is but v:inly intruded ‘ To 
this I may an{wer, that as no man fhould fufpe& the fufficiency of Religion b agen 
cesfulnefs, fo if the infuccesfulnefs be confets’d, we th. as little difparage Rel ion, by 
bringing in more aids when tis in action,then a General difhonours himfelf b Pater 
ring with more of his own Forces to make fure an attempt thac beth a while ice adi: 
For Poefy, which ‘like contrated Effences feems the utmoit ft-ength and ativit of Ne 
ture) is as +ll good Arts, fubfervient to Religion, all marching under the aioe Baht 
though of lefs difcipline and efteem. And as Poefy is the beit Expofitor of Nature (Na- 
ture being mifterious co fuch as ufe not to conlider) fo Nature isthe beft interpreter of 
God , and more cannot be fridof Religion. And when the Judges of Heiiaion (which 
are the Chiefs of the Church) negle@ the help of Moralifts in Reforming the People 
(and Poets areof all ‘“oralifts the molt ufeful} they give a fentence agatait the eae 
Nature : For Nature performs all things by correfpondent aids and harmony. And tis 
injurious noi to think Poets the moft uieful moralilts; for as Poefy is “dorn’d and fub- 
lim’d by Mulick, which makes it more pleafant and accept:ble , fo Morality is fweetned 
and made more amiable by Poefy. And the Aufterity of fome Divines may be the caufe 
why Religion hath not more prevail’d upon the manners of Men: for great Do¢lors 
fhould rather comply with things that pleafe (asthe wile Apoitle did with Ceremonies) 
then Jofe a Profelyte. And even Hoxonr (taught by moral Ph lofophers, but more de- 
lightfully infus’d by Poets) will appear ( nocwithftanding the fad feverity of fome latter 
Divines) no unfafe Guide towards Piety ; for it isas wary and nice as Con/cience thougi 
more cheerful and couragious, And however /omour be more pleafing to flefh and blood 
becaufe in this World it finds applaufe, yet “tis not fo mercenary as Piety: for Piety (be- 
ing of all her expectations inwardly affur’d) expects a reward in Heaven; to which all 
earthly prymencs compar’d, are but Shaddows, and Sand. ; 

And it appears that Poefy hath for its natural prevailings over the Underftandings of 
Men (fometimes maxing her conquefts with eafie plainnefs, like native country Beauty ) 
been very fuccefsful in the moft grave, and important occafions that the neceffities of States 
or mankinde have produc’d. For ic may be faid that Demofthenes fav'd the Athenians by 
the Fable or Parable of the Doggs and Wolves, in an{wer to King Philip’s Propofition 
And that Afenenivs Agrippa fav'd the Senate, if not Rome, by that of the Belly, and the 
Hands: and that even our Saviour was pleas’d (as the moft prevalent way of Doétrine) 
wholly to ufe fach kinde of Parables in hisconverting , or faving of Souls ; it being writ- 
ten, Without a Parable {pake he not tothem. And had not the jeavned -. po" le ruoug’t the 
wifdom of Poets worthy his remembrance, and inftrudctive, no: only to Heathens, but to 
Chriftians , he had not cited Epimenides to the Cretans,-s wellas Arctus to the Athenians, 

I cannot alfo be ignorant that divers (whofe confcienuous Melancholy amazes and dif 
courages others Devotion) will accufe Poets as the admirers of Beauty ; and Inventors,or 
Provokers of that which by way of afperfion they call Love But fuch,intheir firft accu- 
fation feem to look carelefly and unthankfully upon the wonderful works of God; orelfe 
through low education, or age, become incompetent Judges ot what is the chief of his 
works upon Earth, And Poets, when they praife Beauty, are at lealt as lawfully thank- 
fall to God, as when they praife Seas, Woods, Rivers, or anv other pirts that make up a 
profpea of the World. Nor can itbe imagin’d but that Poets in preifing them, praife 
wholly the Maker, and fo in praifing beauty : For that Woman who bclieves fhe is prais’d 
when her beauty is commended, may as well fuppofe that Poets think fhe created her felf 
And he that praifes the inward beauty of Women, which is their Vertue, doth more per= 
form his dury then before: for our envious filence in not approving, and fo encouraging 
what is good, is the caufe that vice is more in fafhion and countenance then Vertue. But 
when Poets praife that which is not Beauty, or the minde which is not vertuous, they erre 
through their miftake, or by flattery ; and flattery is a crime fo much more profperous in 
others who are Companions to greatnefs, that ic may be held in Poets rather Kindnels 
then Defign. 

They who accufe Poets as provokers of Love, are Enemies to Nature; and all 
affronts to Natureare offences to God, as infolencies to all fubordinate officers of the 
Crown are rudenefs tothe King Love (inthe moft obnoxious interpretation) is Natur’s 
P repsrative to her greateft work , which is the making of Life, And fince the fevereft 
Divines of thefe latter times have not been afham’d publiquely to command and ap 
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fine the moft fecret duty, and entertainmens of Love inthe Married; why fhould not Po- 
ets civilly endeavor to makea Friendfhip between the Guelts before they meet, by teach- 
ing chemto dignifie each other with the utmoft of eftimation, And Marriage in Mane 
kind were as rude and unprepar’das the hafty ele@tions of other Creatures , but for ac- 
quaintance, and converfation before it, andthat muft bean acqueintance of Mindes,not 
of Bodies ; and of the Mind, Poefie is the moft natural and delightful Interpreter. 

When neither Religion (which is our arttowards God) nor Nature (which is Gods firft 
Law to Man, though by Man leaft fludy’d) nor when Reafon-{ which is Nature, and made 
art by experience) canby the enemies of Poefie be fufficiently urged againft it, then fome 
(whofe frowardnefs will not let them quit an evil canfe) plead written Authority. And 
though fuch authority be a Weapon, which even in the War of Religion, diftrefs’d difpu- 
ters cike up, as their Iaft fhift, yet here we would proteft againft ir, but that we find it 
makes a fualfe defence, and leaves the Enemy more open. This authority (which is but fin- 
gle too)is from Plato; and him fome have malitioufly quoted , as ifin his feign’d Common- 
weaith he had banith’d all Poets, but P/ato fays nothing aguinft Posts in general ; and in his 
particular quarrel ,which is to Homer and Hefiod) only condeuis fuch errors as we mentio- 
ned in the beginning of this Preface, when we look’d upon the Ancients. An thofe errors 
confit incheir abaiing Religion by reprefenting the Gods in evil proportion , ard their 
Heroes with as unequal Chara@ers, and fobrovght Vices into fafhion, by intermixing 
them with the v-rtues of great perfons. Yeteven during this Divine anger of Plato , 
he concludes not ag.inft Poefie, but the Poems then moft in requeft: for thefe be the 
words of hisLaw: if any Adan \having ability to imitate What he pleafes) imitate in his 
Poems both good and evil , let him be reverenc’d, as afacred, admirable, and pleafant Perfon , 
but be it likewile known, he mujt have no place in our Common-wealth. And yet before his ba- 
nifhment he Jlows bim, the sor of a Diadem, and jweet Cdours toanoint his Head: And 
afterwards fays. Let ws make uf: of more prifizable, thongh more (evere , and le(s pleafant Po- 
ets, whocan imitate thar whichis for the bonor and bencfit of the Common-wealth. But thofe 
who make ufe of chis juft indignition of Plato to the unjuftfeandal of Poefie, have the 
common craft of Falfe Wicnefles, inlarging every circuraitence , when it me. bore, and 
concealing all things chat may defend him they opp..te, For they will not reaunember how 
much the Scholler of Plato (who like an abf !ute Monarch over Arts, hath almo? fens 
ced his Mafter throughout the Schools of Exrcpe )\- bors co make Poetic univerfally current, 
by giving Laws to the Science: Nor will they take notice, in what dignity it continu’d , 
whilft the Greeks kept their Dominion, or Language; and how much the Rowans cheri- 
fh'd even the publick repetition of Verfes: Nor will they vouchfafe to obferve (though 
Fuvenal takes careto recordit) how gladly all Rome( during that exercife)ranto the voice 
of Statius. 

Thus having taken meature (though haftily) of the extent of thofe great Profeffions 
that in Government contribute to the necellities, eafe, and lawful pleafures of Men; and 
finding Poefie as ufeful now, (as the Ancients found it towards pefetion and happinefs; I 
will, Sir, (unlefs with thefe two Books you return mea difcouragement) cheerfully proceed; 
and though alittle time would make way forthe third, and make it fitfor the ‘refs. [am 
refolv'd rather to hazard the inconvenience which expe@ation breeds, (fer divers with no 
ill fatisf tion have hada tafte of Gondibert) then endure that violent envy which affanits 
all Writers whilft they jive ; though their Papers be but fill’d with very negligent and or- 
dinary thoughts, and therefore delay the publication of any part of the Poem, till Ican 
fend ityoufrom America , whither I now fpeedily prepare; having the folly to hope 
that when I am in another World (though not in the common fenfe of dying) 1 fhalf 
find my Readers (even the Poets of the prefent Age) as temperate, and benigne, as we 
areali tothe ead, whofe remote excellence cannot hinder our reputation. And now 
Sir, to end with the Allegory which I have fo long continu’d,! fhall, (after al! my bufie 
vanity in fhewing and defcribing my new Building) with great quietnefs , being almoft as 
weary as your felf, bring you to the Back-dore , that youmay make no review but in my 
abfence , and {teal haftely from you, as one who is afham’d ofall the trouble you have re- 
ceiv’dfrom , 


SIR, 
Your moft humble, and moft affectionate Servant 


From the Louure in Paris 


7 
January 2.1650. W ILL. D AVENAN lee 


ANSWER 


OF 
M HOBBES 
TO 
S WILLIAM D’AVENANT’S 
PRE RPA CE 
Before GON DIBER T. 


SIR, 


F to commend your Poen , 1 fhould onely fay (in gene- 
ral Terms )that in the choice of your Argument,the dif- 
pofttion of the parts, the maintenance of the CharaGers 
of your Perfons, the dignity and vigor of your expre{fi- 
on, you have performed all the parts of various ex- 
perience, ready memory, clear judgement, fwift and 
well govern'd fancy,though it were enough for the truth, 
zt were too little for the weight and credit of my tefti- 
mony. For Ilie open to two exceptions , one of an incompetent, the other of 
acorrupted Witnefs, Incompetent, becaufe I am not a Poet 5 and corrupted 
with the Honor done mse by your Preface. The former obliges me to fay fome- 
thing (by the way) of the nature and differences of ad 

As Philofophers have divided the Univerfe (their fubje#) into three Regi- 
ons, Celeftial, Aerial, avd Terreftrial 5 fo the Poets (whofe work it is by 
imitating humane life,in delightful and meafur’d lines, to avert men from 
vice, and incline themto vertuous and honourable afions) have lodged them- 
felves in the three Regions of mankinde, Court, City and Country , cor- 
re{pondent in fome proportion, to thofe three Regions of the World, For there 
7s in Princes, and men of con{picnous power (anciently called Heroes ) a luftre 
and influence upon the reft of men, refembling that of the Heavens 5 andanin- 
fincerenefs, inconftancy, and troublefome humor of thofe that dwell in populous 
Cities, like the mobility, bluftring,and impurity of the Airesand a plainne/s,and 
(though dull) yet a nutritive faculty inrural people, that endures a compari- 
fon with the Earth they labor. 

From hence have proceeded three forts of Poefie, Heroique, Scommatick , 
and Paftoral. Everyone of thefe is diftinguifhed again in the manner of Re- 
prefentation , which fometimes is Narrative, wherein the Poet himfelf rela- 
teth, and fometimes Dramaticque, 4s when the perfons are every one adorned 
and brought upon the Theater, to {peak and atk their own parts. There is 
therefore neither more nor lefs then fix forts of Poefte. For the Heroique Poem 
narrative (fuch as is yours) is called an Epique Poem. The Heroique 
Poew Dramatique, is Tragedy. The Scommatiqme Narrative is Satyre 3 
Dram- 
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Dramatiqueis Comedy. The Paftoral narrative is called fimply Paftoral 
Canciently Beucolique ) the fame Dramatique, Paftoral Comedy. The Fi- 
gure thercfore of an Epique Poem, andof aTragedy, ought to bethe fame, for 
they differ no more but in that they are pronounced by one or many Perfons. 
Which L infert to juftifie the figure of yours, conlifting of five books divided in- 
to Songs , or Cantoes, asfive Ads divided into ‘Scenes has ever been the ap- 
proved figure of a Tragedy, 

They that take for Poelte whatfoevr 7s writ in Verfe, will think this Divilion 
imperfect, and call in Soncts, Epigrams, Eclogues, and the like preces( which 
are but Effayes , and parts of an entire Poew:) and reckonEmpedocies, and 
Lucretius (vatural Philofophers) for Pocts, andthe moral precepts of Phocyli- 
des Theognis, avd the Quatraines of Pybrach , and the Hiflory of Lu- 
can , and others of that kind amoneft Poems 5 beftowing on fuch Writers for 
honor, the Name of Poets, rather then of Hiftorians or Philofophers. But the 
fubjeE of aPoemis the manners of men, not natural caufes 5 manners prefent- 
ed, not diated and manners feigned (asthe name of Poefte imports) nok 
found in men. They that give entrance to Ficlions writ 1m Profe, err not fo 
much, but they err: Kor Proferequireth delightfulnefs, not onely of Fiction, but 
of fiile 5 in which if Profe contend which Verfe it is with difadvantage and 
(as it were) on foot againft the flrength and wings of Pegafus. 

For Ver{e amongft the Greeks was appropriated anciently to the fervice of 
their Gods , and was the Holy fiile 5 the ftzle of the Oracles 5 the fiile of the 
Laws 5 and the ftile of men that publiquely recommended to their Gods, the 
vowes and thanks of the people; which was done in their holy Songs called 
Hynness and the Compofers of them were called Prophets and Priefts before 
thename of Poet was known. When afterwards the majefty of that ftile was 
obferved, the Poets chofe it as beft becoming their high invention. And for the 
Antiquity of Verfe, it is greater then the Antiquity of Letters. For it is cer- 
tain, Cadmus was the firft that (from Phoenicia, a Countrey that neighbou- 
reth Judea) brought the ufe of Letters into Greece. But the fervice of the 
Gods, and the Laws ( which by meafured Sounds were eafily committed to the 
memory) had been long timein ufe, before the arrival of Cadamus there, 

There is befides the grace of ftile, another caufe why the antient Poets 
chofe to write in mcafured language, which is this. Their Poems were nade at 
firft with intention to have them fing as well Epique, as Dramatique (which 
cuftom hath been long time laid alide, but began to be revived in part , of late 
years in Italy) and could not be made commenfurable to the Voyce or Inftru- 
ments, inProfe 3 the ways and motions whereof are fo uncertain and undi- 
fringuifhed, (like the way and motion of a Ship in the Sea) as not onely to dif- 
compofe thebeft Compofers, but alfo to difappoint fome times the moft at- 
tentive Reader, and put him to hunt counter for the fenfe, Itwas therefore necef- 
fary for Poets in thofe times, to writein Verfe, 

' The verfe which the Greeks and Latines (confidering the nature of their 
own Languages) found by experience moft grave, and for an Epique Poem moft 
decent, was their Hexameter 3 a Verfe limited, not onely inthe length of the 
line, but alfo inthe quantity of the {yllables. Infted of which we ufe the 
line of ten Syllables, recompencing the neglect of their quantity , with 
the diligence of Rime. And this meafure is fo proper for an Heroigue 
Poe , as without fome lofs of gravity and dignity, it was never chang~ 
ed, Alonger is not far from ill Profe, and ajhorter,is a kind of whifking (you 
know) like the unlacing, rather then the finging of a Mufe. In an Epigram 
or aSonnet, a man may vary his meafures , and feck glory fron a needlefs 
difficulty, as he that contriv'd Verfes into the formes of an Organ, a Hatchet, 
an Egg, an Altar, and a pair of Wings 5 butin fo great and noblea work as 
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45am EpiquePoew , for a man to obfiruct his own way with unprofitable diffi- 
culties , is great imprudence. So likewifé to chofe a necdles and difficult 
corre/pondence of Rime, is but a difficult toy, and forces a man fometimes for 
the flopping of a chinck, tofay fomewhat he didnever thinks I cannot there- 
fore but very much approve your Stanza, wherein the fpllables in every Verfe are 
ten, and the Rime Alternate. 

For the choyce of your Subjedt , you have fufficiently juftified your felf ia 
your Preface, But becaufe I have obferved inVirgil , that the honor done to 
fineas and hiseompanions, has fo bright a reflexion upon Auguttus Czfar , 
and other great Romans of that time, asa man may {ufped him not con- 
flantly pofeffed with the noble (pirit of thofe his Heroes, and believe you are 
not acquainted with any great man of the Race ef Gondibert, I add toyour 
juftification the purity of your purpofe , in having no other motive of your la- 
bour , but to adornvertue, and procure ber Lovers 3 then which there cannot 
be a wort hier delign, and more becoming noble Poefte. 

Inthat you make fo {wall account of the example of aluoft all the appro- 
ved-Poets, antient and modern,who thought fit in the beginning, and fometimes 
alfa in the progrefs of their Poems, to invoke a Mufe, or fome other Deity, that 
Should dittate tothem, or affift them in their Writings, they that take not the 
laws of Art, from any reajon of their own, but from thefafhion of precedent 
times , will perhaps accufe your fingularity. For my part, I neither fubfcribe 
to their accufation, nor yet condemn that heathen cuftom, otherwife then as ac- 
ceffary to thear falfe Religion. Fer their Poets were their Divines 5 had the 
name of Prophets, exercifedamongft the people akinde of {piritual Authority; 
mould be thought to peak by a divine fpirit; have their works which they 
writ in Verfe (the divineftile) pafs for the word of God, and not of many 
and to be hearkened to with reverence, Do not our Divines (excepting the 
ftile) do the fame, and by us that are of the fame Religion cannot juftly be re- 
prebended for it ? befides, inthe ufé of the {piritnal calling of Divines, there 
ts danger fometimes to be feared , from want of skill, fuch as is reported of 
unskilful Gonjurers, that miftaking the rites and ceremonious points of their 
art , callup fuch {pirits, as they cannot at their pleafure allay agains by whom 
flores areraifed, that overthrow buildings , and are the caufe of miferable 
wracks at Sea. Unskilful Divines do oftentimes the like, for when they call 
unfeafonably for Leal, there appears a Spirit of Cruelty 5 and by the like er- 
ror inftead of Truth they raife Difcord , imficadof Wifdom, Fraud; zn- 
ftead of Reformation, Tumult; avd Controverfie inftead of Religion, 
Whereas in the Heathen Poets, atleaft in thofe whofe works have lafted to the 
time we arein, there are none of thofeindifcretions to be found, that tended to 
fibverfion, or difturbance of the Common-wealths wherein they lived. But 
why a Chriftian fhould think, it an ornament to his Poem 3 either to prophane 
thetrue God, or invoke a falfe one, I can imagine no caufe , but a reafonlefs 
imitation of Cuftom, of afoolifh cuftoms, by which a man enabled to fpeak, 
wifely from the principles of nature , and his own meditation , loves rather 
to be thought to [peak by in[piration, like a Bagpipe. 

Time and Education begets Experience; Experience begets Memory, Me- 
mory begets Judgement and Fancy 5 Judgement begets the ftrength and ftrdures 
and Fancy begets the ornaments of a Poew, The Ancients therefore fabled not 
abjurdly , in making memory the Mother of the Mufes. For Memory is the 
World (though not really, yet fo asin alooking glafs) in which the Fudge- 
ment, thefeverer Sifter bulteth her felf iv a grave and rigid examination of 
all the parts of Nature, and in regiftring by Leters, their order, caufes , 
ufes, differences, and refemblances; Whereby the Fancy , when any wie “f 
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Art is to be performed , fixdes her Materials at hand and prepared fer 
ufe, and needs no morethen a {wift motion over them , that what fhe wanis, 
and is there to be had, may rot lie too loxg unefpicd. So that when 
fhe feemeth to flye from one Indies to theother , and from Heaven to Earth, 
and to penetrate into the hardeft matter , and obfcuref? places, into the fi- 
ture, and into her felf , and all this in a point of time , the voyage is not 
very great , her felf being all fhe feeks5 and her wonderful celerity, cox- 
fifteth not fo much in motion, as in copious Imagery difcreetly ordered , 
and perfectly regiftred in the memory which molt men under the wane of 
Philofophy have a glimpfe of , and\is pretended to by many that grofly 
miftaking her embrace contentionin her place. But fo far forth as the f an- 
cy of Man, has traced the ways of true Philofophy, fo far it hath produced 
very marvellous effects to the benefit of mankinde. <All that is beautiful 
or defenfible in building, or marvellous in Engines and In firuments of 
motion 3 whatfoever commodity men receive from the obfervations of the 
Heavens, fromthe defcription of the Earth, from tke account of time, fron 
walking on the Seas; and whatfoever diftingnifheth the civility of Europe, 
from the Barbarity of the American favages, is the workmanflip of Fan- 
cy but guided by the Precepts of true philofophy. Lut where thefe Precepts 
fail, as they have hitherto failed in the dodrine of Asoral vertue, there 
the Architedd (Fancy ) muft take the Philofophers part upon ker felf. He 
therefore that undertakes an Heroick Tom (which as to exhibit a venera- 
ble aud amiable Image of Hiroiek vertue) muft not cnly be the Poet, to 
place and connett, but alfo the Philofopher , to furnifh and {quare his nat- 
ters that is, to make both Body and Soul, colour and fhadow of his Poem 
out of bis own Store: Which, how well you have performed I am now cone 
fidering. 

Obferving how few the Perfons be you introduce in the beginning, and how in 
the courfe of the actions of thefe (the number increalfng ) after Jeveral conflu- 
ences, they run all at laft into the two principal ftreams of your Poem,Gon- 
dibert and Ofwald, methinks the Fable is not much unlike the Theater. For 
fo, from feveral and far diftant Sources, do the leffer Brooks of Lombardy, 
flowing into one another, fall all at laft into the two main Rivers, tke Po and 
the Adice. It hath the fame refemblance alfo with a mans veins, which pre- 
ceeding from different parts, after the like concour/e, infert themfelves at laft 
into the two principal veins of the Body, But when I confidered that alfo the 
attions of Men, which fingly arc inconfiderable, after many conjunitures, grow 
at laft cither into one great proteding power, or into two deftroying fallions, I 
could not but approve the firntlure of your Pocm, which ought to be no other 
then fuch a an imitation of humane life requireth, 

In the Streams themfelves I find nothing but fetled Valor, clean Honor, calus 
Counfel, learned Diverfton, and pure Loves fave only a torrent or two of Au- 
bition , which (though a fault) has foxsewhat Heroick in it, and therefore 
mut have place in an Heroick Poem. To shew the Reader in what place he 
fhall find every excellent Pidture of vertue you have drawn, is too long. And 
to fhew him one, is to prejudice the reft 5 yet I cannot forbear to point hing 
to the Defcription of Love in the perfon of Birtha, zz the seventh Canto of tke 
fecond Book. There has nothing been faid of that Subject neither by the Au- 
cient nor Modern Poets comparable to it. Poets are Painters : I would fain 
fee another Painter draw fo true, perfed and natural a Love to the Life, and 
make ufe of nothing but pure Lines, without the help of any the leaft ui 
comely foadow, as you have done, But let it be read as a piece by it felf, for 
inthe almoft equal height of the whole, the evinence of parts is loft. 

There 


The Anfwer to the Preface. 25 


There are fome that are not pleafed with fiction, unlefs it be bold not one- 
Ly to exceed the Work, but alfo the poflibility of Nature: they would have 
impenetrable Armors, Inchanted Caftles, invulnerable bodies, Iron Men, fiying 
Horf{és, and a thoufand other fuch things, which are eat ly feigned by them that 
dare. Againft fuch I defend you ( without afsenting to thofe that condemn 
either Homer or Virgil) by diffenting oncly frow thofe that think the Beauty 
of 4 Poem confifteth in the exorbitancy of the fidion. For as truth is the 
bound of Hiftorical, fo the Refemblance of truth is the utmoft limit of Poe- 
izcall Liberty. In old time amongft the Heathen fuch ftrange fidions, and 
Metamorphofes , were not fo remote from the Articles of their Faith, as they 
are now from ours, and therefore were not fo unpleafant. Beyond the actual 
works of Nature a Poct may now go5 but beyond the conceived poffibility of 
Nature never, I can allow a Geographer to make in the Sea, a Fifh or 4 Ship, 
which by the feale of his Mapp would be two or three hundred mile long, and 
think it dene for ornament. becanfe it is done without the precinds of his une 
dertaking 5 but when he paints an Elephant fo, I prefently apprekend it as 
ienorance, and a plain confeffion of Terra incognita. 

As the defcripticn of Great Men and Great AGions is the conjtant defigne of 
aPoet 3 fo the defcriptions of worthy circumftances are necefjary accelfions toa 
Pocit, and being well performed are the fewels and moft precious ornaments of 
Poefy. Such iz Virgil are the Funeral games of Anchifes, The dicl of FEne- 
as and Turnus, Gc. and fuch in yours are The Hunting, The Battaile, The 
City Morning, The Funeral, The Houfe of Aftragon, The Library , 
and the Temples, equal to his, or thofeof Homer whom he imitated. 

There remains now no more to be confidered but the Expreffion. in which con- 

fifteth the countenance and colour of a beautiful Mufe; and i given her by 
the Poet out of his own provilion, or is borrowed from others. That which he 
hath of his own, is nothing but experience and knowledge of Nature, and fpe- 
cially humane nature 5 and is the true, and natural Colour, But that which is 
taken out of Books (the ordinary boxes of Counterfeit Complexion ) fhews 
well or ill, asit hath more or lefs refemblance with the natural, and are not to 
be ufed (without examination ) unadvifedly, Forin him that profefes the 
imitation of Nature(as all Poets do) what greater fault can there be, then to 
bewray anv ignorance of Nature in his Poeun; efpecially having a liberty allow- 
ed hin, if he meet with any thing he cannot mafter, to leave it ont ¢ 

That which giveth a Poem the true and natural Colour confifteth in two things, 
which ares To know well, that is, to have images of natire iv the mtemory 
diftind and clear 5 and To know much. 4 figne of the pirjt i per{picuity , 
property and decency, which delight all forts of Aen, either by inftracting the 
zenorant,or foothing the learned in their knowledge.A fign of the latser is novel- 
ty of exprelfion,and pleafeth by excitation of the mindes for nove'ty caufeth ad- 
miration,and admiration cnriofity, which is a delight{ull appetite of knowledge. 

There be fo many words 1m ufe at this day in the Englifh Lenene, that, though 
of magnifique found, yet (like the windy blisters of atroubled water) have no 
fenfe ut alls and fo many others that lofe their meaning, by being ill coupled , 
that it is a Lard matter to avoid them 3 for having been obtrudcd upon youth 
in the schools (iy fuch as make it, I think, their buline/s there ( as ’tis ex- 
preft by the beft Poet. ) 


W ‘th termes to charm the weak, and pofe the wife, Gondi- 

3 th then, d vainine reputati ith the i ee t bert, lib. 

they grow up with them, and gaining reputation with the ignorant, are not cay can. 5. 
fily foaken off. 


to this palpable darkvefs, I may alfo add the ambitious obfcurity of expref- 
fing more then 18 perfectly conceived 5 or perfect conception im fewer words 
then 
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ther it requires. Which Exprefsions, though they have had the honour to be 
called ftrong lines, are indeed no better then Riddles, and not onely tothe Rea- 
der, bat alfo (after a little time) to the Writer himfelf dark, and trouble- 


fome. . 


To the property of Exprefsion I referr, that clearne{s of memory, by which a 
Poct when he hath once introduced any perfon whatfoever, {peaking in his Poem, 
maintaineth in him tothe end the fame charaGer he gave him in the beginning. 
The variation whereof, is a change of pace, that argues the Poet tired. 

Of the Indecencies of an Heroick Poem, the moft remarkable are thofe that 
thew difpreportion either between the perfons and their ations, or between the 
manners of the Poet and the Poem. Of the firft kinde, is the uncomlinefs of 
reprefenting in great perfons the inhumane vice of Cruelty, or the fordid vice of 
Lust and Drunkennef{s. To fuch parts as thofe the «Ancient approved Poets 
thought it fit to fuborn, not the perfons of men, but of monfters and beaftly 
Giants, {uch a Polyphemus, Cacus, and theCentaures. For it is fuppofed 
a Mufe, when jhe 1s invoked to Sing a Song of that nature, fhould maidenly 
advife the Poet, to fet fuch perfons to fing their own vices upon the Stage 5 for 
it is not fo unfeemly in a Tragedy, Of the fame kinde it is to reprefent 
feurvility, or any adion or language that moveth much laughter. The delight 
of an Epique Poem confifteth not in mirth , but admiration. Mirth and 
Laughter is proper to Comedy and Satyre. Great perfons that have their 
mindes employed on great defignes, have not leafure enough to laugh, and are 
pleafed with the contemplation of their own power and vertues, foas they need 
not the infirmities and vices of other men to recommend themfelves to their 
own favour bycomparifon, as all men do when they laugh. Of the fecond kind, 
where the difproportion is between the Poet, and the Perfons of his Poem, one 
is in the Diale& of the Inferior fort of People, which is almayes different frons 
the language of the Court. Another is to derive the Iluftration of any thing, 
from fuch Metaphors or Comparifons as cannot come into Meus thoughts, but 
by mean converfation, and experience of humble or evil Arts, which the Per- 
fon of an Epique Poem cannot be thought acquainted with. 

From Knowing much , proceedeth the admirable variety and novelty of 
Metaphors and Similitudes, which are not pofsible to be lighted on, in the con 
pas of 2 narrow knowledge. And the want whereof compelleth a Writer to 
exprelfions that are either defac'd by time, or fullied with vulgar or long ufe. 
For the Phrajes of Poefy, as the airs of Mufick with often hearing become infi- 
pid, the Reader having no more fenfe of their force, then our Flefh is fenfible 
of the bones that fuftaim it, As the fenfe we have of bodies, confifteth in 
change and varicty of imprefsion, fo alfo does the fenfe of language in the varie- 
ty and changeable ufe of words. I mean not in the affeation of words newly 
brought home from travail, but in new ( and with all fignificant ) tranflati- 
on to our purpofes, of thofe that be already recerveds and in far fetcht (but 
withall, apt, infirudive and comly ) fimilitudes. 

Having thus (Ihope) avoided the firft Exception, againft the incompetency 
of my Fudgment. I am but little moved with the fecond,which is of being 
bribed by the honour you have done me, by attributing in your Preface fome- 
what to my judgment, For I haveufed your Judgment no lefs in many things 
of mine, which coming to light will thereby appear the better. And fo you 
have your bribe again. 

Having thus made way for the admifsion of my Teftimony, I give it briefly 
ihus 5 I never pet fam Poem, that had fo much fhape of Art, bealth of Morali- 
ty, andvizour and ig of Expreffion as this of yours. And but for the cla- 
enour of tive multitude, that hide ther Envy of the prefent, under a Reverence 
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of Antiquity, I fhould fay further, that it would laft as long as either the Aneid, 


or Iliad, but for one Difadvantage 5 and the Difadvantage is this: The lan- 
guages of the Greeks andRomans (by their Colonies and Conquefts) have put 
off flefo and blood, and are become immutable, which none of the modern 
tongues are like tobe. I honour Antiquity, but that which is commonly called 
oldtime,7s young time. The gloryof Antiquity is due, not tothe Dead, but 
to the Aged, 

Ana now, whilft I think on’'t, give me leave with a fhort difcord to fweeten 
the Harmony of the approaching clofe. I have nothing to objek againft your 
Poems but diffent onely from fomething in your Preface, founding to the preju- 
dice of Age. Tis commonly faid, that old Age is a return to childhood: Which 
methinks you infift on fo long, as if you deftred it fhould be believed. That's 
the note I mean to fhake alittle, That faying, meant onely of the weaknefs of 
body, was wrefted to the weaknefs of minde, by froward children, weary of 
the controulment of their Parents, Mafters, and other admonitors, Secondly, 
the dotage and childifhnefs they afcribe to Age, is never the effect of Time, but 
fometimes of the exceffes of youth, aud not a returning to, but a continual ftay 
with childhood, For they that wanting the curiofity of furnifhing their me- 
mories with the rarities of Nature in their youth, and pafs their time in ma- 
king provifion onely for their eafé, and fenfual delight, are children ftill, at 
what years foever 3 as they that coming into a populous City, never going out of 
their Inn, are ftrangers fill, how long foever they have been there. Thirdly, 
there is no reafon for any man to think himfelf wifer to day then yefterday , 
which does not equally convince he fhall be wifer to morrow then to day. 

Fourthly, you will be forced to change your opinion hereafter when you are 
old 5 and in the mean time you difcredit all I have faid before in your com- 
mendation, becaufe lamold already. But no more of this. 

Ibelieve (Sir) you have feen a curious kind of perfpective, where, he that 
looks through a fhort hollow Pipe , upon a Piure containing divers figures , 
fees none of thofe that are there painted, but fome one perfon made up of their 
parts, conveyed to the eye by the artificial cutting of a glafs. I find in my 
imagination an effeE not unlike it from your Poe. The vertues you diftri~ 
bute there amongft fo many Noble Perfons, reprefent (in the reading’) the 
image but of one mans vertue to my fancy, which is your owns and that fo decp- 
ly imprinted, as to ftay for ever there, and govern all the reft of my thoughts , 


and affections in the way of honouring and ferving you, to the utmoft of my- 


power, that am, 


CSIk;) 


Your moft humble and obedient Servant, 


Paris fan. 10. 1659, 


THOMAS HOBSBES. 
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T O 


S WILL. DAVENANT, 


Upon his Two firft BOOKS of 


GONDIBERT, 


Finifhd before his Voyage to AMERICA, 


His the wife Nightingale that leaves her home, 
Her native Wood, when Storms and Winter come, 
Purfuing conftantly the chearfull Spring, 

a To forraign Groves does ber old Mufick bring : 
The drooping Hebrews banifh'd Harps unftrung 
At Babilon, upon the Willowes hung ; 
Yours founds aloud, and tells us you excell 
No Iefs in Courage, then in Singing well ; 
Whilft unconcern’d you let your Country know, 
They have impoy'rifbed themfelves , not you; 
Kibo wih the Mules help can mock thofe Fates 
Vi hich threaten Kingdomes, and diforder States. 

So Ovid when from Cxlar’s rage he fled, 
The Roman Mufe to Pontus with him led; 
Where be fo fung, that We through Pity’s Gifs, 
See Nero milder then Auguftus was. 
Hereafier fuch in thy bebalf fball be, 
Ti’ indulcent cenfure of Pofterity. 
To bexifo thofe who with fuch art can fing, 
Is a rude Crime which its own Curfe does bring: 
Ages iv come fhall ne’r know how they fought, 
Nor how to love their prefent youth be taught. 
This to thy felf. Now to thy matchlefs Book, 
VV herein thofe few that can with Fudgment look, 
May find old Love in pure frefb language told, 
Like new ftaimpt Coin made out of Angel- gold. 
Such truth m Love as th’ antique World did know, 
In fuch a flile as Courts may boaft of now 


Which 


29 
Which no bold tales of Gods or Monfters fwell, 
But hurrane Paffions, fuch as with us dwell. 
Man is thy theame, his Vertue or his rage. 
Drawn to the life in each elaborate Page. 
Mars zor Bellona are not named here ; 
But fuch a Gondibert as both might fear. 
Venus had here, and Hebe been out-fbin'd 
By thy bright Butha , and thy Rhodalind. 
Such is thy happy skill, and fuch the odds 
Betwixt thy Worthies and the Grecian Gods. 
Whofe Deity’s in pain had here come down, 
Where Mortall Beauty wears the Soveraign Crown; 
Such as of flefb composd , by flelh and blood 
(Though not refifted) may be underftood. 


ED. WALLER. 


TO 


Sr WILLIAM DAVENANT, 
Upon his Two firft Books of GONDIBERT, Fiaitd 


before his Voyage to America. 


; a Like fome fantaftique Fairy-land did Shows 
WG. Gods, Devils, Nymphs, Witches, and Giants race , 
JOM ERSS And all but Man, in Mans beft Work bad place. 
Thou like fome worthy Knight, with facred Arms 
Doft drive the Montters thence, and end the Charms: 
Inftead of thefe, doft Men and Manners plant , 
The things which that rich foyl did chiefly want. 
But even thy Mortals do their Gods excel, 
Taught by thy Mufe to Fight and Love fo well, 
By fatal hands whilft prefent Empires fall, 
Thine from the grave paft Monarchies recall. 
So much more thanks from humane kind does merit 
The Poets Fury, then the Zelots spirit. 
And frou the grave thou mak:ft this Empire rife. 
Not like fome dreaaful Ghoft taffright our Eyes , 
But with more beauty and triumphant flate , 
Then when it crown’d at proud Verona fate. 
So will our God re-build Mans perifh’d frame, 
And raife him up much better, yet the fame: 
So God-like Poets do paft things rehear{e , 
Not change, but heighten Nature with their Verfe. 
With fhame me thinks great Italy muft fee 
Her Conqu’rors call’d to life again by thee 5 
Cal’d by fuch powerful Arts, that ancient Rome 
May blufh no lefs to fee her Wit orecome. 
Some Men their Fancies like their Faith derive 5 
And count all ill but that which Rome does gives 
The marks of Old and Catholick would finde 5 
To the fame Chair would Truth and Fiction binde. 
Thon in thefe beaten paths difdain’ft to tread, 
And feorn'ft to Live by robbing of the Dead. 
Since Time doth all things change, thou think ft not fe 
This latter Age fhould fee all new but Wit. 
Thy Fancy, like a Flame, her way does makes 
And leaves bright tracks for following Pens to take. 
Sure “twas this noble boldnefs of the Mule 
Did thy deftre to feek new Worlds infufe 5 
And ne'r did Heaven fo much a Voyage blefs , 
if thou canft Plant but there with like fuccefs. 


ce if Ethinks Heroick Poele till now, 


AB COW BEY: 


GOWDIBE RT. 
THE FIRST BOOK. 


Canto the Fir 


eee 


The ARGUMENT. 


Old Aribert’s greatrace, anu greater mind 

Ts fung, with the renown of Rhodalind. 

Prince Ofwald is compar’d to Gondibert, 

And juftly cach diftinguaifh’d by defert : 

Whofe Arnics arein Fam’s fair Field drawn forth, 
To fhew by drfcipline their Leaders worth, 


i 
& Fall the Lombards, by their Trophies known, 
& Who fought Fame foon,and had her favor long, 
my King Aribert beft feem’d to fill the Throne ; 
And bred moft bus’nefs for Heroick Song. 


2 

from early Childhoods promifing eftate , 
Up to performing Manhood, till he grew 

To fayling Age, he Agent was to Fate, 
And did to Nations Peace or War renew, 


3. 
War was his ftudy’d Art; war, which the bad 
Condemn , becaufe even ther it does them awe, 
When with their number lin’d, and purple clad , 
And to the good more needful is then Law. 


4. 
To conquer Tumult, Nature's fudain force, 
War, Arts delib’rate ftrength, was firft devis'd 5 
Cruel to thofe whofe rage has no remorfe, 
Leaft civil pow’r fhould be by Throngs furpris’d. 


Se 
The feeble Law refcues but doubtfully 
From the Oppreffors fingle Arme our right 5 
Till to its pow’r the wife war's help apply 5 
Which foberly does Man’s loofe rage unite. 
6. 


Yet fince on all War never needful was, 
Wife Aribert did keep the ‘People fure 
By Laws from little dangers; forthe Laws 


Them from themfelves, and not from pow’r {eeure: ete 
é 
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vk 
Elfe Gonquerors, by making Laws, o’recome 
Their own gain’d pow’r, and leave mens fury free; 
Who growing deaf to pow’r, the Laws grow.dumb 5 
Since none can plead where all may Judges bee, 
8 


Prais’d was this King for war, the Laws broad fhield; 
And for acknowledg’d Laws , the art of Peace 5 
Happy in all which Heav'n to Kings does yield, 
But a fucceflor when his cares fhall ceafe. 


Qs 
For no male Pledge, to give a lafting name, 

Sprung from his bed, yet Heaven to him allow’d 
One of the gentler fex, whofe Story Fame 

Has made my Song, to make the Lombards proud, 


10. 
Recorded Rhodalind ! whofe high renown 

Who mifs in Books, not luckily have read 5 
Or vex’d by living beauties of their own 

Have fhunn’d the wife Records of Lovers dead. 


II, 
Her Fathers profp’rous Palace was the Sphear 
Where fhe to all with Heawnly order mov’d 5 
Made rigid vertue fo benigne appear 
That ’twas without Religion’s help belov’d. 
12. 
Her lookslike Empire fhew’d, great above pride 5 
Since pride ill counterfeits exceffive height 5 
But Nature publith’d what fhe fain would hide 5 
Whe for her deeds, not beauty, lov’d the light, 


13, 
To make her lowly mindes appearance lefs, 
She us’d fome outward greatnefs for difguife ; 
Efteem’d as pride the Cloyft’ral lowlinefs, 
And thought them proud who even the proud defpife, 


14. 
Her Father (in the winter of his age) 
Was like that {tormy feafon froward grown: 
Whom fo her youthful prefence did aflwage , 
That he her {weetnefs tafted as his own, 


15. 
The pow’r that with his ftooping age declin'd, 
In her tran{planted, by remove increas'd 3 
Which doubly back in homage the refign’d 5 
Till pow'rs decay, the Thrones worft ficknefs, ceas'd, 
6 


LO, 
Oppreflors big with pride, when fhe appear'd 
Blufhed, and béliev’d their greatnefs counterfeit; 
The lowly thought they them in vain had fear'd 5 
Found vertue harmlefs, and nought elfe fo great, 


17. 
Her minde (fcatce to her feeble fex a kinn) 
Did as her birth, her right to Empire fhow 3 
Seem’d carelefs outward when imploy’d within 5 
Her {peech, like lovers wateh’d, was kind and low. 


She 
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18. 
She fhew’d that her foft fex containes ftrong mindes , 
Such as evap’rates through the courfer Male, 
As through courfe ftone Elixer paflage findes, 
Which fcarce through finer Chriftal can exhale. 


19. 
Her beauty (not her own but Narure’s pride) 
Should I defcribes from ev’ry Lovers eye 
All Beauties this original muft hide, 
Or like {corn’d Copies be themfelves laid bys 


20. 
Be by their Poets fhunn’d, whom beauty feeds; 
Who beauty like hyr’d witnefles protect , 
Officioufly averring more then needs, 
And make us fo the needful truth fufpedt. 


a1: 
And fince fond Lovers (who difciples bee 
To Poets) think in their own loves they find 
More beauty then yet Time did ever fee , 
Time's Curtain I will draw o’re Rhodalind. 
22. 
Leaft fhewing her, each fees how much he errs, 
Doubt fince their own have lefs, that they have nones 
Believe their Poets perjur’d Flatterers, 
And then all Modern Maids would be undone. 
22: 
In Pity thus, her beauty’s juft renown 
I wave for publick Peace, and will declare 
To whom the King defign’d her with his Crown ; 
Which is his laft and moft unquiet care. 


24. 
If in allyance he does greatnefs prife, 
His Minde grown Weary, need not travail farre 5 
If greatnefs be compos'd of Victories, 
He has at home many that Victors are. 


25. 
Many whom bleft fuccefs did often grace 
In Fields, where they have feeds of Empire fown; 
And hope to make, fince born of princely race, 
Evenher (the harveft of thofe toyls) their own. 
6 


26. 
And of thofe Victors Two are chiefly fam’d, 
To whom the reft their proudeft hopes refigne; 
Though young, were in their Fathers batails nam’d, 
And both are of the Lombards Royal Line, 


a7, 
Ofwald the great, and greater Gondibert! 
Both from fuccesfull conqu’ring Fathers fprung 3 
Whom both examples made of Warr’s high art, 
And farr out-wrought their patterns being young, 
8 


28. 
Yet for full fame (as Trine Fame’s Judge reports ) 
Much to Duke Gondibert Prince Ofwald yields 5 
Was lefs in mighty mifteries of Courts, 
In echt Cities, and in fighting Fields. 
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he), 
In Court Prince Ofwald coftly wasand gay, 
Finer then near vain Kings their Fav’rites are 3 
Outfhind bright Favrites on their Nuptial day ; 
Yet were his Eyes dark with ambitious care. 


30. 
Duke Gondibert was {till more gravely clad, 
But yet his looks familiar were and clear ; 
As if with ill to others never fad , 
Nor tow’rds himfelf could others practice fear. 


31, 
The Prince, could Porpoife-like in: Tempefts play, 
And in Court ftorms on fhipwrack’d Greatnefs feed ; 
Not frighted with their fate when caft away, 
But to their glorious hazards durft fucceed. 
32. 
The Duke would lafting calmes to Courts affure , 
As pleafant Gardens we defend from windess 
For he who busnefs would from Storms procure, 
Soon his affairs above his mannage findes. 


33: 
Ofwald in Throngs the abjet People fought 
With humble looks; who ftill too late will know 
They are Ambition’s Quarry, and foon caught 
When the afpiring Eagle ftoops fo low, 


34. 
The Duke did thefe by fteady Vertue gain 5 
Which they in action more then precept taft 5 
Deeds fhew the Good, and thofe who goodnefs feign 
By fuch even through their vizards are out-fac’t, 


35° 
Ofwald m war was worthily renown’ds 
Though gay in Courts, courfly in Camps could live ; 
Judg’d danger foon, and firft was in it found 5 
Could toyl to gain what he with eafe did give, 
36. 
Yet toyls and dangers through ambition lov’d ; 
Which does in war the name of Vertue own; 
But quits that name when from the war remov’d , 
As Rivers theirs when from their Channels gon. 


37. 
The Duke (as reftlefs as his fame in warre) 
With martial toyl could Ofwald weary make; 
And calmly do what he with rage did dare, 
And give fo much as he might deign to take. 
38. 
Him as their Founder Cities did adore; 
The Court he knew to fteer in ftorms of State ; 
In Fields a Battle loft he could reftore, 
And after force the Victors to their Fate. 


a7: 
In Camps now chiefly livd, where he did aime 
At graver glory then Ambition breeds 5 
Defignes that yet this {tory muft not name , 
Which with our Lombard Authors pace proceds, 
The 
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40. 
The King adopts this Duke in fecret thought 
To wed the Nations wealth, his onely child , 
Whom Ofwald as reward of merit fought , 
With Hope, Ambition’s common Baite, beguild, 
4L. 
This as his fouls chief fecret was unknowne, 
Leaft Ofmald that his proudeft Army led 
Should force pvoffeflion ere his hopes were gone, 
Who could not reft but in the royal bed. 


42, 

The Duke difcern’d not that the King defign’d 
To chufe him Heir of all his victories ; 

Nor guefsd that for his love fair Rhodalind 
Made fleep of late a ftranger to her Eies. 


43. 
Yet fadly it is fung that fhe in fhades 
Mildly as mourning Doves love’s forrows felt ; 
Whilft in her fecret tears her frefhnefs fades 
As Rofes filently in Lymbecks melt, 


44. 
But who could know her love, whofe jealous fhame 
Deny’d her Eyes the knowledge of her glafs 5 
Who blufhing thought Nature her felf too blame 
By whom Men guefs of Maids more then the face, 


45. 
Yet judge not that this Duke (though from his fight 
With Maids firft fears fhe did her paflion hide) 
Did need lov’s flame for his direting light) 
But rather wants Ambition for his Guide. 


Love’s fire he carry’d, but no more in view 

Then vital heat which kept his heart {till warm 5 
This Maids in Ofwald as love’s Beacon knew; 

The publick flame to bid them flye from harm. 


47. 
Yet fince this Duke could love, we may admire 
Why love ne’r rais’d his thoughts to Rodalind 3 
But thofe forget that earthly flames afpire , 
Whilft Heav’nly beames, which purer are, defcen 
48, 
As yet to none could he peculiar prove , 
But like an univerfal Influence 
(For fuch and fo fufficient was his love) 
To all the Sex he did his heart difpence. 


49. 
But Ofwald never knew love’s ancient Laws, 
The awe that Beauty does in lovers breed, 
Thofe fhort breath’d fears and palenefs it does caufe 
When in a doubtful Brow their doom they read, 


50. 
Not Rhodalind (whom then all Men as one 
Did celebratc, as with confed’rate Eyes) 
Could he effe& but fhining in her Throne 5 
Blindly a Throne did more then beauty _prife. r 
e 


ee 
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Bie 
He by his Sifter did his hopes prefer 5 
A beauteous pleader who victorious was 
O’re Rhodalind, and could fubdue her Ear- 
In all requefts but this unpleafant caufe. 


52. 
Gartha, whofe bolder beauty was in ftrength 
And fulnefs plac’d, but fuch as all muft like , 
Her fpreading ftature talnefs was, not length, 
And whilft tharpe beauties peirce, hers feem’d to ftrike, 
33: 
Such goodly prefence ancient Poets grace, 
Whofe fongs the worlds firft manlinefs declare 5 
To Princes Beds teach carefulnefs of Race 3 
Which now ftore Courts, that us’d to ftore the warre, 


54+ 
Such was the Palace of her Minde, a Prince 
Who proudly there, and ftill unquiet lives 5 
And fleep (domeftick ev'ry where) from thence, 
Tomake Ambition room, unwifely drives. 


RSs 
Of manly force was this her watchful mind, 
And fit in Empire to direct and fway 5 
If fhe the temper had of Rhodalind. 
Who knew that Gold is currant with allay. 


56. 
As Kings (oft flaves toothers hopes and skill) 
Areurg’d to war to load their flaves with fpoyles; 
So Ofwald was pufh’d up Ambition’s hill , 
And fo fome urg’d the Duke to martial toyles. 


57+ 
And thefe who for their own great caufe fo high 
Would lift their Lords Two profp’rous Armies are, 
Return’d from far to fruitful Lombardy , 
And paid with reft, the beft reward of warre. 


59. 
The old neer Brefcia lay, {carce warm’d with Tents ; 
For though from danger fafe, yet Armies then 
Their pofture kept ‘gainft warring Elements , 
And hardnefs learn’d again{t more warring Men. 


59- 
Neer Bergamo encamp’d the younger were, 
Whom to the Franks diftrefs the Duke had led ; 
The other Ofwald’s lucky Enfigns bear, 
Which lately ftood when proud Ovenna fled. 
60. 


Thefe that attend Duke Gondibert’s renown 

Were Youth whom from his Fathers Campe he chofe. 
And _ them betimes tranfplanted to his own 3 

Where each the Planters care and judgment thows, 


I, 
All hardy Youth, from valiant Fathers {prung 5 
Whom perfect honor he {fo highly taught, 
That th’ Aged fetch’d examples from the young, 
And hid the vain experience which they brought, 
They 
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They danger met diverted lefs with fears 

Then now the dead would be if here again, 
After they know the price brave dying bears 5 

And by their finlefs reft find life was vain. 


es 
Temp’rate in what does needy life preferve, 
As thofe whofe Bodies wait upon their Mindes; 
Chafte as thofe Mindes which not their Bodies ferve; 
Ready as Pilots wak’d with fuddain Windes. 
64. 
Speechlefs in diligence, as if they were 
Nightly to clofe furprife and Ambuth bred ; 
Their wounds yet fmarting merciful they are , 
And foon from victory to pity led. 
6 


S 
When a great Captive they in fight had ta’ne, 
(Whom in a Filial duty fome fair Maid 
Vifits, and would by tears his freedom gain) 
How foon his Victors were her Captives made ¢ 
66. 
For though the Duke taught rigid Difcipline, 
He let them beauty thus at diftance know 35 
As Priefts difcover fome more Sacred Shrine, 
Which none muft touch, yet all may to it bow. 
6 


a. 
When thus as Sutors mourning Virgins pafs 
Through their clean Camp, themfelves in form they draw, 
That they with Martial reverence may grace 
Beauty, the Stranger, is they feldom faw. 
68. 


They vayl’d their Enfgnes as it by did move, 
Whilft inward (as from Native Confcience) all 
Worfhipp’d the Poets Darling Godhead, Love, 
Which grave Philofophers did Nature call, 
69. 
Nor there could Maids of Captives Syres difpaire, 
But made all Captives by their beauty free; 
Beauty and Valor native Jewels are, 
And as each others only price agree. 


70. 
Such was the Duke’s young Camp by Bergamo, 
But thefe near Brefcia whom fierce Ofwald led, 
Their Science to his famous Father owe, 
And have his Son (though now their Leader) bred. 
I 


Gis 
This rev’rend Army was for age renown’d 5 
Which long through frequent dangers follow’d Time 5 
Their many Trophies gain’d with many’a wound, 
And Fame’s laft Hill, did with firft vigour climbe. 


72. 
But here the learned Lombard whom I trace 
My forward Pen by flower Method ftays 5 
Leaft I fhould them (lefs heeding time and place 


Then common Poets) out of feafon praife. 
Think 


a 
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73: 
Fhiok onely then (could{t thou both Camps difcern) 
That thefe would feem grave Authors of the war, 
Met civilly to teach who e’re will learn, . 
And thofe their young and civil Students are. 
74. 
But painful vertue of the warne’r pays 
It felf with confcioufnefs of being good, 
Though Cloyfter'd vertue may believe even praife 
A fallary which there fhould be withftood, 


Usk 
For many here (whofe vertue’s a@ive heat 
Concurs not with cold vertue which does dwell 
In lafie Cells) are vertuous to be great, 
And as in pains fo would in pow’r excell. 


76, 
And Ofwald’s Faction urg'd him to afpire 
That by his height they higher might afcend ; 
The Dukes to glorious Thrones accefs defire, 
But at more awful diftance did attend. 


77 
The Royal Rhedalind is now the Prize 
By which thefe Camps would make their merit known; 
And think their General’s but their Deputies 
Who muft for them by Proxy wed the Crown. 
8 


78. 
From forreign Fields (with toyling conqueft tyr’d , 
And groaning under f{poiles) come home to refts 
There now they are with emulation fyr'd, 
And for that pow’r they fhould obey, contetft, 


79s 
Ah how perverfe and froward is Mankinde ! 
Faction in Courts does us to rage excite 5 
The Rich in Cities we litigious find, ~* 
And in the Field th’ Ambitious make us fight: 
80, 
And fatally (as if even foules were made 
Of warring Elements as Bodies are) 
Our Reafon our Religion does invade, 
Till from the Schools to Camps it carry war. 


CANTO. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The hunting which did yearly celebrate 

The Lombards glory, and the Vandales Fate. 
The Hunters prais'd; how true tolove they are, 
How calw in Peace, and Tempeft-like inwarre. 
The Stagg is by the num’rous Chace fubdu'd, 
And ftrait his Hunters are as hard purfu'd. 


I. 


Mall are the feeds Fate does unheeded iow 
Of flight beginnings to important ends ; 
Whilft wonder ( which does beft our rev’rence fhow 
To Heav’n) all Reafonss fight in gazing fpends. 
2 


For from a Dayes brief pleafure did proceed 
CA day grown black in Lombard Hittories ) 
Such Jafting griefs as thou fhalt weep to read, 
Though even thineown fad love had drain‘d thine Eyes. 


2. 
In a fair Forreft neer Verona’s Plain, 
Frefh as if Nature’s. Youth chofe there a fhade, 
The Duke with many Lovers in his Train, 
(Loyal, and young) a {clemn hunting made. 


4. 
Much was his Train enlarg’d by their refort 
Who much his Grandfire lov’d, and hither came 
To celebrate this Day with annual fport, 
On which by battel here he earn’d his Fame, 


Ss 
And many of thefe noble Hunters bore 
Command amongtft the Youth at Bergamo 5 
Whofe Fathers gather’d here the wreaths they wore, 
When in this Forreft they interr’d the Foe. 
6 


Count Hurgonil, a Youth of high defcent, 
Was lifted here, and in the ftory great 5 

He follow’d Honor, when tow’rd’s Death it went 5 
Fierce in a charge but temp’rate in retreat. 


re 
His wondrous beauty which the world approv’d 
He bluthing hid, and now no more would own 
(Since he the Duke’s unequal’d Sifter lov’d) 
Then an -old wreath when newly overthrown. A 
a 
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8. 
And fhe, Orza the fhy! Did feem in life 
So bafhful too to have her beauty fhown, 
As I may doubt her fhade with Fame at ftrife, 
That in thefe vicious times would make it known 


9. 
Not lefs in publick voice was Arnold here 5 
He that on Tufcan Tombs his Trophys rais’d 5 
And now love’s pow’r fo willingly did bear, 
That even his arbitrary raign he prais’d. 
10. 
Laura, the Duke’s fair Neice inthrall’d his heart 5 
Who was in Court the publick morning Glafs 
Where thofe who would reduce Nature to art, 
Pra@is’d by drefs the conquefts of the Face. 
11, 
And here was Hugo whom Duke Gondibert 
For ftout and ftedfaft kindnefs did approve 5 
Of {tature fmall, but was all over heart, 
And though unhappy all that heart was love. 
12 


In gentile fonnets he for Laura pin’d 5 
Soft as the murmures of a weeping {pring 5 
Which ruthlefs fhe did as thofe murmures mind: 
So ere their death fick Swans unheeded fing. 


ee 
Yet whilft the Arnold favour'd, he fo griev’d 
As loyall Subjects quietly bemone 
Their Yoke, but raife no warr to be reliev’d, 
Nor through the envy’d Fav’rite wound the Throne. 
14. 
Young Goltho next thefe Rivals we may name, 
Whofe manhood dawn’d early as Summer light; 
As fure and foon did his fair day proclaime, 
And was no lefs the joy of publick fight. 


a 
If Love's juft pow’r he did not early fee, 
Some {mall excufe we may his error give 5 
Since few (though learn’d) know yet bleft Love to be 
That fecret vitall heat by which we live: 
16. 
But fuch it is; and though we may be thought 
To have in Childhood life, ere Love we know, 
Yet life is ufelefs till by reafon taught, 
And Love and Reafon up together grow. 
I 


va 
Nor more, the Old fhew they out-live their Love, 
If when their Love’s decay’d, fome fignes they give 
Of life, becaufe we fee them pain’d and move, 
Then Snakes, long cut, ny torment fhew they live. 
18. 
If we call living, Life, when Love is gone, 
We then to Souls (Gods coyne ) vain rev’rence pay 3 
Since Reafon (which is Love, and his beft known 
And currant Image) Age has worne away. 
And 
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) 19. 
And | that Love and Reafon thus unite, 
May, if I old Philofophers controule, 
Confirme the new by fome new Poets light 5 
Who fading Love, thinks he has found the Soule. 
20 


From Goltho, to whom Love yet taftelefs feem’d, 
We to ripe Tybalt are by order led; 
Tybalt, who Love and Valor both efteem’d, 
And he alike from eithers wounds had bled. 
at 
Publique his valor was, but not his love, 
One fill’d the world, the other he contain’d 5 
Yet quietly alike in both did move, 
Of that ne’r boafted, nor of this complain’d, 


22% 
With thefe ( whofe fpecial names Verfe fhall preferve) 
Many to this recorded hunting came; 
Whofe worth authentick mention did deferye, 
But from Time’s deluge few are fav’d by Fame, 
oan 
Now like a Giant Lover rofe the Sun 
From th’Ocean Queen, fine in his fires and great; 
Seem’d ali the Morne for fhew, for ftrength at Noone; 
As if laft Night fhe had not quench’d his heate! 
2 


And the Sun’s Servants who his rifing waite, 
His Penfioners ( for fo all Lovers are, 
And all maintain’d by him at a high rate 
With daily fire ) now for the Cnace prepare. 
2 


5. 
All were like Hunters clad in cheerfull green, 
Young Natures Livery, and each at ftrife 
Who moft adorn’d in favours fhould be feen, 
Wrought kindly by the Lady of his life. 
26. 


Thefe Martiall Favours on their Wafts they weare, 

On which ( for now they Conqueft celebrate ) 
In an imbroider’'d Hiftory appeare 

Like life , the vanquifh’d in their feares and fate, 


a7, 
And on thefe Belts (wrought with their Ladys care) 
Hung Semyters of Akons trufty fteele 5 
Goodly to fee, and he who dur{ft compare 
Thofe Ladies Eies, a foon their temper feele. 
2 


Cheer'd as the Woods (where new wak’d Quires they meet) 
Are all; and now difpofe their choice Relays 

Of Horfe and Hounds, each like each other fleet; 
Which beft when with themfelves compar'd we praife 5 


29. 
To them old Forreft Spys, the Harborers 
WVith haft approach, wet as ftill weeping Night, 
Or Deer chat mourn their growth of head with tears, 
WVhen the defencelefs weight does hinder flight. 
And 
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30, 
And Doggs, fuch whofe cold fecrecy was ment 
By Nature for furprife , on thefe attend , 
Wife temp’rate Lime-Hounds that proclaim no {cents 
Nor Harbring will their Mouths in boafting fpend. 
aT, 
Yet vainlier farr then Traytors boaft their prife 
(On which their vehemence vatt rates does lay, 
Since in that worth their treafons credit lies) 
Thefe Harb’rers praife that which they now betray: 


22 
Boaft they have lodg’d a Stagg , that all the Race 
Out-runs of Croton Horle, or Regian Hounds; 

A Stagg made long, fince Royall in the Chace, 
If Kings can honor give by giving wounds. 


33: 
For Aribert had pierc’t him at a Bay, 
Yet fcap’d he by the vigour of his Head 5 
And many a Summer fince has wonn the day, 
And often left his Regiaz Foll’wers dead. 


34. 
His fpacious Beame ( that even the Rights out-grew ) 
From Antlar to his Troch had all allow’d 
By which his age the aged Wood-men knew; 
Who more then he were of that beauty proud, 


35+ 
Now each Relay a fev’ral Station findes, 
Fre the triumphant Train the Copps furrounds3 
Relayes of Horfe, long breath’d as winter windes, 
And their deep Cannon Mouth’d experienc’d Hounds.) 
6 


The Huntfmen ( bufily aca in fhow 
As if the world were by this Beaft undone, 
And they againft him hir’d as Nature’s Foe ) 
In hafte uncouple, and their Hounds outrun. 
Signs 
Now winde they a Recheat, the rous’d Dear’s knell; 
And through the Forreft all the Beafts are aw’ds 
Alarm’d by Eccho, Nature’s Sentinel, 
Which fhews that Murd’rous Man is come abroad, 


38. 
Tyranique Man! Thy fubjeés Enemy ! 
And more through wantonnefs then need or hate ; 
From whom the winged to their Coverts flie 5 
And to their Dennes even thofe that lay in waite. 


39 
So this (the moft fuccefsfull, of his kinde, 
Whofe Forcheads force oft his Oppofers preft, 
Whofe {wiftnefs left Perfuers thafts behinde) 
Is now of all thé Forreft moft diftreft ! 


©; 
The Feard deny him mare as if taught 
‘to know their fafety is to yield him loft; 
Which fhews they want not the refults of thought, 
But fpeech, by which we ours for reafon boatt. 
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41. 
We bluth to fee our politicks in Beatts, 
Who many fav’d by this one Sacrifice; 
And fince through blood they follow interefts, 
Like us when cruel fhould be counted wife. 


42, 
His Rivals that his fury us’d to fear 
For his lov’d Female, now his fuintnefs Shun; 
But were his feafon hot, and fhe but neer, 
(O mighty Love!) his Hunters were undone. 


43. 
From thence, well blown, he comes to the Relay ; 
Where Man’s fam’d reafon proves but Cowardife, 
And only ferves him meanly to betray ; 
Even for the flying, Man, in ambuth lies. 


44. 
But now, as his laft remedy to live, 
(For ev'ry fhift for life kind Nature makes, 
Since life the utmoft is which fhe can give) 
Coole <Adice from the {woln Bank he takes. 


. 
But this frefh Bath the Dees will make him leave ; 
Whom he fure nos’d as fafting Tygers found; 
Their fcent no North-eaft winde could e’re deceave 
Which drives the ayre, nor Flocks that foyl the Ground. 
46. 
Swift here the Flyers and Perfuers feeme ; 
The frighted Fifh {wim from their <Adice, 
The Doggs purfue the Deer, he the fleet ftreme, 
And that hafts too to th’ Adriatick Sea. 


47. 
Refrefh'd thus in this fleeting Element, 
He up the ftedfaft Shore did boldly rife ; 
And foon efcap’d their view, but not their fcent; 
That faithful Guide which even conducts their Eyes. 


48. 
This frail relief was like fhort gales of breath 
Which oft at Sea a long dead calme prepare 3 
Or like our Curtains drawn at point cf death, 
When all our Lungs are {pent, to give us ayre, 


49+ 
For on the Shore the Hunters him attend 5 
And whillt the Chace grew warm as is the day 
(Which now from the hot Ze#ith does defcend) 
He is imbos’d, and weary’d to a Bay. 


50. 
The Jewel, Life, he muft furrender here 5 
Which the world’s Miftris, Nature, does not give, 
But like drop’d Favours fuffers us to weare, 
Such as by which pleas’d Lovers think they live 
ie 
Yet life he fo efteems, that he allows 
It al! defence his force and rage can make ; 
And to the eager Dogs fuch fury thows 
As their laft blood fome unreveng’d forfake. , 
re 
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52. 
But now the Monarch Murderer comes in, 
Deftructive Man ! whom Nature would not arme, 
Ais when in madnefs mifchief is forefeen 
We leave it weaponlefs for fear of harme. 


—— a neasnaniaiiied 


53 
For the defencelefs made him that he might 
Lefs readily offend; but Art Armes all, 
From fingle ftrife makes us in Numbers fight 5 
And by fuch art this Royall Stage did fall. 


54+ 
He weeps till grief does even his Murd’rers pierce ; 
Griet which fo nobly through his anger ftrove, 
That it deferv’d the dignity of verfe, 
And had it words as humanly would move. 


55: 
Thrice from the ground his vanquifh’d Head he rear’d, 
And with laft looks his Ferreft walks did view; 
Where Sixty Summers he had rul’d the Heatd, 
Aud where fkurp Ditiaxy now vainly grew: 
56. 
Whofe hoary Leaves no more his wounds fhall heale; 
For with a Sigh (a blaft of all his breath ) 
That viewlels ching cali'd Life, did from him fteales 
And with their Bugle Hornes they winde his death. 


57- 
Then with their annuall wanton {facrifice 
( Taught by old Cuftome, whofe decrees are vain, 
And we like hum’rous Antiquaries prife 
Age though deform’d) they haften to the Plain, 
8 


58. 

Thence homeward bend as weftward as the Sun; 
Where Gondibert’s Allys proud Featts prepare, 

That day to honor which his Grandfire won; 
Though Feafts the Eves to Fun’ralls often are, 


59. 
One from the Forreft now approach’d their fight, 
Who them did {wiftly on the Spurr purfue 5 
One there {till refident as Day and Night, 
And known as th’ as Oke which in it grew. 
O. 
Who with his utmoft breath, advancing cries 
( And fuch a vehemence no Art could feigne) 
Away, happy the Man that fafteft flies; 
Flie famous Duke, flie be thy noble Traine! 
I. 
The Duke reply’d, though with thy fears difguis’d, 
Thou doft my Syres old Rangers Image beare, 
And for thy kindnefs fhalt not be defpis’d, 
Though Councels are but weak which come from fear, 
62, 
Were Dangers here, great as thy love can fhape 5 
(And love with fear can danger multiply ) 
Yet when by flight, thou bidft us meanly {cape, 
Bid Trees take wings, and rooted Forefts flie. 


w 
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; 63, 
Then faid the Ranger, you are bravely loft, 
(And like high anger his complexion rofe) 
As little know I fear, as how to boaft ; 
But fhall attend you through your many Foes. 
6 


$e 


Ae 
See where in ambufh mighty O/mald lay; 
And fee , from yonder Lawne he moves apace, 
VVith Launces arm’d to intercept thy way, 
Now thy fure Steeds are weary’d with the Chace; 
65, 
His purple Banners you may there behold, 
Which( proudly ipred ) the fatall Raven beare; 
And full five hundred I by Ranke have told, 
Who in their guilded Helmes his Colours weare, 


The Duke this falling ftorme does now difcern; 
Bids little Hugo fly ! but’tis to view 
The Foe, and timely their firft count’nance learne, 
Whilft firmehe ina fquare his Hunters drew: 
6 


7 
And Hzgo foon ( light as his Courfers Heeles ) 
Was in their Faces troublefome as winde 3 
And like to it (fo wingedly He wheeles ) 
No one could catch, oe all with trouble finde: 
But ev'ry where the Leaders and the Led 
He temp'rately obferv'd, with a flow fight ; 
Judg’d by their looks how hopes and feares were fed, 
And by their order their fuccefs in fight, 
69. 
Their Number (‘mounting to the Rangers guefle) 
In Three Divifions ev’nly was difpos’d; 
And that their Enemies might judge it leffe, 
It feem’d one Groffe with all the Spaces clos’d. 


70. 
The Vann fierce Ofwald led, where Paradine 
And Manly Dargexet (both of his blood) 
Outfhin’d the Noone, and their Mindes ftock within 
Promis’d to make that outward glory good. 
I. 
The next, bold, but unlucky Hubert led; 
Brother to Ofwald, and no lefs ally’d 
To the ambitions which his Soul did wed; 
‘Lowly without, but lin’d with Coftly pride. 


v2 
Moft to himfelf his valor fatall was, 
Whofe glorys oft to others dreadfull were; 
So Comets ( though fuppos’d Deftruction’s caufe) 
But wafte themfelves to make their Gazers feare. 


73- 
And though his valor feldom did fucceed, 
His {peech was fuch as could in Storms perfwade 5 
Sweet as the Hopes on which ftarv’d Lovers feed, 
Breath’d in the whifpers of a yielding Maide. 


The 
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74: 
The Bloody Borgio did conduct the Rere3 
VVhom fullen Vafco heedfully attends 5 
To all but to themfelves they cruel were, - 
And to themfelves chiefly by mifchief Friends. 


75° 
Warr, the worlds Art, Nature to them became 5 
In Camps begot, born, and in anger bred 5 
The living vex’d till Death, and then their Fame 5 
Becaufe even Fame fome life is to the Dead. 


76. 
Cities (wife States-men’s Folds for civil fheep) 
They fack’d, as painful Sheerers of the wife 5 
For they like careful VVolves would lofe their fleep, 
VVhen others profp’rous toyls might be their prife, 


F710 
Hugo amongft thefe Troops fpy’d many more 
Who had, as brave Deftroyers, got renown; 
And many forward wounds in boaft they wore; 
Which if not well reveng’d, had ne’r been fhown. 


7°. 
Such the bold Leaders of thefe Launceers were, 
Which of the Brefcian Vet'rans did confift 5 
Whofe praGis’d age might charge of Armies bear, 
And claim fome ranck in Fame’s eternal Lift. 


79. 
Back to his Duke the dext’rous Hygo flies ; 
What he obferv’d he cheerfully declares 5 
VVith noble pride did what he lik’d defpife; 
For wounds he threatned whil'ft he prais’d their skarrs. 
8 


O. 
Lord Arnold cry'd, vain is the Bugle Horn, 
VVhere Trumpets Men to Manly work invite ! 
That diftant fummons feems to fay in skorn, 
VVe Hunters may be hunted hard ere night. 


ath 
Thofe Beafts are hunted hard that hard can fly, 
Reply’d aloud the noble Hargonils; 
But we not us’d to flight, know beft to die; 
And thofe who know to die, know how to kill. 
82, 
Victors through number never gain’d applaufe ; 
If they exceed our compt in Armes and Men, 
It is not juft to think that odds, becaufe 
One Lover equals any other Ten. 


CANTO 


47 


Canto the Third. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Ambufh is become an interview 5 

And the Surprifer proves to honor true; 

For what had firft, ere words his fury fpent , 
Been murder , now, is but brave killing ment. 
A duel form’d where Princes seconds are, 
And urgd by Honor each to kill his Share, 


IT 


He Duke obferv’d (whitft fafe in his firm Square) 
Whether their front did change whom Ofwald led; 

That thence he fhifts of figure might prepare 
Divide, or make more depth, or loofely {pred. 


oe 

Though in their pofture clofe, the Prince might guefs 
The Duke’s to his not much in number yield 5 

And they were leading Youth who would poffefs 
This Ground in Graves, rather then quit the Field. 


3. 
Thus (timely certain of a ftanding Foe) 
His form’d Divifions yet reveal’d no fpace 
Through hafte to charge; but as they nearer grow, 
They more divide, and move with flower pace. 


On thefe the Duke attends Le watchful Eye 5 
Shap’d all his Forces to their Triple ftrength 5 
And that their Launces might pafs harmlefs by, 
Widens his Ranks, and gave his Files more length, 


5. 
At diftance Ofwald does him fharply view, 
Whom but in Fame he met till this fad hour 5 
But his fair fame, Vertue’s known Image, knew ; 
Vertue exalts the Owner more then powr. 


6. 
In Fields far fever’d both had reap’d renown 5 
And now his envie does to furfeit feed 
On what he with’d his Eies had never known; 
For he begins to check his purpos’d deed. 


7° 
And though Ambition did his rage renew 3 
Yet much he griev’d (mov’d with the Youthful Train 
That Plants which fo much promis’d as they grew , 
Should in the bud be ere performance {flain. 


With 
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8. 
With thefe remorfeful thoughts , hea fair {pace 
Advanc’d alone, Then did his Troops Command 
To halt; the Duke th’ example did embrace , 
And gives like order by his lifted hand. 


Oe 
Then when in eafie reach of eithers voice 
Thus Ofwald {pake. I wifh (brave Gondibert ) 
Thofe wrongs which make the now my angers choice, 
Like my laft fate were hidden from my heart, 


10. 
But fince great Glory does allow {mall reft , 
And bids us jealoufly to honour wake , 
Why at alarms given hot even at my breft, 
Should Inot arm, but think my Scouts miftake 3 
ae 
°Tis lowd in Camps, in Cities, and in Court, 
(Where the important part of Mankind meets.) 
That my adoption is thy Fa¢tion’s {port , 
Scorn’d by hearfe Rymers in Verona Streets. 
12. 
Who is renown’d enongh but you or I 
(And think net when you vifit Fame, fhe lefs 
Will welcome you for my known Companie) 
To hope for Empire at our Kings deceafe> 


13, 
The Crown he with his Daughter has defign’d ; 
His favor (which to me does frofen prove) 
Grows warm to you.as th’eies of Rhodalind, 
And fhe gives facred Empire with her love. 
I 


4. 
Whilft you ufurp thus, and my claime deride , 
If you admire the veng’ance I intend , 
I more fhall wonder where you got the pride 
To think me one you fafely may offend. 


15. 
Nor judg it ftrange I have this Ambufh laid; 
Since you (my Rival) wrong’d me by furprife; 
Whofe darker vigilance my love betrai’d 5 
And fo your ill example made we wife, 
16,. 
But in the Schoole of glory we are taught, 
That greatnefs and fuccefs fhould meafure deeds; 
Then not my great revenge nor your great fault, 
Can be accus’d when eithers act fucceeds. 
17. 
Opinions ftamp does vertue currant make; 
But fuch fmall Money (though the Peoples Gold 
With which they trade) great Dealers skorne to take, 
And we are greater then one world can hold, 
18. 
Now Ofwald paws'd, as if he curious were 
Ere this his Foe (the People’s Fav’rite) dy’d. 
To know him as with Eies fo with his Eare ; ao 
And to his fpeech thus Goxdibert reply'd + 
Suc. 
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T9. 
Succesful Prince! fince Faron taught 
To court a Threatning Foe, I will not pay 
For all the Trophys you from war have brought 
One fingle wreath, though all thefe woods were Bay! 
20. 
Nor would Iby a total filence yield 
My honour ta’ne, though I were Pris’ner made; 
Leaft you fhould think we may be juftly kill’d, 
And facred jaftice by miftake invade, 
2 if 


You might perceive (had not a diftant warre 
Hindred our Breafts the ufe of being known) 
My {mall ambition hardly worth your care; 
Unlefs by it you would correct your owne. 


22) 
The Kitig’s objected love is but your dreame, 
As falfe as that I ftrive for Rhodalind — 
As valor’s hyre; thefe fickly vifions feeme 
Which in Ambitions Feaver vex your minde, 
23; 
Nor wonder if T vouch, that ’tis not brave 
To feek war’s hire, though war we {till purfue 5 
Nor cenfure this a proud excufe, to fave 
Thefe who no fafety know, but to fubdue. 
24 
Your misbeltef my hirelefs valour fcorns 5 
But your hir’d valour were your faith reclaim’d, 
(For faith reclaim’d to higheft vertue turns) 
Will be of braveft fallary afhamid. 
os 
Onely wit! fame valor of old was hir’d 5 
And love was fo fuffic’'d with it’s own tafte, 
That thofe intemp’rate feem’d, who more defir'd 
For love’s reward, then that it felf fhould laft, 
26. 
If love, or luft of Empire bred your pain, 
Take what my prudent hope hath {till declin’d, 
And my weak vertue never could fuftain, 
The Crown, which is the worlt of Rhodalind. 
27. 
Tis fhe who taught you to encreafe renown, 
By fowing Honor’s field with noble deeds 5 
Which yields no harveft when ’tis over-grown 
With wilde Ambition, the moft rank of weeds, 
28. 
Go reconcile the windes faln out at fea 
With thefe tame precepts, (O/wald did replie) 
But fince thou doft bequeath thy hopes to me, 
Know Legacies are vain till Givers die. 


a0: 
And here his rage afcended i his Etes 
From his clofe Breft, which hid till then the flame; 
And like ftirr’d fire in’ fparkles upward flies 5 
Rage which the Duke thus practis’d to reclaim, 
Though 
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30. 
Though you defign’d our ruine by furprife, 
Though much in ufeful Armes you us exced, 
And in your number fome advantage lies, 
Yet you may finde you fuch advantage need. 
an 
Tf i am vallew’d as th impediment 
Which hinders your adoption to the Crown; 
Let your revenge only on me be {pent 5 
And hazard not my Party, nor your own. 
2 4 
Ambition elfe would up to Godhead grow , 
When fo protanely we our anger prife, 
That to appeafe it we the blood allow 
Of whole offencelefle Herds for facrifice. 


33: 
ofmald (who Honor’s publick pattern was, 
Till vain ambition led his heart afide ) 
More temp’rate grew in mannage of his caufe, 
And thus to noble Gondibert reply’d. 


4. 
I wifh it were not needful wee: greats 
That Heav’ns unenvy’d pow’r might Men fo awe 
As we fhould need no Armies for defeat , 
Nor for protection be at charge of Law, 


35 
But more then Heav’ns, Men, Man’s authoritie 
(Though envy’d ) ufe, becaufe more underftoad 5 
For, but for that, Life’s Utenfils would be, 
In Markets,as in Camps the price of blood. 


36. 
Since the Worlds fafety we in greatnefs finde, 
And pow’r divided is from greatnefs gone, 
Save we the world, though to our {elves unkinde , 
By both indang’ring to eftablith one. 


37. 
Not thefe, who kindle with my wrongs theire rage, 
Nor thofe bold Youth who warmly you attend , 
Our diftant Camps by action fhall ingage; 
But we our own great caufe will fingly end. 
8 


Back to your noble Hunters ftrait retire, 

And I to thofe who would thofe Hunters chace; 
Let us perfwade their fury to expire, 

And give obediently our anger place, 


39: 
Like unconcern’d Spectators let them ftand, 
And be by facred vow to diftance bound; 
Whilft their lov’d Leaders by our {trict command, 
Only as witnefles, approach this ground. 


40. 
Where with no more defenfive Armes then was 
By Nature ment us, who ordain’d Men Friends, 
We will on foot determine our great caufe ; 
On which the Lombards doubtful peace depends - 
The 


an Heroick ‘Poem. st 
eee 
ee 
The Duke at this did bow, and foon obay , 
__ Confefs'd his honor he tranfcendent findes 
Said he their perfons might a meaner wa 


With ods have aw’d, but this fubdues their Mindes. 


42. 
Now wing’d with Hope they to their Troops return 
Ofmwald his old Grave Brefcians makes Seite. ; 
Leaft if too neer, though like flow Match they burn, 
The Duke’s rafh Youth like Powder might take fire. 


43. 
Firft with their noble Chief they treat afide 
Plead it humanity to bleed alone, ; 
And term it needlefs cruelty and pride 
With others Sacrifice to grace their owne. 


44. 

Then to the Troopes gave their refolv’d command 
Not to affift , through anget nor remorfe ; 

Who feem’d more willing patiently to ftand, 


Becaufe each fide prefum'd their Champion’s force. 


45- 

Now neer that ground ordain’d by them and Fate 

To be the laft where one or both muft tread, 
Their chofen Judges they appoint to waite 5 

Who thither were like griev’d Spectators led. 

46. 

Thefe from the diftant Troops far fever’d are; 

And neer their Chiefs divided Stations takes 
Who ftrait uncloath, and for fuch deeds prepare, 

By which ftrip’d Soules their flefhy Robes forfake. 


47. 
But Hubert now advane'd, and cry’d alow’d 
I will not truft uncertain Deftinie, — 
Which may obfcurely kill me in a Crowd, 
That here have pow’r in publick view to die, 
8 


48. 
ofwald my Brother is! If any dare 

Think Gondibert’s great name more Kingly founds, 
Let him alight, and he hall leave the care 

Of chufing Monarchs, to attend his wounds! 


49. 
This Hurgonill receiv'd with greedy Ear, 
Told him his fummons boldly did exprefs, 
That he had little judgement whom to fear , 
And in the choice of Kings his skill was lefs, 


50. 
With equal hafte they then alight and met, 
Where both their Chiefs in preparation ftood 5 
Whilft Paradine and furious Dargonet 


Cry’d out, we are of Ofmald’s Princely blood. 


oe 
Are there not yet two more fo fond of fame, 
So true to Gondibert , or Love’s commands 5 
As to efteem it an unpleafant fhame 
With idle Eies to look on bufie hands ? 


Such 
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52) 
Such hafte makes Beauty when it youth forfakes , 
And day from Travellers when it does fet, 
As Arnold to proud Paradine now makes, 
And little Huge to tall Dargonet. 


13. 
The bloody Borgio, who with anguifh ftay’d , 
And check’d his rage, till thefe of Gfmwald’s Race, 
By wifh’d example their brave Challenge made, 
Now like his curb’d Steed foaming, fhifts his place, 


re 
And thus (with hafte and choller hoarfe) he fpake 3 
Who e’re amoneft you thinks we deftin’d are 
To ferve that King your Courtly Camp fhall make, 
Falfly he loves, nor is his Lady faire ! 


55: 
This fcarce could urge the temp’rate Tybalt’s fire , 
Who faid, when Fate fhall Aribert remove, 
As ill then wilt thou judge who fhould afpire , 
As wno is fair, that art too rude to love. 
6. 
But fearce had this reply ae Borgio’s Eare, 
When Go/tho louder cry’d, what ere he be 
Dares think her foul who hath a Lover here, 
Though Love I never knew, fhall now know mez! 


57. 
Grave Tybalt, who had laid an early’r claime 
To this defiance, much diftemper’d grows, 
And Geltkos forward youth would fharply blame, 
But that old vajco thus did interpofe. 
8 


50. 
That Boy who makes fuch hafte to meet his fate, 
And fears he may (as if he knew it gocd) 
Threugh others pride of danger come too late, 
Shall read it ftrait il] written in his blood. 


59+ 
Let Empire fall, when we muft Monarchs choofe, 
By what unpradtisd Childhood fhall approve 5 
And in tame peace let us our Manhood loofe, 
When Boyes yet wet with milk difcourfe of Love. 


60. 
As bafhful Maids blufh, as if juftly blam’d, 
When fore’d tofuffer,fome indecent Tongue, 
So Goltlo blufh’d (whom Vajco made afham’d) 
As if he could offend by being young. 
6 


I, 
But inftantly offended bathfulnefs 
Does to a brave and beauteous anger turn 5 
Which he in younger flames did fo exprefs , 
That {carce old Vafco’s Embers feem’d to burn. 
62. 

The Princes knew in this new kindled rage , 
Opinion might (have like unlucky winde 
State right to make it fpread)) their Troops ingage 5 

And therefore Ofma/d thus proclaim’d his minde. 
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63. i 
Seem we already dead, that to our words 
(As to the laft requefts men dying make) 
Your love but Mourners fhort refpect affords , 
And ere interr’d you our commands forfake > 


We chofe you Judges of Peis needful ftrife , 
Such whom the world (grown: faithlefs) might efteem 
As weighty witneffes of parting life, 
But you are thofe we dying muft condemn. 
6 


Are we become fuch Seater facrifice , 
As cannot to the Lombards Heav'n atone, 
Unlefs your added blood make up the price, 
As if you thought it worthier then our own? 
6 


Our Fame which fhould furvive, before us dy! 
And let (fince in our prefence difobay’d) 
Renown of pow’r, like that of beauty fly 
From knowledge, rather then be known decay’d ! 
6 


This when with rev’rence nee it would have made 
Old Atmies melt, to mark at what a rate 
They {pent their Hearts and Eies, kindly afraid 
To be omitted in their Gen’ral’s fate. 
68. 
Hubert (whofe Princely qualitie more frees 
Him then the reft, from all command, unlefs 
He find it fuch as with his will agrees ) 
Did nobly thus his firm refolve exprefs. 
6 , 


All greatnefs bred in blood ae now abas’d! 
Inftiné&, the inward Image, which is wrought 
And given with Life, be like thaw’d wax defac’d! 
Though that bred better honor then is taught 5 


70. 
And may impreffions of the common ill 
Which from ftreet Parents the moft low derives, 
Blot all my minds fair book if I ftand ftill 
Whilft Ofwald fingly for the Publick ftrives : 
I 


vA 
A Brothers love all that obedience {ftays, 

Which Ofwald elfe might as my Leader claime; 
Whom as my love, my honour difobays, 

And bids me ferve our greater Leader, Fame, 


72; 
With gentle looks Ofwald to Hubert bowes, 
And faid, I then muft yield that Habert fhall 
(Since from the fame bright Sun our luftre grows) 
Rife with my Morne, and with my Ev'ning fall! 


73° 
Bold Paradine and Dargonet reviv'd 
Their Suit, and cry’d, we are Affolpho’s fons ! 
Who from your higheft fpring his blood deriv’d, 
Though now it down in lower Channels runs, eae 
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74: 
Such lucky feafons to attain renown, 
We mutt not lofe, who are to you ally’d 5 
Others ufurp, who would your dangersown , 
And what our duty is, in them is pride. 


75° 
Then as his laft Decree thus Ofmald f{pake3; 
You that vouchfafe to glory in my blood, 
Shall fhare my dooms which for your merits fake. 
Fate, were it bad, would alter into good, 


If any others difobedient rage, 
Shall with uncivil love intrudle his aid , 
And by degrees our diftant Troops ingage , 
Be it his Curfe ftillto be difobay’d ! 


77° 
War's Orders may he by the flow convay 
To fuch as only fhall difpute them long; 
An ill peace make, when none will him obay , 
And be for that, when cld, judg’d by the young. 
8 


78. 
This faid, he calmly bid the Duke provide 
Such of his blood, as with thofe chofen Three 
(Whilft their adoption they on foot decide) 
May in brave life or death fit Partners bee, 


79+ 
Though here (reply’d the Duke) I find not now. 
Such as my blood with their alliance grace, 
Yet Three I fee, to whom your ftock may bow , 
If Love may be efteem’d of Heavnly Race. 
80, 
And much to me thefe are by love ally’ds 
Then Hygo, Arnold, and the Court drew neere3 
Count Hurgonill woo'd Orna for his Bride, 
The other two in Laura Rivals were. 


81, 
But Tybalt cry’d (as {wiftly as his voice 
Approach’d the Duke) forgive me mighty Chief, 
If juftly I envy thy noble choice , 
And difobey thee in wrong’d Love’s relief, 
8 


oy 
If rev’renc’d love be facred Myftry deem’d, 
And myftery’s whenhid to value grow , 
Why am I lefs for hidden love efteem’d ? 
To unknown Godhead, wife Religious bow. 


a 
A Maid of thy high linage much I love , 
And hide her name till I can merit boaft, 
But fhall T here (where Imy worth improve ) 
For prifing her above my felf, be loft? 


The Duke’s firm bofome kindly feem’d to melt 
At Tybalt’s grief, that he omitted was 5 
Who Jately had Love's fecret conqueft felt , 
And hop’d fer publick triumph in this caufe. 
Then 
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35. 
Then he decreed, Hugo (though chofe before 
To fhare in this great work) fhould equally 
With Jybali be expos’d to Fortune's powr, 
And by drawn Lots their wifh’d election try. 
86. 
Hugo is dreaded Lord with chearful! awe 
Us’d to obey, and with implicit love; 
But now he muft for certain honor draw 
Uncertain Lots , feems heavily to move, 


87, 
And here they trembling reach’d at Honor fo, 
As if they gath’ring Flow'rs a Snake difcern’d ; 
Yet fear’d Love only whofe rewards then grow 
To Lovers {weete{t, when with danger earn’d. 


From this brave fear, leaft they fhould danger fcape, 
Was little Hwgo cas’d, and when he drew 

The Champion's lor, his joy inlarg’d his fhape, 
And with his lifted minde he taller grew. 


os 
But Tybalt {toop’d beneath his forrows weight s 
Goltho and him kindly the Duke imbrac’d 5 
Then to their ftation fent; and Ofwald ftratent 
His fo injoyn’d, and with like kindnefs grac‘d, 


90. 
When cruel Borgio does from Tybalt part, 

Vafco from “Geltho, many a look they caft 
Backward ia fullen meflage from the heart, 

And through their eyes their threatning anger walt, 


CANTO 


Canto the Fourth. 
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The Duel where all rules of artful ftrife, 

To vefcue or indanger Darling-life, 

Are by referves of ftrength and courage shown s 
For killing was long fice a Science grown, 
Th’ event by which the Troops ingaged are, 

As private rage too of ten turns to warr. 


I. 


Y what bold paffion am I rudely led, 
Like Fame’s too curious and officious Spie, 
Where I thefe Rolls in her dark Clofet read, 
Where Worthies wrapp‘d in Time’s difguifes lie? 


a 


2. 
Why fhould we now their fhady Curtains draw, 
Who by a wife retirement hence are freed, 
And gon to Lands exempt from Nature’s Law, 
Where Love no more can mourn, nor valor bleed? 


iS 


as 
Why to this ftormy world from their long reft, 

Are thefe recall’'d to be again difpleas’d, 
Where during Nature’s reign we are oppreft, 

Till we by Death’s high priviledge are eas’d > 


Hy 
Is it to boaft that Verfe has Chymick pow’r, 
And that its rage (which is produ¢tive heat) 
Can thefe revive, as Chymifts raife a Flow’r, 
Whofe {catter’d parts their Glafs prefents compleat ? 


5 
Though in thefe Worthies gon, valor and love 
Dift chaftly as in facred Temples meet, 
Such reviv’'d Patterns us no more improve, 
Then Flow’rs fo rais'd by Chymifts make us {weee, 
6 


Yet when the fouls difeafe we defp rate finde, 
Poets the old renown’d Phyfitians are, 

Who for the fickly habits of the mind, 
Examples as the ancient cure prepare, 


Fe 
And bravely then Phyfitians honor gain, 
When to the World difeafes curelefs feem, 
And they (in Science valiant) ne’r refrain 
Art’s war with Nature, till they life redeem. 
Buty 
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But Poets their accuftom’d task have long 

Forbora, ( who for Examples did difperfe 
The Heroes vertues in Herotck Song) 

And now think vertue fick, pa{t cure of verfe. 


Yet to this defprate cure will proceed, 
Such patterns thew as fhall not fail to move; 
Shall teach the valiant patience when they bleed j 
And haplefs Lovers conftancy in Love. 
IO. 
Now Honor’s chance, the Duke with Ofwald takes, 
The Count his great Stake, Life, to Hubert fets5 
Whilft his to Paradin’s, Lord Arnold ftakes, 
And little Hugo throwes at Dargonets. 
II, 
Thefe Four on equal! ground thofe Four oppofe; 
Who wants in firength, fuvplies it with his skills 
So valiant that they make no hafte to clofe 5 
They not apace, but handfomly would kill. 
12 


And as they more each others courage found, 
Each did their force more civilly exprefs, 
To make fo manly and fo fair a wound, 
As loyal Ladies might be proud to drefs. 


13, 
But vain, though wond'rous , feems the fhort event 
Of what with pomp and Noife we long prepare : 
One hour of batrail oft that force hath fpent 
Which King» whole lives have gather’d for a war, 
14. 
As Rivers to their ruine haftv be, 
So life (fil earne‘t, loud, and {wift) runs poft 
To the vaft Gulf of Death, as they to Sea, 
And vainly travailes to be quickly loft, 


15. 
And now the Fates ¢ who pancnally take care 
We not efcape their fentence at our birth) 
Writ Arzold town where thofe inroled are 
Who mutt in Youth abruptly leave the Earth. 
16 


Him Paradine into the Brow had pierc’t 5 
From whence his blood fo overflow’d his Eyes, 
He grew tco blirde to watch and guard his breft, 


Where wounded twice, to Death’s cold Court he flies, 


17. 
And Love (by which Life’s name does value find, 

As Altars ven fubfitt by ornament ) 
{fs now as to th: Owner quite refign’d, 

And in a itigh to his a Laura fent. 

18. 

Yet Fates fo civil were in cruelty 

As not to yield that he who conquer’d all 
The Tufean Vale, fhould unattended dy, 

They therefore doom that Dargonet muft fall. 


Whom 
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19. 
Whom little Hugo dext’roufly did vex 
VVith many wounds in unexpetted place, 
VVhich yet not kill, but killingly perplex ; 
Becaufe he held their number a difgrace. 
20. 
For Dargonet in force did much exceed 
The moft of men, in valor equall’d all; 
And was atham’d thus diverfly to bleed, 
As if he ftood where fhowers of Arrows fall. 
21. 
At once he ventures his remaining ftrength 
To Hxgo’s nimble skill, who did defire 
To draw this little war out into length, 
By motions quick as Heav’n’s fantaftick fire ! 
22. 
This fury now is grown too high to laft 
In Dargonet; who does diforder all 
The ftrengths of temp’rance by unruly hatte, 
Then down at Hugo's feet does breathlefs fall. 


23. 
When with his own Storm funk, his Foe did fpie 
Lord Arnold dead, and Paradine prepare 
To help Prince Ofwald to that victory, 
Of which the Duke had yer an equal fhare, 
2 


4. 
Vain Conqueror ( faid Hugo then ) returne ! 

In ftead of Laurel which the Victor weares, 
Go gather Cyprefs for thy Brother’s Urne, 

And learn of me to water it with Tears, 


a5 
Thy Brother loft his life attempting mine, 
Which cannot for Lord Arzold’s \ofs fuffice : 
I muft revenge (unlucky Paradine) 
The blood his death will draw from Laura’s Eyes, 
26. 
We Rivals were in Laura, but though the 
My griefs derided, his with fighs approv’d 5 
Yet I (in Love’s exact integrity 
Muft take thy life for killing him She lov’d. 


27. 
Thefe quick alike, and artfully as fierce, 
At one fad inftant give and take that wound, 
Which does through both their vital Clofets pierces 
Where Life’s {mall Lord does warmly fit enthron’d. 
28. 
And then they fell, and now neer upper Heaven, 
Heav’ns better part of them is hov’ring ftill, 
To watch what end is to their Princes given, 
And to brave Hubert, and to Hurgozil, 
29. 
In progrefs thus to their er home, 
Some method is obferv’d by Deftiny, 
Which at their Princes fetting out did doom, 
Thefe as their leading Harbingers to die. 
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30. 
And fatal Hubert we muft next attend, 
Whom Hurgonil had brought to fuch diftrefs, 
That though Life’s {tock he did not fully {pend, 
His glory that maintain’d it is grown lefs. 


ais 
Long had they ftrove, who firft fhould be deftroy'd; 
And wounds (the Marks of Manhood) gave and took, 
Which though like honor’d Age, we would avoid, 
Yet make us when poffefs’d for rev’rence look. 


32. 
O Honor! Frail as Life thy Fellow Flower ! 
Cherifh’d and watch’d, and hum’roufly efteem’d 
Then worn for fhort adornments of an hour; 
And is when loft no more then life redeem’d. 


P) 


33- 
This fatall Hubert findes, 1f honor be 
As much in Princes loft, when it grows lefs, 
As when it dies in men of next degree : 
Princes are only Princes by excefs. 


34. 
For having twice with his firm Oppofite 
Exchang’d a wound, yet none that reach'd at life, 
The adverfe {word his Arms beft finew hit, 
Which holds that ftrength , which fhould maintain their ftrife. 


35- 
When thus his dear defence had left his Hand, 
Thy life (faid Hargonil) rejoyce to wear 
As orva’s favour, and at her command, 
Who taught the mercy I will practife here. 
6 


36. 
To which defencelefs Hubert did reply, 
My life (a worthlefs Blank) I fo defpife, 
Since Fortune laid it in her Lotary, 
That I’me afham’d thou draw’ft it as a Prife, 


aq. 
His grief made noble Hurgonill to melt, 
Who mourn’d in this a Warrior’s various fate 5 
For though a Victor now, he timely felt 
That change which pains us moft by coming late. 
8 


38. 
But Orna (ever prefent in his thought) 
Prompts him to know, with what fuccefs for fame 
And Empire, Goxdibert and Ofwald fought 5 
Whilft Hubert feeks out death, and fhrinks from fhame, 


39. 
Valor, and all that practife turns to art, 
A like the Princes had and underftood 5 
For Ofwald now is cool as Gond:bert 5 
Such temper he has got by lofing blood. 
O 


40. 
Calmly their temper did their art obey; 
Their ftretch’d Arms regular in motion prove; 
And force with as unfeen a ftealth convey, 
As noyfelefs Houres by hands of Dials move, 


By 
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4 
By this new temper H-rgonill believ'd 
That Ofivala’s elder vertues might prevail; 
To think his own help needful much he griev’d; 
But yet prepar’d it left the Duke fhauld fail, 
2. 
Small wounds they had, where as in Cafements fate 
Diforder’d Life; who feem'd to look about, 
And fain would be abroad, but that a Gate 
She wants fo wide, at once to fally out. 


Ase 
When Goxdibert {aw Hurgonill draw near, 
And doubly arm’d at conquer’d Hubert’s coft, 
He then, who never fear'd, began to fear 
Left by his help his honor fhould be loft, 


44. 
Retire faid he; for if thou hop ft to win 
My filters love, by aiding in this ftrife, 
May Heav’n (to make her think they love a fin) 
Eclipfe that beauty which did give it life. 


45: 
Count Hurgonill did doubtfully retire, 
Fain woud afiift, yet durft not difobey 5 
The Duke would rather tuftantly expire, 
Then hazard Honor by fo mean a way. 
6 


like did Ofwald for difpatch prepare 5 
And cries fince Exubert knew not to fubdue; 
Glory farewell, that art the Soldicrs care ! 
More lovd then Woman, lefs then Woman true! 


47. 
And now they ftrive with all their fudden force 
To ftorm Life’s Cittadel, each others Breft; 
At which could Heawns chief Eye have felt remorfe, 
It would have wink’d, or haft’ned to the Weft. 


But fure the Heav’nly Movers little care 
Whither our motion here be falfe or true : 
For we proceed, whilft they are regular, 
As if we Dice for all our actions threw. 


49: 
We teem furrender’d to indiff’rent Chance ; 
Even Death’s great work looks like fantaftick play 5 
That Sword which oft did Ofwald’s fame advance 
In publick war, fails in a private fray. 


50. 
For when (becaufe he ebbs of blood did feel) 
He levell’d all his ftrength at Gondibert, 
Ie clafh’d and brcke againft the adverfe fteel, 
Which travell’d onward till it reach’d his heart. 


51. 
Now he that like a ftedfaft {tatue ftood 
Ir many Battails regifterd by Fame 5 
Does fall depriv’'d of language as of bloods 
Whilft high the Hunters fend their Victor’s name. 
Some 
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52. 
Some fhout aloud, and others winde the Horn! 
They mix the Cities with the Field’s applaufe ; 
Which Borgio foon interprets as their {corn, 
And will revenge it ere he mourn the caufe. 


53° 
This the cold Evening warm’d of Vafco’s age 5 
He fhin’d like fcorching Noon in Borgio’s looks 5 
Who kindled all about him with his rage 5 
And worfe the triumph then the Conqueft Brooks: 


54. 
The Troops (aftonifh’d with their Leaders fate) 
The horror firft with filence entertain ; 
With loud impatience then for Borgio waite, 
And next with one confufion all complain. 


55° 
Whom thus he urg’d! Prince ofwald did command 
We fhould remove far from the Combat’s lifts 
And there like unconcern’d Spectators ftand; 
Juftly reftrain’d to hinder or affift. 
56. 
This ( Patient Friends!) we dully have obey’d; 
A temprance which he never taught before ; 
But though alive he could forbid our aid, 
Yet dead, he leaves revenge within our powr. 
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The Battail in exact though litile shapes 
Where none by flight, and fer by fortune feape 5 
Where even the vangnift'd fo tkemfelues behave, 
The Vikors mourn for all they could vot fave : 
ind fear (fo foon is Fortune's fulne{s wayn'd } 
To lofe in one, all that by all they gain'd. 


I 


Ow Hubert’s Page affifts his wounded Lord 

To mount that Steed, he fcarce had force to guide 3 
And wept to fee his hand without that {word 

Which was fo oft in dreadfull Battails try‘d, 


i 


vad. 


2. 
Thofe who with Borgio {aw his want of blood, 
Cry’d out, If of thy {trength enough remain, 
Thougb not to charge, to make thy conduét good ; 
Lead us to add their living to our flain, 


3. 
Hubert reply’d, now you may juftly boaft, 
You Sons of war, that Ofwald was your Sire ; 
Who got in you the honor I have loft; 
And taught thofe deeds our Ladies fongs admire. 


4. 
But he (war’s Anceftor, who gave it birth 
The Father of thofe fights we Lombardy fought } 
Lies there imbracing but his length of Earth, 
Who for your ufe the world’s vaft Empire foughit, 


ee 
And cold as he lies noble Dargoxet, 
And Paradine, who wore the Victors Crown 5 
Both {wift to charge, and flow in a retreat3 
Brothers in blood , and Rivals in renown. 


This faid, their Trumpets found Revenge's praifes 
The Hunters Horns (the terror of the wood) 

Reply-d fo meanly, they could fcarcely raife 
Eecho fo loud as might be underftdod, 


ie 
The Duke (his fit of fury being f{pent. 
Which onely wounds and oppofition bred } 
Does weep oer the brave Ofwald, and lament 
That he fo great in life, is nothing dead. - 
ut 
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But cry’d, when he the fpeechlefs Rivals f{py’d, 
O worth above the ancient price of Love ! 


Loft are the living, for with thefe love dy’d; 
Or if immortal fled with them above. 


9. 
In thefe we the intrinfick vallue know 
By which firft Lovers did love currant deem; 
But Love’s falfe Coyners will allay it now, 
Till men fufpect what next they muft contemn. 
IO. 
Not lefs young Hurgonil refents their chance , 
Though no fit time to pradice his remorfe, 
For now he cries (finding the Foe advance) 
Let Death give way to life! to horfe! to horfe ! 
II, ; 
This forrow is too foft for deeds behinde ; 
Which I (a mortal Lover) would fuftain 5 
So I could make your fifter wifely kinde, 
And praife me living, not lament me flain. 
12; 
Swift as Armenians in the Panthers chace 
They fly to reach where now their Hunters are; 
Who fought out danger with too bold apace, 
Till thus the Duke did them alow’d prepare. 


13. 
Impatient Friends, ftand that your ftrength may laft! 
Burn not in blaze, rage that fhould warm you long! 
I wifh to Foes the weaknefles of hatte , 
To you {uch flownefs as may keep you ftrong. 


14. 
Not their {corns force fhould your fix’d patience move 3 
Though {corn does more then bonds free mindes provoke 
Their flafhy rage fhall harmlefs lightning prove, 
Which but fore-runs our Thunder’s fatal ftroke, 


15. 
For when their fury’s fpent, how weak they are 
With the dull weight of antick Vandall Arms? 
Their work but fhort, and little is in war, 
Whom rage within, and Armor outward warms. 
16. 
When you have us’d thofe arts your patience yields, 
Try to avoid their cowched Launces force 
By dext’rous practice of Croatian Fields, 
Which turns to lazy Elephants their Horfe, 


17. 
When falfe retreat fhall {catter you in flight , 
As if you back to Elements were fled 5 

And no lefs faith can you again unite, 
Then recolleéts from Elements the dead, 


18. 
Make Chacers feem by your fwift Rallys, flow; 
Whilft they your fwifter change of figures fear , 
fike that in Batails which t’ amufe the Foe 


My Grandfire taught, as war's Philofopher. vie 
Think 
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19. 

Think now your valor re on the Stage, 
Think Fame th’ Eternal Chorus to declare 

Your mighty mindes to each fucceeding age , 
And that your Ladyes’the Spectators are. 


ao: 
This utter’'d was with fuch a haughty grace, 
That ev’ry heart it empty’d, and did raife 
Lifes chiefeft blood in valor to the Face, 
Which made fuch beauty as the Foe did praife. 
a. 
Yet ‘twas Ambition’s praife, which but approves 
Thofe whom through envy it would fain fubdue ; 
Likes others honor, but her own fo loves, 
She thinks all others Trophys are her due. 


22, 
For Hubert now (though void of ftrength as feare ) 
Advance’d the firft Divifion faft and farre 5 
Bold Borgio with the next attends his Reare, 
The Third was left to Vafco’s ftedy care. 


a 
The Duke ftill watch’d when each Divifions {pace 
Grew wide, that he might his more open {pred 5 
His own brave conduct did the foremoft grace, 
The next the Count, the Third true Tybalt led. 
py 
A forward fafhion he did wear awhile, 
As if the Charge he would with fury meet; 
That he their forward fury might beguile , 
And urge them paft redemption by retreat. 
Pish 
But when with Launces cowch’d they ready were, 
And their thick Front (which added Files inlarge) 
With their ply’d {purs kept time in a Carece , 
Thofe foon were vanifhed whom they meant to charges 
26. 
The Duke by flight, his Manhood thus and force 
Referv'a, and to his skill made valor yield, 
Did feem to blufh, that he muft lead his Horfe 
To lofe a little ground to gain the Field. 
27) 
Yet foon he ralleys and revives the warre 5 
Hubert purfues the Rear of Hurgonil 5 
And Borgio’s Rear with Chace fo loos’ned are . 
That them the Count oy with clofe order kill. 
28. 
And that which was erewhile the Duke’s firm Van, 
Before old Vafco’s Front vouchfafe to fly, 
Till with their fubtle Rallys they began 
In {mall Divifions hidden ftrength to try 5 
29, 
Then curfing Borgio cry’d, whence comes his skill , 
Who men fo {catter’d can fo firmly mix ? 
The living Metal, held fo violatile 
By the dull world, this Chymick Lord can fix! 
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He prefs'd where Hurgonill Ris fury fpends, 
As if he now in Orna’s prefence fought ; 
Aad with refpec his brave approach attends y 
To give him all the dangers which he fought, 


an 
So bloody was th’event of this new ftrife, 
That we may here applauded valor blame ; 
Which oft too eafily abandons Life, 
Whilft Death’s the Parent made of noble Fame. 


32. 
For many now (belov'd by both) forfake 
In their purfuit of flying Fame, their breath ; 
And through the world their valor currant make, 
By giving it the ancient ftamp of Death. 


3° 
Young Hurgonil’s renowned felf had bought 
Honor of Borgio at no lefs arate, 
Had not the Duke difpatch’d with thofe he fought, 
And found his aid muft fly or come too late. 


34. 
For he advancing faw (which him much griev’d) 
That in the faireft Region of the Face, 
He two wide wounds from Borgio had receiv‘d 5 
His beautyes blemifh, but his valor’s grace. 


BD. 
Now cry’d the Duke, ftrive timely for renown! 
Thy Age will kifs thofe wounds thy youth may loath; 
Be not difmay'd to think thy beauty gone ; 
My Sifter’s thine, who has enough for both. 
6 


36. 
Then foon the Youth, Death as an honor gave 
To one that Strove to refcue Borgio’s lifes 

Yet Borgio had difpatch’d him to his grave, 
Had Gondibert {tood neutral in the Strife - 


37. 
Who with his Sword (difdaining now to ftay 
And fee the blood he lov’d fo rudely fpilt) 
Pierc't a bold Lombard who would ftop his way 3 
Even till his heart did beat againft his Hilt. 
8 


3°. 
Timely old Vafco came to Borgio’s aid 5 
Whofe long experienc’d Arme wrought fure and faftes 
His rifing oppofitions level laid, 
And mifs‘d no execution by his hafte, 


39s 
And timely where the bleeding Count now fought, 
And where the Duke with Number was oppreft, 
Refiftlefs Tybalt came, who Borgio fought, 
But here with many Borgio’s did conteft. 


40. 
As Tydes that from their fev’ral Channels hafte , 
Affemble rudely in th’ Ubean Bay, 
And meeting there to indiftin@tion wafte , 
Strive to proceed, and force each others ftay: 


GONDIBERT, 


7 
So here the valiant who with fwift force come, 
With as refiftlefs valor are ingag’d; 
Are hid in anger’s undiftinguifh’d Fome, 
And make lefs way by meeting {0 inrag’d ! 


42, 
But room for Goltho now! Whofe valor’s fire , 
Like light’ning, did unlikely paflagemake , 
Whofe fwift effects like Light’nings they admire, 
And even the harms it wrought with rever’nce take, 


43. 
vafco he feeks, who had his Youth difdain’d; 
And in that fearch he with irrever’nd rage, 
Revengefully, from younger Foes abftain’d, 
And deadly grew where he encounter’d Age. 


And Vafco now had felt He Conor fteel, 

But that Duke Gondibert (through Helm and Head) 
Gave the laft {troke which Vajco ere thall feel, 

And fent him down an honour to the dead. 


45. 
Here Borgio too had faln, but bravely then 
The Count fo much reveng’d the wounds he gaye, 
As Gondibert (the Prop of falling Men ) 
Such finking greatnefs could not chufe but fave. 


46. 
When Vafco was remov’d, the Count declin’d 
His bafhful Eies; the Duke thought fodain fhame 
(From fenfe of lucklefs wounds) poffets’d his minds 
Which thus he did reform; and gently blame, 


Now thy complexion reniag and good! 
As when the Sun fets red, his Morning Eies 
In glory wake, fo now thou fetft in blood, 
Thy parting beauty will in honor rife. 
8 


48, 
Thefe {carrs thou need‘{t not from my Sifter hides 
For as our Father, in brave batail loft, 
She firft did name with forrow, then with pride, 
Thy beauty’s lofs fhe’l mourn and after boatt, 


49. 
Mine are but Lov’s falfe wounds (faid Hurgonil ) 
To what you Vajfco gave; for I muft grieve 
My ftrength of honor could not Vajfco kill , 
That honor loft, yet I have ftrength to live. 
fe) 


50. 
But now behold vex’d Hubert, who in all 
This Batail was by ready conduct known , 
And though unarm’d, and his {pent foree fo {mall 


He could to none bring death, yet fought his own: 


ie 
And ev'ry where, where Rallies made a Groffe 
He charg’d3 and now with laft referves he try’d 
His too flow fate from Gondzbert to force, 
Where he was Victor and where Vajco dy’d. 
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2, 
The Duke (in Honor’s School exactly bred) 
Would not that this defencelefs Prince fhould be 
Involv’d with thofe, whom he to dying led 
Therefore ordain’d him {till from laughter free: 


535 

And now his pow’r did fone make him know 
That he muft keep his life, and quit the ae 

More Pris’ner to himfelf then to his Foe, i 
For life within himfelf in Prifon was. 


His fierce Affiftants did deen the Field , 

Till forward marks declar’d they fairly fought; 
And then they all with fullen flownefs yield 5 

Vex'd they have found what vain Revenge hadfought. 


In the renown'd deftruction or this day , 
Four Hundred Leaders were by valor’s pride 
Led to bleft fhades, by an uncertain way, 
Where lowlinefs is held the fureft Guide. 
56. 
And twice the Tierce of thefe confifts of thofe 
Who for Prince Ofwald’s love of Empire bled 5 
The Duke does thus with thanks and praife difpofe 
Both of the worthy living, and the dead. 


57° 
Binde all your wounds, and fhed not that brave life, 
Which did in all by great demeanor paft, 
(Teaching your Foes a wifer choice of ftrife) 
Deferve a Leafe of Nature that may laft, 


59. 
Love warm’d you with thofe fparks which kindled me; 
And form’d Idea’s in each Lovers thought 
Of the diftrefs of fome beloved fhe, 
Who then infpir’d and prais’d you whilft you fought, 
59+ 
You nobly prompt my paffion to defire , 
That the rude Crowd who Lovers foftnefs fcorn, 
Might in fair field meet thofe who love admire, 
Totry which fide muft after Batail mourn. 
60. 
© that thofe rights which fhould the good advance , 
And juftly are to painful valor due, 
(Howe’re mifplac’d by the {wift hand of Chance) 
Were from that Crowd defended by thofe few! 


61, 
With this great fpectacle we fhould refrefh 
Thofe Chiefs, who (though preferr’d by being dead) 
Would kindly wifh to fight again in fleth 5 
So all that lov’d, by Hurgonil were led, 
62. 
This gracious mention from fo great a Lord, 
Bow’d Hurgonill with dutious homage down, 
Where at his feet he lay’d his refcu’d Sword 5 
Which he accepts, but he returns his own, e 
¥ 


68 


. GON DIBERT. 


a 


63. 
By this and thine, faid gentle Gondibert, 
In all diftrefs of various Courts and warre , 
We interpledg and bind each others heart, 
To {trive who hall poffefs griefs greateft fhare. 
6 


4. 
Now to Verona hafte, and timely bring 
Thy wounds unto my tender fifter’s care , 
This Days fad ftory to our dreaded King, 
And watch what veng’ance O/wald’s Friends prepare, 
Z 


53 
Brave Arwold, and his Rival {trait remove 5 
Where Laura fhall beftrew their hallow’d Ground ; 
Protectors both, and Ornaments of Love 5 
This {aid,. his Eies outwep’d his wideft wound. 
66. 
Tell her now thefe (Love’s faithful Saints) are gon, 
The beauty they ador’d, fhe ought to hide; 
For vainly will Love’s Miracles be fhown, 
Since Lovers faith with thefe brave Rivals dy’d, 
OF 
Say little Hugo never more fhall mourn 
In noble Numbers, her unkind difdain 5 
Who now not feeing beauty, feels no fcorns 
And wanting pleafure, is exempt from pain. 
68. 


When fhe with Flowres Lord Arzold’s Grave {hall ftrew, 
And hears why Hugo's life was thrown away, 
She on that Rival’s Hearfe will dropa few 5 
Which merits all that April gives to May. 
6 ) 


9¢ 
Let us forfake for fafety of our Eies, 
Our other lofs; which I will {trait inter 
And raife a Trophy where each Body lies 5 
Vain marks, how thofe alive the Dead prefer ! 


70. 
If my full Breaft, my wounds that empty be, 

And this Days toil (by which my ftrength is gon) 
Forbid me not, I Bergamo will fee 

Ere it beholds the next fucceeding Sun. 


71. 
Thither convay thy foul’s confid’rate thought , 
How in this caufe the Court and Camp’s inclin’d ; 
What Ofwald’s Faction with the King has wrought, 
And how his lots prevails with Rhodalind. 


72. 

The Count and Tybalt take their lowly leaves 5 

Their flain they fadly with confuming hearts, 
Bear tow'ds Verona, whilft the Duke perceives 

Prince Hubert’s grief, and thus his tears diverts. 
Afflicted Prince! in an ere how’r 

You and your living (by blinde valor led) 
Are Captives made to fuch an eafie pow’, 

Shall you as little vex, as Death your dead, 
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; 74: 
The Dead can n’re by living help return 

From that darke Land, which life could ne’r difclofes 
But thefe alive (for whom the Victors mourn) 

To thee I give, thee to thine own difpofe, 


as 
Be not with Honor’s reas beguild; 

Nor think Ambition wife, becaufe ‘tis brave; 
For though we like it, as a forward Child, 

‘Tis fo unfound, her Cradle is her grave. 


70. 
Study the mighty Ofwald vainly gone ! 
Fierce Paradixze, and Dargonet the ftout ! 
Whole Threds by deftiny were flowly fpunne , 
And by Ambition rafhly ravell’d out. 


77° 

But Hubert’s grief no precept could reform 5 

For great grief councell’d, does to anger grow 5 
And he provided now a future Storm , 
Which did with black revenge o’recaft his Brow. 

Tos 

Borgio and he from this dire Region hafte 5 

Shame makes them fightlefs to themfelves and dumb ; 
Their thoughts fly fwift as Time from what is paft 5 
And would like him demolifh all to come, 


79. 
Strait they inter th’ inferior of their flain5 
Their nobler Tragick toad their grief attends 
Tow'rds Brefcia, where the Camp they hope to gain 5 
Then force the Court by fadtion of their Friends. 
8o. 
To Bergamo the gentle Duke does turn 
With his furviving Lovers, who in kinde 
Remembrance every ftep look back and mourn 
Their fellow Lovers Death has ftay’d behinde. 
Say 
Some loft their quiet Rivals, fome their dear 
Love’s Brother, who their hopes with help approv’ds 
Some fuch joy’d Friends, as even to morrow were 
To take from Hymen thofe they deareft lov’d. 
a2. 
But now to Gondibert they forward look, 
Whofe wounds,ere he could wafte Three Leaguesof way, 
So waft him, that his fpeech him quite forfook; 
And Nature calls for Art to make life ftay. 


83. 
His Friends in torment leaft they fhould forfake 
Delightful him, for whom alone they live 5 
Urge Heav'n uncivilly for calling back 
So foon fuch worth, it does fo feldom give, 


CANT O. 


7° 


Canto the Sixth. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Victor is (when with his wounds fubdu’d) 

By fuch deforn’'d and difmal Troops purfu'd, 

That he thinks Death, then which they uglier fecm, 
No ill expedient to efcape from them. 

But Ulfin guides him to fage Aftragon , 

By the laft. Raies of the defcending sun. 


I 


Carce on their Duke their fears kind fit was fpent, 
When ftrait a thick arm’d Squadron clouds their fights 
Which caft fo dark a fhade, as if it ment 
Without the Sun’s flow leave, to bring in night. 


op 
This threatning Squadron did confit of Horfe , 
And by old Ulfiz they were bravely led , 
Whofe mind was found, nor wants his Body force , 
Though many Winters Snow had cool’d his Head. 


36 
The fad remainder who with Hubert went , 
Did mifs his reach, when they to Brefeia turn’d, 
And now (as if his hafte deftruction ment) 
He chac’d thefe who the Duke’s fpent valor mourn’d. 


4. 
Whofe pofture being loofe, their number few, 
His Scouts grow fcornful as they forward come 3 
He makes his Squadron halt, and neer he drew; 
Then asks aloud, what are you, and for whom? 


S 
The noble Goltho (whofe great deeds to day 
Prevented Manhood in his early youth) 
Believ’d him Ofwald’s Friend, yet fcorn’d the way 
To fhelter life, behind abandon’d Truth. 
6. 
For he to Ulfz boldly thus reply’d 5 
This fecond Ambubh findes us here in vain; 
We have no treafure left that we would hide, 
Since Gondibert is reckon’d with the flain. 


Duke Gondibert we vouch ae our Lord , 
To whofe high vertue’s Sov’raignty we bow 3 
Ofwald funk low, as death, beneath bis Sword, 
Though him fuperior Fate will vanquifh now. 


Scarce 


8. 
Scarce empty Eagles ftooping to their Prey, 
Could be more {wift then Ulfiz to alight, 
And come where Gondibert expiring lay ; 
Now pleafing thofe whom he did newly fright. 


9. 
For fcarce that rewrence which a Monarch draws, 
Who {eldome will be feen, though often fought ; 
Who {pends his carefull age in making Laws, 
To-rule thofe lands for which in youth he fought; 
Io. 
Nor that refpeét which People pay thofe Kings, 
Whofe peace makes rich, whom civil war made wife, 
Can equall this which aged Ul/fin brings 
The gentle Duke, to whom he proftrate lies, 
Tas 
His Eyes (not us‘d to tears ) bathe every wound 3 
Whicn he falutes as things he chiefly lov’d; 
And when expence of fpirits he had found, 
To gain him air, his Mourners he removd. 
12, 
Make way, faid he, and give experience room; 
The Confident of age, though Youth’s tcorn’d guides 
My wounds, though paft, out-number yours to come, . 
You can but hope the knowledge I have try’d. 
13, 
His Hilts round Pommel he did then unskrew, 
And thence (which he from ancient Precept wore) 
In a {mall Chriftall he a Cordial drew, 
That weary life could to her walks reftore. 


Id. 
‘This care (amazing all it does delight) 
His ruines, which fo reverend appear, 
With wonder not fo much furprife their fight, 
As a ftrange object now his Troops draw nears 


rs. 
In whom fuch death and want of limbs they finde, 
As each were lately call’d out of his Tombe, 
And left fome members haftily behinde 5 
Or came when born abortive from the Wombe: 
16, 
Yet this defect of Legs, or Arms, or Hands, 
Did wondring valor not difturb, but pleafe; 
To fee what divers weapons each commands 
With arts hard fhifts, till cuftome gave them eatle. 
17. 
But the uncomely abfence of an Eye, 
And larger wants, which ev’ry vifage mourn’d, 
(Where black did over-vail, or ill fupply) 
Was that which wonder into horror turn’d, 


13. 
And Wifiz might be thought (when the rude wind 
Lifting their Curtains, left their ruines bare) 
A formal Antiquary, fondly kind 
To Statues , which he now drew out to aire. 


nor 
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19. 
The Duke (whofe abfent knowledge was call’d back 
By Cordials pow’r) his wonder did increafe 
So much, that he agen did knowledge lack, 
Till thus old Ulfiz made his wonder. ceafe, 
pion 
Aufpicious Prince! recorded be this day, 
And fung by Priefts of each enfuing age; 
On which thou maift receive, and I may pay 
Some debts of duty, as thy Grandfires Page, 


a1, 
That mighty Chief I ferv’d in youth’s firft ftrength, 
Who our fhort Scepter meant to {ftretch fo far, 
Till Eaftern Kings might grieve theirs wanted length, 
Whofe Maps fcarce teach where all their Subjects are, 
225 
Full many ftormy Winters we have feen, 
When mighty valor’s heat was all our fire = 
Elfe we in ftupid Frofts had fetter’d been, 
By which foft finews are congeal’d to wire. 
23. 
And many fcorching Summers we have felt, 
Where Death relieves all whom the Sword invades3 
And kindly thence (where we fhould toyling melt) 
Leads us to reft beneath eternal fhades. 
24. 
For aid of action he obedience taught, 
And filent patience for afflictions cure 5 
He prais’d my courage when I boldly fought, 
But faid they conquer moft, that moft endure, 
Ae 
The toyls of diligence as much approv’d 
As Valor’s felf, or th’ Arts her praife gaines ; 
The care of Men, more then of glory lov'd 5 
Succefs rewarded, and fuccefles paines. 
26. 
To joyful Victors quenching water fent, 
Delightful wine to their Jamenting flaves ; 
For Feafts have more brave lives then famine {pent, 
And Temp’rance more then Trench or Armor faves 
o76 
Valor his Miftrifs, Caution was his Friend ; 
Both to their diffrent feafons he appli’d; 
The firft he lov'd, on th’ other did depends 
The firft made worth uneafie by her pride. 
28. 


He to fubmifs devction more was giv'n 

After a battel gain’d, then ere ‘twas fought 3 
Asif itnobler were to thank high Heav’n 

For favours paft, then bow for bounty fought. 


Biop 
And thus through fmarting heat, and aking cold, 
Till Heav’ns perpetual Traveller, had more 
Then Thirty journeys through the Zediack told, 
[ fery'd thy Grandfire, whom I now adore. 
fox 
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oO, 
For Heav’n in his too ripe ind weary age, 
Call’d him where peacefully he rules a Star; 
Free’d from low Ele’ments continu’d rage, 
Which laft like Monarchs pow’r by needful war, 


ei. 
Strait thy lamented Father did fucceed 
To his high place, by Aribert’s confent, 
Our Enfignes through remoter Lands to lead: 
Him too I follow’d till he upward went. 


2 
Till that black day on which the Huxns may boatt 
Their own defeate, and we our conqueft hide ; 
For though we gain’d, and they the battel loft, 
Yet then thy brave victorious Father dy’d, 


33- 
And I am ftay’d unwillingly behind 5 
Not caught with wealth, Life’s moft intangling fnare; 
Though both my Mafters were in giving kinde, 
As joyful Victors after Battel are, 


34. 
Whilft thus this aged Leader does exprefs 
His and their Story whom this bounty feeds, 
His Hands the Duke’s worft order’d wounds undrefs 
And gently binde; then ftrait he thus proceeds, 


35+ 
Weft from thofe Hills till you Cresova rcach, 
With an unmingled right I gather rent 5 
By their great Gift who did fuch precepts teach 
In giving, as their wealth is ne’r miffpent. 


36. 
For as their plenteous pity fills my thought, 
So their example was not read in vain 
A Thoufand, who for them in battel fought, 
And now diftrefs’d with Maimes, [ entertain: 


37° 
Not giving like to thofe , whofe gifts though fcant 
Pain them as if they gave with gowty hand: 
Such vex themfelves, and eafe not others want 5 
But we alike enjoy, a re command. 


38. 
Mott f{pacioufly we dwell, where we poflefs 
All finlefs pleafures Nature did ordain 5 
And who that all may have, yet will have lefs, 
Wifer then Nature, thinks her kindnefs vain. 


A fad refolve, which is a wife-mans vow, 

From Citties noife, and Courts unpitty’d care 
Did fo divorce me, it would fcarce allow 

I ere fhould take one League of diftant ayre. 

40. 

But that Alarms from each adjacent part 

Which borders my abode, difturb’d my reft. 
With dreadful newes that gracious Gondibert 

By Ofwald's Faction was in fight opprelt. 
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Al. 
Then it had given your wonder caufe to laft, 
To fee the vex'd miftakes this f{ummons wrought 
In all my Maim’d Domefticks, by their hafte; 
For fome tie on the Limbs which athers fought. 


cee 
Juft fuch miftakes audatious Ethuicks fay 
Will happen, where the Righteous bufie are, 
Through glad and earneft haft in the laft day; 
Whilft others {lowly to their doom prepare. 


43°) 
And this had Anger, anger noife had bred, 
And Noife, the Enemy of ufeful Thought, 
Had them to more miftakes then blindnefs led, 
But that our awfull Camps had filence taught. 
44- 
Silence did mem’ry, Mem’ry order make; 
Order to each did his mift wood reftore; 
For fome, who once were ftedfalt Foot, miftake, 
And fnatch thofe limbs which only Horfemen were, 


45° 
Like {wift Purfuers on Arabian Horfe, 
Thefe with their needfull Inftruments of hold 
(Which give their {trange adapted weapons force ) 
I mounted ftraits Five Hundred fully told. 


46. 
Thefe from the Lombards highly have defervd, 
In Conguefts where thy Father did command ; 
Whom they for Science and affection ferv’d; 
And loft their Limbs to gain our Scepter Land, 


47> 
Which yet are noble though unfightly fignes, 
That each in active courage much abounds 3 
And many a widow’d Mother now repines, 
They cannot fhew the Men who gave thofe wounds. 
48. 
For dearly did the Huzns for honor pay. 
When they deform’d them in a fatall fight : 
Since thouzh they ftrongly ftruggled for the day, 
Yet all they got, was everlafting Night, 


ae 
And Ofwald’s Friends, were they not timely gone 
(Though all the Faction in one Army were ) 
Should mourn this a@ againft their Gen’ral’s fon; 
Who was to Soldiers more then Triumph dear. 


50. 
For thefe to Conqueft us’d, Retreats diflike 
Thy beauty want, to others Beauty’s coft ; 
VVith envious rage ftill at the Face they ftrike ; 
And punifh Youth, for what in youth they lof, 
51. 
Thus, though the Duke’s amazement be remoy’d, 
{t now returns, gladly on him to gaze, 
VVho feeds thofe Fighters whom his Father lov’d; 
A gratitude would Vertue’s felf amaze. 


Thou 
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2, 
Thou art, faid he (then need whilft he {pake) 
So ripe in what high Heav’n does dearly love 
That Heav’ns remorfe for Earth we fhould miftake, 
To think it will forbear thee long above. ; 


As if thy fent for Soul yea were 

Upon her Wings, fo much I give thee gon; 
And wifh thee left in fome fucceflor here, 

That might receive the kindnefs thou haft fhown. 


Old Ulfiz now (but mene as he) 
Tinrich him, gives the Jewell of his fight; 
For ftrait, with Fatherly authoritv, ; 
He bids his fon, young U/fzor, alight ! 


55° 
Take him (faid he) whofe duty I releafe ; 
In whom all Heav’ns rewards included are, 
For all my Juftice in corrupted peace, 
And for my mercy in revengefull warr. 
6 


56. 
The fruit Heav’n fent me by my loyall wife, 
In age, the gloomy Eve of endlefs night 5 
Which eas’d in me the pain of Jatter life, 
And fruftates death, by frefh fucceflion’s fight. 


57° 
The Duke with paffion did this Youth embrace 5 
Then lucky Goliho he call’d forth in views 
Who was this day in Fortunc’s {pecial grace, 
For though no blood he loft, yet much he drew, 
58. 
Him he with Ulfizor does ftrait unite 5 
Bids neither ftrive the other to precede, 
Unlefs when danger doth them both invite, 
But be, even in nice Rivalfhip agreed. 


59+ 
Bids both their Breafts be eithers open book, 
Where nought is writ too hard for fudden Eyes; 
But thought’s plain Text grows eafie by a look: 
Study breeds doubts, where reading fhould fuffice. 
60. 
But thefe to joyn, Nature no Councel needs 5 
Whom Sympathy, her fecret Prieft, does wed 5 
Much fam’d will be their loves, and Martial Deeds: 
Which fill all Books that are of Lombards read. 
61. 
With gracious Eyes, and Body lowly bent, 
The Duke his Fathers rev’rend Troops falutes 5 
To Bergamo he holds his firft intent 5 ; 
Which to oppole, old Ulfiz thus difputes. 
62 


Thou feeft (my Prince ) the faint decayes of Light 5 
How hattily the Sun’s hot Steeds begin 
To mend their pace, as if their longing fight 


Had newly fpy’d their ufuall Weftern fan. 


Too 
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Too farr is pleafant Bergamo from hence, 
Since day has reach’d fo neer his journeys end 3 
Dayes ftrength and yours are at their laft expences 
Do not whilft both are wafting, both: miffpend. 
64. 
You and your wounded muft with Nature ftrive, 
Till all ( whofe few houres {way to day excells 
Their elder Foes long reign in Camps) arrive 
Where Aftragon the wife and wealthy dwells. 
65. 
Rich is that Lord, and rich n Learnings wealth 5 
Art flies his teft, he all Art’s teft endures3 
Our Cities fend their fick to him for health, 
Our Camps the wounded for their certain cures. 
66. 
Though cautious Nature, check’d by Deftiny, 
Has many fecrets fhe would ne'r impart; 
This fam'd Philofopher is Nature’s Spie, 
And hirelefs gives th’ intelligence to Art. 
67. 
The Duke with vertue ( antiquated now ) 
Did rev’rence Councel, and to Age did bend ; 
His firft Courfe altars, and does this allow; 
Then Ulfz as their oe they all attend, 
Soon they the Pallace reach’d of Aftragons 
Which had its beauty hid by envious Night ; 
Whofe Cyprefs Curtain drawn before the Sun, 
Seem’d to performe the Obfequies of light, 
69. 
Yet lights laft Rayes were se intirely fpent; 
For they difcern’d their paffage through a Gate, 
Whofe height and fpace fhew’d ancient ornament 5 
And Ancients there in careful Office fate. 


70. 
Who by their Weights and Meafures did record 
Such num’rous Burthens as were thither brought 
From diftant Regions, to their learned Lord; 
Cn which his Chymicks and Diftillers wrought, 
71. 
But now their common bufinefs they refrain, 
When they obferve a quiet fullennefs 
And bloody marks in fuch a civil Train; 
Which fhew’d at once their worth and their diftrefs. 


72, 
The voice of U/fiz they with gladnefs knew, 
VVhom to this houfe long neighbourhood indeer’d; 
Approaching Torches perfected their view, 
And taught the way till Affragox appear'd. 


73: 
VVho foon did Ulfz cheerfully imbrace 5 
The vifits caufe by whifpers he receiv’d ; 
VVhich firft he hop’d was meant him as a grace, 


put being known with manly filence griev d. 
And 


— An Heroick ‘Poem. | 77 


7 he 
And then with geftures full of grave refpect, 
The Duke he to his own Apartment led; 
To each diftinct retirements did direct, 
And all the wounded he ordain’d to Bed. 


75. 
Then thin digeftive food he did provide, 
More to enable fleeting ftrength to ftay ; 
To wounds well fearch’d he cleanfing wines apply’d, 
And fo prepar’d his rip’ning Balfoms way. 
76 


Balm of the Warriour’s herbe, Hypericon! 
To Warriour’s as in ufe, in form decreed 

For through the leaves tranfparent wounds are thown 5 
And rudely touch’d, the Golden Flower does bleed. 


77. 
For fleep they juice of pale Nymphea took, 
Which grows (to fhew that it for fleep is good) 
Near fleep’s abode in the foft murm’ring Brook : 
This cools, the yellow Flower reftraines the Blood : 


78. 

And now the weary World’s great Med’cin, Sleep, 
This learned Hoft difpenc’d to ev'ry Guett, 
Which fhuts thofe wounds where injur’d Lovers weep, 
And flies Oppreffors to relieve th’ Opprett. 


79. 
It loves the Cotage, and from Court abftains, 
It ftills the Sea-man though the ftorm be high ; 
Frees the griev'd Captive in his clofeft Chaines, 
Stops wants loud Mouth, and blinds the treach’rous $ pie} 
80. 
Kind Sleep, Nights welcome Officer, does ceafe 
All whom this Houfe containes till day return 5 
And me, Grief’s Chronicler, does gently eafe, 
Who have behind fo great a task to mourn. 


The End of the Firft Book. 
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THE SECOND BOOK. 


Canto the Firft. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Verona by the Poet's Pencil drawn; 

Where Hurgonil did meet the early dawn: 

Her wealth fhown by cach Dwellers early’r care 3 
Which fown by others peace, fhe reap'd by war. 
The flain, whofe life her fafety was and pride, 
Are. now in death their Fun’ral Rites deny'd. 


I. 


Eer to his Evening Region was the Sun, 
When Huzrgonil with his lamented Load, 
®.| And faithful Tybalt their fad march begun 

* To Fair Verona, where the Court aboad, 


2, 
They flowly rode till Night’s dominion ceatt 
When Infant Morn(her fcarce wak’d beames difplay’d) 
With a {cant face peep’d fhylie through the Eaft, 
And feem’d as yet of the black world afraid, 


2 

But by increafe of fwift expanfive light, 
he Joft Horizon was apparent grown, 

And many Tow’rs falute at once their fight; 
The diftant glories of a Royal Town. 


4. 
Verona, {prung from noble Vera’s name 5 

Whom carelefs Time({till {catt’ring old Records 
Where they are loofly gather’d up by Fame) 


Proclaimes the chief of ancient Tufcan Lords, 


cs 
Verona borders on that fatal Plaine, 

VVhofle barren thirft was quench’d with valiant blood, 
When the rough Cymbrzans by fierce Mariws {lain, 

Left Hills of Bodies where their Enfignes ftood, 

6. 

So fafely proud this Town did now appear 5 

As if it but immortal Dwellers Jack’d ; 
As if Theodorick had ne’r been there, 

Nor 4ttz/a2 her wealth and beauty fack’d, 

Here 
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ae 
Here Hurgonill might follow with his Eye 
( As with deep ftreame it through the City pafs’t) 
The fruirtull and the frighted <Adice, 
Which thence from Noife and Nets to fea does hatte. 
8 


And on her peopled Bank they might behold 

The Toyles of conqueft paid with workes of pride; 
The Pallace of King Aglulf the old, 

Or Monument, for ere ‘twas built he dy’d. 


G. 
To it that Temple joynes, whofe lofty Head 
The profpect of a iwelling Hill commands ; 
tan whole coole wombe the City fprings are bred : 
On Dorique Pillers this tall Temple ftands. 


Io. 
This to footh Heav’n the bloody Clephes built 5 
As if Heavns King fo foft and eafie were, 
So meanly hous’d in Heav’n, and kind to guilt, 
That he would be a Tyrants Tenant here. 
II, 
Aud now they might arreft their wandring fight 
With that which makes all other Objects lofts 
Makes Lombard greatnefs flat to Roman height, 
And Modern Builders blufh, that elfe would boaft 5 
E26 
An Amphytheater which was controll’d 
Unheeded conquefts of advancing Age, 
Windes which have made the trembling World look old, 
And the fierce Tempefts of the Gothick rage. 
13 
This great Plaminiws did in youth erect, 
Where Cities fat to fee whole Armies play 
Death's ferious part: but this we may negle& 
To mark the busnefs which begins with day, 


14. 
As Day new op ning fills the Hemi/phear, 
Aud all at once; fo guickly evry ftreet 
Does by an inftant op’ning full appear, 
When from their Dwellings bufy Dwellers meet. 
ie 
From wider Gates Oppreffors fally there 5 
Here creeps th’ afflicted through a narrow Dore ; 
Groans under wrongs he has not {trength to bear, 
Yet feeks for wealth to injure others more. 
16, 
And here the early Lawyer mends his pace 5 
For whom the earlier Cliant waited long; 
Here greedy Creditors their Debtors chace, 
Who {cape by herding in th’ indebted Throng, 
17. 
Ti advent’rous Merchant whom a Storm did wake, 
CHis Ships on adriatick, Billowes toft) 
Docs hope of Eaftern windes from Steeples take, 


And haftens there a Currier to the Coatft, 
Here 


80 


1c. 
Here through a fecret Pofterne iflues out 
The skar’d Adult’rer, who out-flept his time ; 
Day, and the Husbands Spie alike does doubt, 
And with a half hid face would hide his crime. 


19. 
There from fick mirth neglected Feafters ree], 
Who cares of want in Wine’s falfe Lethe tteep. 
There anxious empty Gamfters homeward fteal, 
And fear to wake, ere they begin to {fleep. 
20. 
Here {tooping Lab’rers flowly moving are 5 
Beafts to the Rich, whofe ftrength grows rude with eafe; 
And would ufurp, did not their Rulers care, 
With toile and tax their furious ftrength appeafe, 


21. 
There th’ Aged walk, whofe needlefs carefulnefs 
Infects them paft the Mindes beft Med’ctn, fleep 5 
There fome to Temples early vows addrefs, 
And for th’ ore bufie world moft wifely weep. 
22 
To this vaft Inn, where Tydes of ftrangers flow, 
The Morn and Hurgoni! together came 5 
The Morn, whofe Dewy wings appear’d but flow, 
When Men the motion mark’d of {wifter Fame, 
22% 
For Fame(whofe journeys are through wayes unknown, 
Tracelefs and {wift, and changing as the Winde) 
The Morne and Hurgonil had much out-gone, 


Whilft Truth mov'd patiently within behinde, 


24. 
For fome the Combat (to a Bartel grown ) 
Did apprehend in fuch prodigious fhape, 
As if their living to the Dead were gone, 
And only Fame did by her Wings efcape. 


255 
Some faid this hunting falfely was defign’d, 
That by pretence both Fattions might prepare 
Their Armies to conteft for Rhodalind; 
The Crown’s chief Jewel, and Reward of Warre, 
26, 
And fome report (to farr they range from Truth 
Who for intelligence muft follow Fame) 
That then from Bergaso th’'incamped Youth, 
With Gordibert, to this dire hunting came. 


27. 
And fome, that Ofwald had inlarg’d his Traine 
With the old Troopes by his bold Father led ; 
And that of thefe the nobler half were flain; 
The reft were to their Camp at Bre/c7a fled. 
28. 
And as dire Thunder rowling o’re Heaven's vault, 
By murmur threatens, ere it kills alloud 5 
So was this fatail newes in whifper brought, 
Which menac’d, ere it ftruck the liftning Croud. 
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29. 
But Rumor foon to high extreames does move 3 
For firft it Ofwald nam’d with dreadful voice 
then faid that Death had widowd Truth and lore 
By making Gondibert the fecond choice. ; 


©, 
And to all hearts fo dear =. Gondibert, 
So much did Pity, Ofwald’s Valor prife, 
That ftrait their early bus’nefs they defert, 
And fix on wounded Hurgonil their Eyes. 


31. 
Him when by perfect day they fadly knew, 
Through hidden wounds, whofe blood his beauty {tain’d, 
Even from the Temples, Angels foon withdrew ; 
So fawcely th’ afflicted there complain’d. 
a2. 
The People ftrait united clamor gave, 
Shrick'd loud like Sea-men fplit on a ftrange Coaft; 
As if thofe Pow'rs were deaf who fhould them fave, 
And Pray’rs no louder then the windes were loft. 


33° 
Now, with impatience urg’d, he does declare 
Whom he fo mournfully in Fun’ral brought 5 
The publick loffes of a private Warr, 
Who living, love, and dying, valor taught, 


For he does Higo and Arnoldo name; 
To thefe (faid he) Veroxa Cradles gave, 
And fince in forraign Fields they rais’d her Fame, 
They challenge here, though much too foon, a Grave: 


35: 
Bring fprinklings, Lamps, and th’ Altar’s precious breath 3 
All Rites which Priefts have prudently devis’d3 
Who gratefully a rev’rence teach to death 5 
Becaufe they moft by ie men are prisd, 


2) 
But though our lofs we juftly may complains 
Though even by Priefts Authority we grieve; 
Yet Heav’n’s firft bounty, Life, let none difdain, 
Since Gondibert, our chief Delight, does live, 
37: 
This heard, as Sea-men near a Shore unknown, 
Who their North Guide lofe in a Stormy night, 
His abfence with diftracted filence moan, 
And loudly wellcome his return to fight: 
5 33 


38. 
So when their great Conductor feem’d to be 
Retir’d to endlefs fhades amongtt the flain, 
With filent grief they feem’d as dead as he, 
But with new life wellcom‘d his life again. 


39. 
And now that cold remainder Valor left 
Of thefe whom Love had loft, and Fate forfook ; 
The Two that were of all but Fame bereft, 


From Huargonil the weeping People took. 
Whilft 
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40. 
Whilft of them both fad Hargonil takes leave, 
Till th’ univerfal meeting Faith provides 
The Day when all fhall publickly receive 
Thofe Bodies, Death does not deltroy, but Hides, 


41. 
Then to his Palace he retires by ftealth 5 
His wounds from his lov’d Miftris to conceal ; 
On whofe dear joys fo much depends his health, 
The wounds her Tears fhould touch would never heal. 


42. 
To the chief Temple ftrait the People bear 
The valiant Rivals, who for love were flain 5 
Whom all the peacefull Priefts behold with fear, 
And griev’d fuch Guefts they durft not entertain. 


43. 
For foon the Prior of their Brotherhood 


(Who long ferv’d Heav’n with praife, the. world with prayer) 


Cry'd out, this holy Houfe is fhut to blood, 
To all that die in combat or difpair. 


44. 
Thefe by their bloody marks in Combat di’d ; 
Through anger, the difeafe of Beafts untam’d ; 
Whofe wrath is hunger, but in Men ‘tis pride, 
Yet theirs is cruelty, ours courage nam’d. 


45< 
Here the neglected Lord of peace does live; 
Who taught the wrangling world the rules of love 3 
Should we his dwelling to the wrathfull give, 
Our Sainted Dead would rife, and he remove. 
46. 
Well by his precepts may we punith ftrife 5 
Whofe pity knew that Famine, Plague, and Time, 
Are Enemies enough to humane life; 
None need o’er-charge Death’s Quiver with a crime: 


7. 
To unfrequented Fields oH then your flain; 
Where neither Dirge nor Requiem fhall be giv’n ; 
To thofe who by ufurp’d Revenge difdain 
To take from Men, neglects they put on Heavn, 
8 


48. 
But now the People’s paffions run too farr 5 
Their untaught love, artlefs extremes does wed 5 
Of times they like the paft, and fince they are 
Oppreft ftill by the living, love the Dead: 


49- 
And now refolve thefe Reals fhall not lofe 
The Rites of Sprinkling, Incenfe, Lights, and Song: 
Then, as the voice of all their Minds, they chufe 
An Orator, of rude, but ready Tongue : 


50. 
Who at the Temple Gate thus pleads aloud ! 
V Ve know, though Priefts are Penfioners of Heav’n, 
Your Flock which yields beft rent, is this dull Croud 5 
The learn’d examine why their Fleece is giv'n. 


Though 
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| 5, 
Though by the Rich firft fhorn, to you they bear 
A fecond tribute, and by zeal fupport 
Temples, which Kings for glory raife, and where 
The Rich for fame, the Learn’d as Spies refort. 
2 


52. 
Temples are yours, not God’s lov'd Palaces ; 
Where Off rings make not his, but your own Featts ; 
Where you moft wifely live, becaufe at eafe, 
And entertain your Founders as your Guefts : 


53. 
With eafe you take, what we provide with care; 
And we (who your Legation muft maintain) 
Find all your Tribe in the Commiffion are 5 
And none but Heav’n could fend fo large a Train. 


54. 
But being all Ambaffadors from thence, 
The growing charge will foon exceed our rent, 
Unlefs you pleafe to treat at his expence 
VVho fent you; not at ours, where you are fent- 


55° 
The ancient Laws liv’d in the Peoples voice; 
Rites you from Cuftom, not from Canon draw ; 
They are but fafhions of a graver choice, 
VVhich yield to Laws, and now our voice is Law. 
56, 
This Tybalt heard with forrow and difdain, 
(VVho here with Hurgonil a Mourner came) 
And ftrait the peaceful Fathers ftrives to gain, 
And thus the Peoples Orator reclaim. 


57. 
Moft ufefull Fathers! fome trace fecret things 
Even to his Clofet, who is hid in Heav'n 3 
Vainly as Nilus to his hidden fprings, 
And not enjoy, but i what is given. 


You with fuch temper their intemp’rance bear, 
To fhew your folid fcience. does rely 

So on it felf, as you no trial feare 5 . 
For Arts are weak that ate of Scepticks thy. 


59: 
Though in your Office humane fafety lies, 
Which op’ns that Hell the vicious vulgar feare, 
Yet never can the People Priefthood prife 5 
As if from Heav'n your daily errands were. 
6 


O. 
Not that your meffage, Truth, they difefteem, 
Or think it comes from any other way, 
But that they Taxes hate, and Truth does feem 
Brought as a Tax, when they the Bringers pay. 
61 


Thus we to Beafts fall from our noble kinde, 
Making our Paftur'd Bodies all our care 5 
Allowing no fubfiftence to the Minde 5 
For Truth we grudg her as a coftly fare. 


But 
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62. 
But if they fear (fince daily you renew 
Difputes) your Oracles are doubtfull till 
As thofe of olds yet more reward is due. 
To paines, where fo uneafie is the skill, 
63. 
Or if no skill they think it, but fuppofe 
Tis Faith (and Faith ne’r thinks Heav’n’s height too high} 
Yet Faiths fo fev’'ral be, that few are thofe 
Can chufe right wings when they to Heav’n would fly 
6 


4. 
Or if they think, Faith humane help tranfcends, 
And to your {cience is fo ftritt a bound 
As Death to Valor is, where daring ends; 
And none are fartheft in that Progrefs found ; 


. 
Yet in our walk to our laft home defign’d, 
‘Tis fafe by all the ftudy’d Guides to goe 5 
Leaft we in death, too late, the knowledge find 
Of what in life ‘twas pofflible to know. 
66. 
Your fplendid Pomp, by which your Pow’r indures 
Though coftly, cofts much lefs then Camps or Laws3 
And more then both, Religion us fecures 5 
Since Hell (your Prifon) more then dying awes, 
6 


7- 
For though the plain Judge, Confcience, makes no fhowe, 
But filently to her dark Seffion comes, 
Not as red Law does to arraignment goe, 
Or Warr to Execution with loud Drums 3 
68. 
Though fhe on Hills fets not her Gzbbets high, 
Where frightful Law fets hers 3 sor bloedy feems 
Like Warr in Colours fpread, yet fecretly 
She does her work, and many Men condemns. 
69. 
Chokes in the feed, what Law till ripe ner fees; 
What Law would punifh, Confcience can prevents 
And fo the world from many Mifchiefs frees; 
Known by her Cures, as Law by punifhment. 
70. 
The weaker fighted ever look too nigh; 
But their difputes have made your Charter good ; 
As doubted Tenures, which long pleadings trie, 
Authentick grow by being much withftood. 
I 


71. 
Thefe Chiefs, for whom we holy Rites defire, 
By well fought Fields begot this Citties peace ; 
Oft with their blood have quench’d inteftine fire 5 
And oft our Famines chang’d tmto excefs. 
7: 
Their Rites let not the people be deny’d, 
Though by untutor’d kindnefs rudely fought; 
Nor think they have in private Combate dyde, 
Where Gondzbert and mighty Ofwald fought : 
Both 
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73° 
Both Princes of the Lombards royal blood 5 
For whom full Thrice Three Hunder’d number’d are, 
Whofe anger ftrove to make their anger good: | 
Number gives ftrife th’ authentick name of War. 


74. 
This faid, Warrs caufe thefe Priefts no more debate 3 
They knew, Warr’s Juftice none could ere decide 5 
At that more f{pecious name they open ftrait, 
And {acred Rites of fun’ral they provide, 


75° 
How vain is Cuftom, and how guilty Pow’r? 
Slaughter is lawful made by the excefs; 


Earth’s partial Laws, juft Heav’n muft needs abhoz, 
Which greater crjmes allow, and damn the lefs. 


CANTO 
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Canto the Seconc’. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Fame's progrefs through Verona, when fhe brings 

Hl news inlargd, as her extended wings, 

The Combat’s caufe fhakes Aribert’s great szind 

And the effect more conquers Khodalind. 

Meek, Orna’s fears, proud Gartha’s bold difdain ; 
And Laura kindly dying for the slain, 


Vis 


“© Streets(the People’s Region) early Fame 

Firft brought this grief, which all more tragick make 5 
And next, to the triumphant Court fhe came, 

Where profp’rous Pow’r fleeps fong,though Sutors wakes 


2 
But yerthe early King ¢ from Childhood bred 
To dangers, toyls, and courfer wants of ware) 
Rofe up to rule, and left foft Love in bed, 
Could conquer Lands and Love, but ftoopt to care, 


a 
Care, that in Cloyfters only feales her Eyes, 
Which Youth thinks folly, Age as wifdom owas; 
Fooles by hot knowing her, out-live the wifes 
She vifits Cities, but fhe dwells in Thrones. 


4. 
Care, which King 4ribert with Conqueft gain’d, 
And is more fure to him then Realms intail’d; 
Wak’d him to know why Rumor thus complain’d, 
Or who in battel bled, or who prevail d? 


5: 
Young Hurgonil (who does his wounds conceal, 
Yet knew it did his dutious care import 
That fome juft witnefs fhould his caufe reveal ) 
Sent Tybalt to appeafe, and taft the Court. 
6. 


‘To that proud Palace which once low did lie 

In Parian Quarries, now on Columnes ftands 3 
Jonique Props that bear their Arches high, 

With ample treafure rais’d by Tijcan Hands. 


oe 
So vaft of height, to which fuch fpace did fit 
As if it were o’re-fyz'd for Modera Men; 
The ancient Giants might inhabit it 5 
And there walk free as windes that pafs unfeen. 
The 
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8. 
The Monarch’s wealth this fhew’d in all the parts 5 
But his {trong numerous Guards denote him wife} 
Who on the weather of his Peoples hearts, 
For a fhort Courfe, not voyages, relies. 


Through many Guards (all aera calm, and bold) 
Tybalt did pafs the firft magnifick Squares 
And through afcents does enter to behold , 
Where the States Head and Eies affembled are. 
IO. 
There fat the Kirg, on whofe confid’rate Brow 
Sixty experienc’d Sommers he difcern’d, 
Which made him ripe, and all of Conduct know 
That from fuccefs is own’d, from loffes learn’d. 
Il, 
Neer him the Empire’s ftri& Surveyors fate5 
Whofe univerfal fight no object lofe; 
Who fee not crimes too foon, nor worth too late 5 
Finde dangers feed, and choake it ere it grows. 
‘py 
He wealth not birth preferr’d to Councels places 
For Councel is for ufe, not ornament3 
Soules are alike, of rich and ancient race} 
Though Bodies claim diftinétions by defcent. 
12: 
Here boyling Youth, nor frozen Age can fit: 
It would in Yubjeéts {corne of ruling Breed, 
If that great work fhould fuch fmall ayds admit, 
And make them hope that they no Rulers need. 
14. 
Nature too of: by birthright does preferr 
Lefs perfect Monarchs to an anxious Throne 3 
Yet more then her, Courts by weak Counc'lers err, 
In adding Cyphers where fhe made but one. 


3: 
To this wife King, fage Tybalt did relate 
The Combats caufe, with truth’s fevere extent 
Reveales that fire which kindl!’d Ojwald’s hates 
For which fuch precious valor was mif{pent. 
16. 
Gives Gondibert a juft record of praife 5 
Firft how unwilling, then how bold in fight 5 
And crownes the Conquer’d with the Victor’s Baies, 
When Manhood bids him do their valor right: 


17 
At laft he counts the wounded and the {laine 5 

And how Prince Hubert and the Duke retir’d 3 
From nothing brave or great he did refraine, 

But his own deeds, which doing were admir’d. 

18. 

This Arribert with outward patience heares, 

Though wounded by the caufe for which they fought 5 
With mod’rate joy the death of Ofwald beares5 


Yet juftly to extremes it inward wrought. 
Tybalt 
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19. 
Tybalt he now with peaceful lookes difaharg’d 5 
And then his thoughts (imprifon’d in his breaft) 
He ftrait by liberty of Tongue inlarg’d5 
Which thus unto his Councel he addreft, 
20. 
With what a difference Nature’s pallat tafts 
The fweeteft draught which Art providesher, Pow’rs: 
Since Pow’r, Pride’s Wine, but high in relifh Jafts 
Whilft fuming new, for time does turn it fowre > 
at. 
Yet Pow’r Earth’s tempting Fruit, Heav’n firft did plant, 
From Man’s firft Serpent fafe, Ambition’s reach 5 
Elfe Eden could not ferve Ambition’s want 3 
Whom no command can rule, nor councel teach. 
22 
Pow’r is that lufcious wine, which does the bold, 
The wife, and noble moft intoxicate 5 
Adds time to Youth, and takes it from the old 3 
Yet I by furfeit this Elixer hate. 


a3. 
I curfe thofe Wars that make my glory laft; 
For which the Tufcaz Widows curfe me more 3 
The barren Fields where Tin Arms did faft , 
That I might furfeit on luxurious pow’r. 
24. 
Thou Hermegild, who art for valor Crown’d , 
For honor trufted, and for wifdom heard; 
And you whom Councel has no lefs renown’d , 
Obferve how vertue again{t peace has err’d. 


a5: 
Still I have fought, as if in Beauty’s fight , 
Out-fuffer'd patience, bred in Captives Breafts 5 
Taught fafts, till Bodys like our Souls grew light 5 
Outwatch’d the jealous, and outlabourd Beatts. 
26. 
Thefe were my merits, my reward is Pow’r3 
An outward Trifle, bought with inward peace; 
Got in an Age, and rifled in an how’r; 
When Feav’rifh love, the People’s Fit, fhall ceafe, 
We 
For did not pow’r on their fraile love depend, 
Prince Ofwald had not treated with that love; 
Whofe glory did in hafty darknefs end; 
A {parke which vanifh’d, as it upward ftrove. 
8 


28. 
By fcorne of dangers and of eafe, he fought 
The Lombards hearts, my Rhodalind, and Crowne 3 
And much his youth had by his practice wrought, 
Had Gondibert not \evell’d his renowne: 


DG. 
Had Gondibert not ftaid the panoies Eies 
(Whofe vertue ftept *twixt Ojwald and their fight) 
Who knows but Rhodalind had bin his Prife, 
Or war mutt have fecur’d Paternal right 
Sad 
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O. 
Sad and uneafie isa long kept Throne ; 
Not that the People think long pow’r unjults 
But that for change, they with beft Monarchs gone 3 
Fond change, the Peoples foon repented luft! 


ie 
I did advance (though iinicne jealous paine) 
A forward vertue to my fubjetts love; 
Leaft one lefs temp’rate fhould their favour gaine 5 
Whom their unftudy’d choice would more approve. 


2. 
To thee fage Hermegild my rata leave, 
My fame and pow’r: Thee ation cannot watte ; 
Caution retard, nor promptitude deceave ; 
Slownefs belate, nor Hope drive on too fatte. 


2: 
Think Hxbert Heir to Ofwalas bold pretence 5 
To whom the Camp at Breféia is inclin’d 5 
The Duke at Bergamo will feek defence; 
And thefe are feeds of war for Rhodalind, 


4. 
This faid, his Councel he difnits'd 3 who fpy'd 
A growing rage, which he would fain conceal ; 
They durft but nicely fearch, what he would hide; 
Leaft they inflame the wound that elfe might heal. 


Be 
They hafte to fev’ral Cares eee to allay 
Court’s hectick Feaver, Faction (which does raign 
Where Luxury, the Syre of Want, does fway) 
Some to appeafe th’ Alliance of the flain. 
6 


36. 

But Order now bids us again perfue 
Th unweary’d Motion of unhappy Fame 35 

From Fields to Streets, from Streets to Court the flew 5 
Where firft fhe to the Kings Apartment came. 


Thence through the Palace th her wings did air; 
And as her Wings, her Tongue too never ceas’d 5 
Like reftlefs Swallows in an Evening fair : 
At laft does on a peaceful dwelling reft. 
8 


3°, 
Where Sleep does yet that gentle Sex pofleffe, 
Who ne’r fhould more of Care’s rude wakings know, 
But what may help fad Lovers to fuccefle 5 
Or imp loves wings when they are found too flow: 


ay: 
There Lovers feek the Royal Rhodalind ; 
Whofe fecret breft was fick for Gondibert 3 
And Orza, who had more in publick pin’d 
For Hurgonil, the Monarch of her heart, 


40. 
And there the killing Laura did refide 5 
She of whofe Eies the Lombard Youth Complain; 
Yet often fhe for noble Arzold did; 
And knew not now, her Murderer was {flain, 
Nor 


9° 
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Al. 
Nor Hugo, who was all with love indu‘d ; 


Whom ftill with teares the Lombard Ladies name3 


Efteeming Modern Lovers falfe , and rude, 
And Poets falfer when they fing their fame. 


42. 
Thefe Beauties (who could foften Tyrant Kings ) 
Sleep now conceal’d within their Curtains fade; 


Till rudely Fame, by fhaking lowd her wings, 


Difturb’d their Eies, and their wak’d hearts difmay’d. 


43. 
They heard in parcels by imperfeét found, 
A Tale too difmal to be underftood ; 
That all their Lovers lay in hallow’d ground ; 
Temples their Bodies hid, the Fields their bload. 


44. 
That this dire Morn to fad Verona brought 
The Duke and Ofmald, of lov’d life depriv’ds 
And that of all who their fierce batail fought, 
Cnely the mangled Hargonil furviv'd, 


45- 
This Tale, Fame’s courfe, officious Friends convay’d, 


(Which are attendant Slaves, and Palace Grooms) 


Who by the Lover of fome bufie Mayd, 
From outward Courts fent it to inward Rooms. 
46. 
Such horror brought, where love had onely us’d, 
Did yet breed more amazement then belief 5 
Whilft Ora now, and Laura fly confus'd , 
To Rhodalind, Truth’s Altar, for relief, 


47. 
There with diforder’d voices they compare, 
And then derive what each has Joofly learn'd 5 
Each hope applies, where others moft defpaires 
As doubting all but where her felf’s concern’d. 
48, 
This weeping conf’rence had not lJafted Jong, 
When Tybalt, free from Aribert’s commands, 
Scapes the aflembling Court’s inquiring Throng, 
And enters here; where firft he doubtful {tands, 


49. 
For Pitty, when he ruin’d ae {pi'de, 
Bids his difcretion artfully complain 5 
And fhew far off, what Truth not long can hide : 
Death at a diftance feen, may eafe fears pain. 


O. 
Their bus‘nefs now he can no more forbear ; 
_ For who on their urg’d patience can prevail, 
Whofe expectation is provok’d with fear >? 
He therefore thus their patience did affail.’ 
51. 
Kinde Heav'n that gave you vertue, give you peace. 
Delightful as your Beauties, be your Mindes ; 
Still may your Lovers your renown increafe, 
Though he who honor feeks, firft danger findes! 


Stull 
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Still may your beauty bear that ancient rate , 
When beauty was chafte Honors Metchand {e3 
When Valor was chief Factor in Love’s State; 
Danger, Love’s ftamp, and Beautie’s currant price, 


53. 
Renown’'d be Ofwald, who tite belief 
Of Rhodalind, her love with danger fought 5 
In Love’s Records be Gondibert the chief, 
Who for her right, not for his own has fought. 


54. 
Though thefe for mighty mindes deferve Fame’s voice 3 
Yet Orva needs muft boaft of Hurgonil 5 
Whofe dangers well have juftifi'd her choice, 
And might alone Fame’s publick Trumpet-fill. 


Enlarg’d be Honor’s Tinonee eae Arnold there 
And Hugo may for ever fit and reft , 

Free from their Valor’s toyle, and Laura’s feare 5 
Which more then wounds diforder’d eithers Breaft. 


5 6- 
This faid, he paws’ds findes each diftrufts his art; 
Far Hope and Doubt came and return’d apace, 
In chang’d Complexion from th’ uncertain heart, 
Like frighted Scowtes for Tidings to the Face, 


57: 
His Eye feem’d moft imploy’d on Rhodalind 
Whofe love above her bafhful caution {ways ; 
For naming Gondibert , he foon did finde , 
Her fecret Soul thew’d pleafure at his praife. 


8, 
Yet when fhe found her Ee did notlatt, 
And that as Oracles, the future taught, 
He hid Truth’s Face, and darkened what was patt ; 
Thus Truth through all her mourning Vailes fhe fought, 


59. 
Why in thefe Ladies do Powicretties paine, 
By giving them Grief’s common med’cin, doubt ? 
Kafe thofe with death whofe Lovers now are flaine; 
Life’s fire a Feaver is, when Love’s is out. 
6o. 
Yet think not that my cares peculiar are ; 
Perhaps I from religious pitty learn’d, 
In Vertu’s publick lofs to take fome fhare 3 
For there, all but the vicious are concern’d. 


61, 
Your prudence, Royal Maid (he ftrait replies) 
More then your birth, may claim the Lombards Crown 
Whoe're in conqueft of your favor dies; 
For fhort lifes lofs fhall find a long renowne. 


62. 
Then happy Ofwald who is fure to gaine, 
Even by Ambitionthat undoes the wife 3; 
Great was th’ attempt for which he’s nobly {laine ; 
And gets him praife , though he has mift the prife, 
But 
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63. 
But happier Gondibert, who does furvive 
To begg your Mercy, that he thus hath dar’d 
To own that caufe, for which the world might ftrive 5 
And conqu’ring, takes his wounds for his reward, 


4. 
Be Hurgonil long diltant from his Grave, 
Whofe life was fo important in this caufe 5 
Who for each wound he took, a wider gave, 
And lives t’ enjoy the pleafure of applaufe. 
6 


5. 
To fay , how Hugo and Lord Arnold {trove 
For victorie, and mention their event, 
Were to provide fuch fun’ral rites for Love, 
As Death would be clofe Mourner, and repent. 
66. 
Now Laura’s blood back to her liver fled ; 
True Beautie’s Mint :- For by her Heart, Love’s Throne. 
Beautie’s call’d in, like Coyn when Kings are dead; 
As if not currant now her Lover’s gone, 
6 


ae 
And like her beauty, fhe had darkened Jife, 
But that with fprinckled water they reftore 
(By fodain cold, with fodain heat at ftrife) 
Her fpirits to thofe ee they us’d before. 
68. 


She Arwold calls, then loft that name againe; 
Which Rhodalind, and Orua’s teares bemone, 

Who carefully would her {pent ftrength fuftaine, 
Though Hope has oe) yet brought backtheir owne: 


ee 
Now they her Temples chas’d, and ftrait prepare 
Hot Eaftern Fumes to reach her Brains cool’d fences 
With Wine’s fierce {pirits thefe extracted are, 
Which warme but flowly, though of fwift ex pence. 


70: 
Yet now again fhe breath’d Lord Arzold’s name 3 
VVhich her apt Tongue through cuftom beft expreft ; 
Then to ftay Life, that fo unwilling came, 
VVith Cordial Epithems they bath’d her breaft. 


71c 
Th’ attendant Maids, by Tybalt’s ready ayde, 
To ftop her Mourners teares, convey her now 
VVhere fhe may eafe in her own Curtain’s fhade 
Her weary heart, and grief more Tongueallow. 
EY 
No fooner thus was pity’d Laura gon , 
But Ofmald’s fitter, Gartha the renown’d! 
Enters, as if the VVorld were overthrown, 
Or in the teares of the afflicted drown’d. 


73- 
Unconquer’d as her beauty was her minde ; 
VVhich wanted not a {park of Ofwald’s fire 5 
Ambition lov’d, but ne’ to Love was kinde; 
Vex'd Thrones did more then quiet fhades defire: 


Her 
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74> 
Her Garments now in loofe neglect the wore, 
As futed to her wilde difhevel’d haire 3 
Men in her fhape might Natur’s work adore, 
Yet ask, why Art’s nice drefs was abfent there > 


But foon they found what oe this change appear 5 
For meeting Truth, which flowly follows Fame, 
Rage would not give her leafure for a Teare 
To quench (ere thus fhe fpake) her paflion’s flame: 


6, 
Blafted be all your beauties “Rbodlalind, 
Till you afhame, and terror be to light 5 
Unwing’d be Love, and flow as he is blind, 
Who with your Looks poyfon’d my Brothers fight ! 


hE 
Low and neglected be your Father’s Throne , 
Which like your beauty, Ofwald did o're-rate 5 
Let lucklefs war take Lands from his light Crown, 
Till thofe high cares he want that gave it weight ! 
8 


Let Pow’rs confumption be his long difeafe, 

Heavn’s vexing Curb, which makes wild Monarchs tame 
And be he force’d in froward age to pleafe 

His Favour’s Monfter, who devoures his Fame. 


79+ 
May you foon feet (though eee in your love, 
As if your love were Sin) the publick fcorn! 
May Gondibert, who is your glory, move 
Your pittie, when none elfe but you fhall mourn! 
80. 
To the dark Inne where weary Valor, free 
From thanklefs dangers refts) brave Ofwald’s gone! 
But Hubert may, though vanguifh’d, live to fee 
Your Victor with his Victory undone ! 
81 


This faid, fhe mounts (with a tempeftious Brow) 
The Charriot her Calabrian Courfers drew 3 
Lifted by Slaves, (who ftill about her bow) 
As if with wings of {wift revenge the flew. 


82. 
To Brefcza's Camp her courfe fhe had defign’d; 
And bids her Char’ioter drive {wiftly on, 
As if his fteeds were dieted with winde! 
Slow feems their fpeed whofe thoughts before them run. 
8 


oy 

The pav’d Streets kindle with her Chariot wheeles ! 
The Omen of war’s fire, the City {pies, 

Which with thofe {parks ftruck by her courfers heels, 
Shine not fo much as rage does in her Etes. 


4 
Thofe that obferv’d her anger, grief, and hafte , 
VVith a dejected melancholy mourn 3 
She feem’d their Cities Genius as fhe pafs’d, 
Who by their Sins expell’d, would ne’r return. : 
The 


5 aT me me 


Se 
The gentle Ladies, fhe has left in tears , 
Who no examp!te.need nor caufe to melt ; 
For foon even gricf’s’ Alarms, our foremoft fears, 
Kill thofe whofe pain by Love’s quick fence is felt. 
86 


And Rbhodalind her fatal love does blame, 
Becaufe fhe finds it now by Gartha fpy’d 3 
And does Jament Love’s fire, which bafhful thame 
Cannot reveal, nor her difcretion hide. 
87. 
She would not have it waft, nor publick grow ; 
But Jaft conceal’d like that in Tu/lia’s Urne 5 
Or that which profp’rous Chymifts nicely fhow 3 
Which as it thrives, muft more in private burn. 
88 


Yet ftrait Cgrown valiant with her Victors fate) 
She would have Hymen hold his Torches highs 
And Love’s fire pris’d, as Veftals theirs did rate; 
Which none durft quench, though free to evry Eie. 
8 


Refolves her love whilft this ae valor Jafts , 
Shall undisguis’d her Father’s fight endure; 
And orva now to her dear Lover haftes ; 
Whofe outward wounds ftay for her inward cure. 
99. 
But here a wonder may arreft our thought, 
Why ‘Tybalt (of his ufual pitty void) 
To fuch fought Eares thete direful forrows brought, 
Since to the King he onely was imploy’d ? 
I 


gI. 
But thefe are Ridles of mifterious Love! 
Tybalt in private long for Laura pin’d 5 
And try’d how 4rzold weuld her paffion move 
In death, who living ever fill’d her minde ? 


OPE 
And by this trial how fhe Arzold us’d, 
He wifely ment to urge or ftay his heart 5 
But much by Love the Cautious are abus’d, 
Who his wilde Ridles would reduce to Art. 


CANTO 


nr ey 


95 


Canto the Third. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Dead Ofwald to his Camp by Hubert brought ; 
The C amp from pity, are to fury wrought 5 

Yet finde, when Gartha’s looks does them Jurprife, 
Their forward Hands diverted by their Eies : 

Till with her voice new urg’d, they deeds perfue 
Which even Revenge would, had it Eies, efchem, 


I 


' Hen from the fatal Forreft Hubert rod 
To Brefcia he and Borgio bent their way 3 
That their though dead, yet much important Load, 
They might with horror to the Camp convay, 
Ds 
Revenge, impatient Hubert proudly fought ! 
Revenge, which even when juft the wile deride 5 
For on paft wrongs we {pend our time and thought, 
Which fcarce again{t the future can provide. 


56 
But Fame before him came where thofe are bred 
Who to her difmal Tales, faint credit give 5 
Who could not think their mighty Ofmald dead, 


Whilft they unconquer’d, and unwounded live. 


4, 
Nor could Fame hope to make this Camp her Seate; 
Her Tales, the talking, idle, fearful, heare; 
But thefe are filentas in ftolne retreate, 
Bufie as life, and like the Dead paft feare, 


Neer Mela’s flowry Banke ae Army lay 5 
Which Ofmald’s Syre, and Ofmwald oft had led 
Againtt the Vandales King 5 and twice the day 
They gain’d, whilft he from them and Empire fled. 
6 


From Youth expos’d, like Cattle in the Field; 

And not taught warmth, as City Infants are 5 
But colds and fafts , to kill or to be kill’ds 

Like th’ Elements their birth began with Warre. 


7: 
So Rev’rend now, and {trong im age appeare, 
As if maintain’d by more then humane breath ; 
So grave, as if the Councellors they were, 
Not Executioners of Tyrant Death, 
Wich 
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With filence (order’s help, and marke of care) 

They chide that noife which heedlefs youth affek 5 
Still courfe for ufe, for health they cleanly weare, 

And fave in well fix’d Armes, all nicene{s chek’d. 


9. 
They thought, thofe that unarm’d expos’d fraile life , 
But naked Nature valiantly betrai’d; 
Who was though naked, fafe, till pride made ftrife 5 
But made defence muft ufe, now danger’s made. 
10. 
And thofe who toyle of Armor cannot byde, 
Lofe Natur's force, which thefe in cuftom finde 
And make (fince ftrength’s but Nature hourly try’d) 
The Body weak by foftnels of the Minde. 
II, 
They feem’d fo calme, and with their age fo grave, 
So juft and civil in cheir killing trade, 
As if all life were crime but what they fave 5 
Or Murder were by method lawful made, 


je 
Yet now that Manhood which thofe Victors makes 
(So weak is Man, where mof{t he may be prowd) 
Pity, the tender’{t of affections, fhakes, 
And they become from order, loofe, and lowd, 
(ey 
For when they faw the Brother of their Chief 
Led to their Camp by a defeated Traine, 
They foon to late fcorn’d Rumor gave belief , 
And then by Hxbert’s wounds thought Ofwald flainee 


LA. 
But when difguis’d in death they Ofmald faw, 
In a flow Charriot brought, with fun’ral pace ; 
Themfelves in an united Croud they draw 3 
And give to grief one univerfal Face. 
ee 
Wonder (which growes eae by excefic) 
A while did their unruly paflion ftay 5 
The object lafting, made their wonder leffe, 
Which fled to give their grief and anger way. 
6 


16. 
Yet firft their grief (which Manhood fhould reftraine) 
They vent in womens fighs, with teares allay’d 5 
As if thofe women taught them to complaine 
Who by their Swords are weeping Widows made.! 


172 
As Icy Rockes which froft together binde, 

Stand filent. till as filently they melt , 
But when they meet in Currents unconfin’d, 

Swell, and grow loud, as if they freedom felt 5 

18. 

So thefe, unmov’d before, melt quietly 

In their firft grief, till grief (when tears meet tears, 
And fighs meet fighs from ev'ry Breaft and Eie) 

Unruly grows, and danger’s vifage bears, 

Whea 
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19. 
When haftily they heard by whofe dire hand 
Their Gen’ral fell, they think it cold to paufe 
Till anger may be guided by command; 
And vain to ask of curele{s Death the caufe. 
20: 
Som ewould to Bergamo their Enfignes bear , 
Againft thofe Youth which Gondibert had led 5 
Whom they in facrifice would offer there, 
T’ appcafe the living, and revenge the dead. 
ote 
And fome (to fhew their rage more eminent) 
Would to Verona march, and there do deeds 
Should make the fhining Court in blacks lament, 
And weep whilft the Victorious Faction bleeds. 
22, 
Hubert (who faw Revenge advance fo fafte, 
Whilft Prudence, flower pac’d, was left behinde) 
Would keep their anger bent, yet flack their hafte 5 
Becaufe the rafh fall oftner then the blinde. 


28. 
He firft their melting pitty kindly prais’d, 

Which water’d Anger’s forge, and urg’d their fire 3 
That like to Meteors lafts by being rais’d, 

But whea it firft does fink, does ftrait expire. 

24. 
Commends their anger, yet that flame he prays 

May keep the temp’rate Chymicks equal heat ; 
That they in fury might not need allays, 

Nor charge fo rafhly as to want retreat. 

BI 
Begs they this difmal night would there remain, 

And make the hopeful Morntheir Guide; whilft Grief 
(Which high Revenge, as tamenefsfhould difdain) 
"Sleep fliall conceal, and give his wounds relief. 

26. 
He Vafco, Paradine and Dargonet, 

With Ofwald, to the red Pavilion fent 5 
(Death’s equal Pris’ners now for Nature’s debt ) 

And then retires with Borgio to his Tent. 


OF. 
‘This is the night the Brefcians fo bemoawd 5 
Who left their beds, and on their walls appear’d 5 
As if th’ oppreifed World in Earthquakes groan’d, 
Or that fome ruin’d Nation’s fighs they heard 5 
28. 
Admir’d what in that Camp fuch griefs could raife, 
Where ferious Death fo oft had been abus’d, 
When ew’n their {portive Fencers Monthly Plays 
Profan’d that fhape, which States for terror us’d. 
top 
Yet this lowd mourning will ce wonder breed , 
When we with life lay ofmald’s errors by, 
And ufe him as the Living ufe the Dead 5 
Who firft allow men vertue when they dy. 
Stil! 
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30. 
Still lib’ral of his life, of wealth as free ; 
By which he chief in fighting Crowds became 5 
Who mutt their Leaders Valors often fee 5 __ 
And follow them for bounty more then fame. 
31, 
This gen’ral mourning was to lowdnefs rais’d, 
By fhewing Gifts he gave, and wounds he took 3 
They: chid at laft his life which they had prais’d, 
Becaufe fuch vertue it fo foon forfook. 


Cie 
Now Night, by Grief neglected, haftes away! 
Andthey the Morne’s officious Uther fpy , 
The clofe Attendant on the Lord of Day ; 
Who fhewsthe warmer of the World is nigh. 


35° 
And now the Drums, the Camps low Thunder, make 
War's thick united noife from evry Guard ; 
Though they Reveillees {corn, whom grief does wake , 
Who think, fleep Nature’s curfe, not toyls reward, 


34 
All night proud Borgio (chief in Hubert’s truft) 
With haughty hopes, the Camp does waking keep ; 
Ambition is more vigilant then Luft, 
And in hope’s feaver is too hot to fleep. 


35+ 
Now Day, and Hzbert hafte to publick view 5 
His wounds (unlucky more then dangerous) 
Are fo refrefh’d, that he the Army drew 
To a wide Groffe, and urg’d their Anger thus, 
6 


36. 
Friends to my Father! in whofe wounds I fee 
The envy’d Merjt whence his triumphs came 5 
And Fathers to my Brother, and to me5 
For onely you adopted us to Fame! 


af 
Forgive me that T there fave feebly fought , 
Where O/wald in your caufe did nobly ftrive ; 
Whence of his blood thefe veines fo much have brought, 
As makes me blufh that I am ftill alive! 


39. 
Your valiant Youth is gone, whom you have bred 
From milkie Childhood to the years of blood! 
By whom you joy’d fo often to be led, 
Where firme as now your Trophys, then you ftood! 


39. 
Gon is he now, who ftill as low regard 

Bow’d to your age, your wounds as beauty kilts 
Kuew Age was of your temp’rance the reward; 

And Courts in beauty by your skarrs fubfift. 

O. 

Yet was he not for mean Sieennoe laine, 

Who for your inter’{t not his own has fought 5 
Vex'd that the Empire which your wounds did gaine, 

Was by a young unwounded Army fought! 


Fox 


41. 
For Gondi bert (to whom the Court muft bow , 
Now War is with your Fay’rite overthrowne) 
Will by his Camp of Boys at Bergamo, 


VVed her, who to your Valor owes the Crowne. 


42, 
Blame not your Chief for his ambitious fire ; 
VVho was but temp’rate, when he underftood 
He might the Empire in your right require 5 
A {cant reward for your exhaufted blood. 


43. 
Thus Hubert {pakes but now fo fierce they grow, 


That Borgio {trove to quench whom Hubert warm’d 
To Bergamo, they cry’d, to Bergamo ! 


And as they foon were vex'd, as foon are arm’d. 


44. 
For to diftin& and {pacious Tents tbey hie, 
VVhere quick as Vefts of Perfia thifted are, 
Their Arms (which there in cleanly order lie) 
They take from moving VVardrobes of the warre, 


45+ 
Arm’d foon as Porguepines! as if like thofe , 
Their very rage them with defence fupplies 5 
As borne with it, and muft have winged Foes 
That ftoop from Heav’n to harme them by furprife. 
46. 
VVith Enfignes now difplay’d, their Force they draw 
To hafty order, and begin to move; 
But are amus’d by fomething that they faw, 
VVhich look’d like all that ere they heard of love, 


4 
Unufual to their Camp fuch objects were, 
Yet this no ill effe@ from wonder wrought 5 
For it appeas’d them by approaching neer, 
And fatisfi’d their Eies in all they fought. 
8 


. 4°. 
And this was Gartha in her Chariot drawn 3 
Who through the fwarthy Region of the Night 
Drove from the Court; and as a fecond dawn 


Breaks on them, like the Mornes Referve of Light. 


Through all the Camp the ane with Fun’ral pace, 
And ftill bowes meekly down to all the faw ; 
Her grief gave {peaking beauty to her F ace 5 
Which lowly look’d, that it might pitty draw. 


50. 
VVhen by her Slaves, her name they underltood, 
Her Lines of feature heedfully they view 5 
In her complexion track their Gen’ral’s blood, 
And find her more, then what by fame they knew. 


BYs 
They humbly her to that Pavilion guide, 
VVhere Hubert his bold Chie fs with fury fir'd 5 
But his ambition, when he Gartha {py’d 
(To give his forrow place) a while retir’d. 
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SPs 
With his refpectful help fhe does defcend 5 
Where they, with ccar imbraces mingle Tears, 
But now her Male Revenge would grief fufpend; 
Revenge , through Grief, too feminine appears. 


53: 
But when her dear Allies, dead Paradine , ; 
Ard Dargonct fhe faw 5 that Manlinefle 
Which her weak Sex aflum’d, fhe does decline; _ 
As bred too foft, to mannage griefs excefle. 


54: 
Then foon return’d, as loath to fhew her Etes 

No more of Ofwald then the muft forfake 5 
But forrow’s moifture, heat of anger dries; 

And mounted in her Chariot, thus fhe {pake - 


55° 
If you are thofe of whom] oft have heard 
My Father boaft, and that have Ofwald breds 
Ah, where is now that rage our Tyrant fear’d , 
Whofe Darling is alive, though yours be dead? 
6. 
The Court fhines out at Rhodalind’s commands , 
To me (your drooping Flowre) no beam can {pare 5 
Where Ofmald’s name, new planted by your hands, 
Withers, as if it loft the Planters care, 


57+ 
From Rhodalind 1 thus diforder’d flie 5 
Leaft fhe fhould fay, thy Fate unpity’d comes! 
Goe fing, where now thy Fathers Fighters lie, 
Thy Brothers requiem, to their conquring Drums! 
8 


The happy Fields by thofe ae Warriors fought, 
(Which from the Dictates of thy aged Syre, 
Ofwald in high Victorious Numbers wrot) 
Thou fhalt no more fign to thy filenc’d Lyre! 


59. 
Such fcorns, pow’r on Baneey vertue throws, 
When Courts with profp’rous vices wanton are 3 
Who your Authentick age defpife for thofe, 
VVho are to you but Infants of the warre. 


60. 
Thus though fhe {pake, her looks did more perfwade ; 
Like vertuous anger did her colour rife, 
As if th’ injurious world it would invade, 
VVhilft tears of rage not pitty drown her Eies. 
61 


The Sun did thus to threatned Nature fhow 
His anger red, whilft guilt look’d pale in all; 
VVhen Clouds of Floods did hang about his Brow, 
And then fhrunk back to let that anger fall. 


And fo fhe turn’d her Face, not as to grieve 
At ruine, but to lifence what fhe rais’d 

VViilft they (like common Throngs ) all Tongues believe 
VVhen Courts are tax’d, but none when they are prais’d, 


Like 
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63. 
Like Commets, Courts affli& the vulgar Eie ; 
And when they Jargeft in their glory blaze , 
People through ignorance think plagues are nie, 
And till they wafte with mourning wonder gaze, 


64. 
Thefe fcorn the Courts differtion of their age 5 
The active, eafe impos’d, like pain endure ; 
For though calm reft does Age’s pains affwage, 
Yet few the ficknefs own to get the cure. 


Ss 
To Heav'n they lift their looks! whofe Sun ne’r faw 
Rage fo agreed, as now he does bekold; 
Their fhining {words all at an inftant draw , 
And bad him judge next day if they were old! 
66 


And of Verona wifh’d him take his leave; 
Which ere his third return they will deftroy, 
Till none fhall guefs by ruines where to grieve, 
No more then Phrygiavs where to weep for Troy, 
6 


7 

Thus Bergamo is foon forgot, whilft all 
Alowd, Verona cry! Verona mutt 

(That reach’d the Clouds) low as her Quarries fall! 
The Court they'll bury inthe Cities duft. 


CANTO 


pt 
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Canto the Fourth. 


The ARGUMENT. 


At Ofwald’s Camp arrives wife Hermegild 5 
Whofe prefence does a new diverfton yield 5 

In Councel he reveals his fecret Breaft 5 

Would mingle Love with Empires interest : 

From rafh revenge, to peace the Camp invites, 
Who Ofwald’s Fun’ral grace with Roman Rites. 


i. 


N this diftemper whilft the humors ftrive 
T’ affemble, they again diverted are; 
For tow’rds their Trenches Twenty Chariots drive, 
Swiftly as Syrians when they charge in warre. 
) 


They Hermegild with Court attendants fpy'd 5 
Whofe hafte to Hubert does advice intend 3 

To warn him that juft Fate can ne’r provide 
For rafh beginnings a fuccesful end. 


By 
But fate for Hermegild provided wells 
This Story elfe (which him the wife does call) 
Would here his private ruine fadly tell, 
I haftning to prevent the publick Fall, 


4. 
His noble blood obfcurely had been thed, 
His undiftinguith’d Limbs featter’d unknown, 
As is the duft of Victors long fince dead, 
Which here and there, by every wind is blown, 


Such was their rage when on 7 eroma’s way 
(With his rich Trayn) they faw from Court he came 5 
Till fome did their impetuous fury ftay 5 
And gave his life protection for his fame, 
Zz 


O- 
Told them his valor had been long allow’d; 
That much the Lombard’s to his conduct ow 3 
And this prefervd him, for the very Crowd 
Felt honor here, and did to vaior bow, 


7 
Vain Wrath! Deform’d, unquiet Child of Pride! 
Whichin a few the People madnefs call; 
Sut wien by number they grew dignify’d, 
What's rage in fome is liberty in all. 


Through 
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8. 
Through dangers of this lawlefs liberty, 
He like Authentick pow’r does boldly pats; 
And with a quiet and experienc’d eye, 
Through Death’s foul Vizard, does defpife his face. 


9. 
At Hubert’s Tent he lights, where Hubert now 
With Gartha of this Torrent does advife ; 
Which he believes does at the higheft flow, 
And muft like Tides, fink when it cannot rife, 


10. 
When Herwegild he faw, he did difperfe 
Uhofe cares affembled in his looks, and ftrove 
(Though to his Mafter, and the Court perverfe) 
To fhew him all the civil fignes of Love, 
EY 
For him in ftormy war he glorious knew ; 
Nor in calm Councels was he lefS renawn’d ; 
And held him now to Ofmald’s Faction true, 
As by hislove, the world’s firft Tenure , bound, 


12: 
For he ( though watted in the ebb of blood, 
When Man’s Meridian tow’rds his Evening turnes) 
Makes againft Nature’s Law, Love’s Charter good, 
And as in raging Youth for Gartha burnes, 
13, 
Who did his fute not only difapprove, 
Becaufe the fummer of his life was paits 
And the frefh blown, but that even higheft love 
Growes taftlefs to Ambition’s higher tafte, 
14. 
Yer now in fuch a great and fingle caufe, 
With nice Ambition, nicer Love complies 5 
And fhe (fince to revenge he ufefull was) 
Perfwades his hope with Rhet’rique of her Eyes, 


13. 
A cloffe divifion of the Tent they ftrait 
By outward Guards fecure from all refort 5 
Then Hermegild does thus the caufe relate, 


Which to the Camp difpatch d him from the Court; 


16. 
important Prince! who juftly doft fucceed 
To Ofwalds hopes, and all my loyal aides 
Vertue as much in all thy wounds does bleed, | 
As love in me, fince wounded by that Maide. 
17, 
Long have I fayld through Times vexatious fea ; 
And fir fet out with all that Youth is worth; 
The Tropicks pafs'd of bloods hot bravery, 
With all the Sailes, gay Flags, and Streamers forth! 
18. 
But as in hotter vovages, Ships moft 
Weare out their trim, yet then they chiefly gaio 
By inward ftowage, what is outward loft 5 
So men, decays of youth, repaire ia brain. 
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19. 
If I experience boaft when youth decayes, 
Such vanity may Gartha’s pity move, 
Since fo I feek your fervice by felf praife, 
Rather then feem unufefull where I love. 


20. 
And never will I (though by Time fupply’d 
With fuch difcretion as does Man improve) 
To fhew difcretion, wifer Nature hide, 
By feeming now afham’d to fay I Love. 
21 


For love his pow’r has in gray Senates fhown, 
Where he, as to green Gourts, does freely come 3 
And though loud youth, his vifits makes more known, 
With graver Age he’s privately at home. 
22) 
Scarce Greece, or greater Rome a Victor fhowes, 
Whom more Victorious Love did not fubdue; 
Then blame not me who am fo weak to thofe; 
Whil'{t Gartha all exceeds, that ere they knew, 


23. 
Hope (Love's firft food ) I ne’r till now did know; 
Which Love, as yet but temp'rately devours; 
And claimes not love for love, fince Gartha fo 
For Autumn Leaves, fhould barter Summer Flowers, 
24. 
I dare not vainly wifh her to be kinde, 
Till for her love, my Arts and Pow’r beltow 
The Crown on thee, adorn’d with Rhodalind 5 
Which yet for Gartha is a price too low. 


ae 
This faid, he paws’d5 and me the hectick heate 
Of Ofwald’s blood, doubled their Pulfes paces 
Which high, as if they would be heard, did beate, 
And hot Ambition fhin’d in eithers face. 
26. 
For Hermegild they knew could much outdoe 
His words, and did poffefs great Aribert, 
Not in the Courts cheap Glafs of outward fhowe, 
But by a ftudy’d Tenure of the heart. 


a7, 
Whilft this try’d truth does make their wihes fure, 
Hubert on Gartha looks, with fuing Eyes 
For Hermegild,; whofe love fhe will endure, 
And made Ambition yield what Youth deniés. 
28. 
Yet in this bargain of her felf, fhe knowes 
Not how to treat; but all her chief defires, 
Bids Hubert, as the Twins of his, difpofe 
To glory and revenge; and then retires, 


29. 
But with fuch blufhes Hermegild fhe leaves, 
As the unclouded Evening’s Face adorn 3 
Nor much he for her parting glory grieves, 
Since fuch an Evening bodes a happy Mora. 
Now 
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30. 
Now Herzregild by vowes does Hubert binde, 
(Vowes by their fate in Lombard Story known) 
He Gariha makes the price of Rhodalind, 
And Aribert his Tenant to the Crown. 
a1 
He bids him now the Armies rage allay 5 
By rage (faid he) only they Mafters are 
Of thofe they chufe, when temp’rate, to obay : 
Againft themfelves th’ impatient chiefly warre. 
oe 
We are the Peoples Pilots, they our winds ° 
To change by Nature prone; but Art Laveers, 
And rules them till they rife with Stormy Mindes; 
Then Art with danger againft Nature Steers. 


33- 
Where calms have firft amus’d, Storms moft prevail; 
Clofe firft with Calms the Courts fufpitious Eyes 5 
That whilft with all their trim, they fleeping fail, 
A fudden Guft may wrack them by furprife, 


34: 
Your Army will (though high in all efteem 
That ever rev’renc’d Age to Aétion gave) 
But a {mall Party to Verona feem 35 
Which yearly to fuch Numbers‘yields a Grave, 


35- 
Nor is our vafte Metropolis, like thofe 
Tame Towns, which peace has foft’ned into fears 5 
But Death deform’d in all his Dangers knows 5 
Dangers, which he like frightful Vizards wears. 
36. 
From many Camps, who forraign winters felt, 
Verona has her conqu’ring Dwellers ta’ne 5 
In War’s great Trade, with richeft Nations delt 5 
And did their Gold and Fame with Iron gain. 


37° 
Yet to the mighty Arzbert it bowes; 
A King out-doing all the Lombard Line! 
Whole Court (in Iron clad) by courfnefs fhowes 
A growing pow’r, which fades when Courts grow fine. 


Scorn not the Youthful Camp at Bergamo 5 

For they are Victors, though in years but young 5 
The War does them, they it by action know, 

And have obedient Minds, in Bodies {trong. 


5 
Be flow, and ftay for aides, which hafte forfakes ! 
For though Occafion ftill does Sloth out-goe, 
‘The rata, who run from help, fhe ne’r o’er-takes, 
Whole hafte thinks Time, tbe Poft of Nature, flow, 


40. 
This is a caufe which our Ambition fills; 
A caufe, in which our ftrength we fhould not wafte, 
ty yain like Giants, who did heave at Hills 5 
Tis too unwildly for the force of halte. 
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4. 
A caufe for graver Minds that learned are 
In miftick Mans a caufe which we muft gain 
By furer methods then depend on Warre 5 
And refpite valor, to imploy the Brain. 
42. 
In the King’s Scale your merits are too light; 
Who with the Duke, weighs his own partial heart ; 
Make then the gift of Empire publick right, 
And get in Rhodalind the Peoples part. 


43: 
But this rough Tide, the meeting Multitude, 
If we oppofe, we make our voyage long; 
Yet when we with it row, it is fubdu’d; 
And we are wife, when Men in vain are ftrong, 


44. 
Then to the People fue, but hide your force 5 
For they believe the ftrong are ftill unjuft; 
Never to armed Sutors yield remorfe 5 
And where they fee the pow’, the right diftruft. 


45. 
Affault their pity as their weakeft part 5 
Which the firft Plaintiff never failes to move; 
They fearch but in the face to finde the heart; 
And grief in Princes, more then triumph love. 
46. 
And to prepare their pity, Gartha now 
Should in her forrews height with me return 5 
For fince their Eyes at all diftreffes flow, 
How will they at afflicted beauty mourn? 


47. 
Much fuch a pledge of Peace will with the King 
CUrg’d by my int’reft here) my pow’r improve; 
And much my power will to your int’reft bring, 
If from the watchful Court you hide my Love. 


If Gartha deignes to love, our love muft grow 
Unfeen, like Afandrakes wedded under ground; 
That I {till feeming unconcern’d) may know 
The King’s new depths, which length of truft may found! 


49. 
Thus Hermegild his ftudy’d thoughts declar’d; 
Whilft Hubert (who beliewd, difcover'd love 
A folid Pledge for hidden faith) prepar’d 
To ftay the Camp, fo furious to remove. 


O, 

And now their rage (by sone portenee {pred) 
Borgio allays, that elfe like fparks of fire 
(Which drops at firft might drowne )by matter fed, 

At laft to quench the flame may feas require, 
ST 
As with the Sun they rofe in wrath, their wrath 
So with his heat increas’d ; but now he hattes 
Down Heav’ns fteep Hill, to his Atlantick, Bath; 
Where he refrefhes til] his Feaver wattes. 


With 
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52. 
With his (by Borgio’s help) their heat declin’d; 
So foon lov’d Eloquence does Throngs fubdue ; 
The common Miftrefs to each private Minde 5 
Painted and drefs'd to all, to no Man true, 


53° 
To Court his Gartha, Hermegild attends : 
And with old Lovers vaine poetick Eyes , 
Markes how her beauty, when the Sun defe nds, 
His pitty’d Evening poverty fupplies. 


The Army now to Nemes Brefcia bear, 

With difmal pomp, the flain: In hallow’d ground 
They Paradine, and Dargonet interr 3 

And Vafco much in painful war renoun’d. 


55 
To Ofwald (whofe illuftrious Roman minde 
Shin’d out in life, though now in dying hid ) 
Hubert thefe Roman funrral rites affign’d; 
Which yet the World’s Jaft law had not forbid. 


56. 
Thrice is his Body clean by bathing made 5 
And when with Victor’s Oyle anointed or'e, 
Tis in the Pallace Gate devoutly layd’e, 
Clad in that Veft which he in Battel wore, 


Ve 
Whilft feven fucceeding Suns pafs fadly by, 
The Palace feems all hid in Cyprefs Boughs 5 
From ancient Lore, of Man’s mortality 
The Type, for where ie lopp’d it never grows. 


50-6 
The publick fun’ral voice, till thefe expire, 
Cryes out; here Greatnefs, tir’d with honor, refts ! 
Come fee what Bodies are, when Souls retire 5 
And vifit death, ere you become his Guefts ! 


59. 
‘Now on a Purple Bed the Corps they raife , 
Whilft Trumpets fummon all the common Quire 
In tune to mourn him, and difperfe his praife 5 
And then move flowly tow’rds the Fun’ral fire! 
60. 
They beare before him Spoiles they gain’d in warres 
And his great Anceftors in Sculpture wrought; 
And now arrive, where Aubert does declare 
How oft and well, he for the Lombards fought, 
61. 
Here, in an Altar’s form, a Pile is made 
OF Unétious Firr, and Sleepers fatal Ewe 5 
On which the Body is by Mourners laid, 


Whotheir {weet Gummes (their la{t kind Tribute threw.) 


62. 
Aubert his Arme, weftward, averfly ftretch d 5 
Whilft to the hopefull Eaft his Eyes were turn’d 5 
And with a hallow’d Torch the Pyle he reach’d 5 
Which feen, they all with utmoft clamor mourn’d, 


Whilft 
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63. 
Whil'fc the full Flame afpires, Ofwald ( they cry ) 
Farewell ! we follow fwiftly as the Houres ! 
For with Time’s wings, tow’rds Death, even Cripples flie! 
This faid, the hungry Flame its food devoures. 
64. 
Now Priefts with Wine the Afhes quench, and hide 
The Rev’renc’d Reliques in a Marble Urne. 
The old difmiflive Zicet is cry’d 
By the Town voice, and all to Feafts returne. 


65. 
Thus Urnes may Bodies fhew; but the fled Minde 
The Learn’d feek vainly; for whofe queft we pay, 
With fuch fuccefs as coufen’d Shepheards finde, 
Who feek to Wizards when their Cattel ftray, 


CANTO 
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Canto the Fifth. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Hounfe of Aftragon; where in diftrefs 

Of Nature, Gondibert for Art’s redrefs 

Was by old Ulfin brought : where Art's hard ftrife, 
in fiudying Nature for the aid of Life, 

Is by full wealth and condud eafie made ; 

And Truth much viftted, though in her shade: 


I. 


Rom Brefcia {wiftly o're the bord’ring Plain, 
Return we to the Houfe of sfregoxs 
Where Gowdibert, and his fuccefsfull Train, 
Kindly lament the Victory they won. 


2. 
But though I Fame’s great Book fhall open now, 
Expect a while, till fhe that Decad reads, 
Which does this Dukes eternal Story fhow, 
And aged Ulfiz cites for {pecial deeds, 


3 

Where Friendthip is renown'd in Ulfixore 5 

Where th’ ancient mufick of delightful verfe, 
Does it no lefs in Goltho’s Breaft adore, 

And th’union of their equal hearts reherfe. 
Thefe weary Victors the defcending Sun 

Led hither, where fwift Night did them furprife; 
And where, for valiant toiles, wife Ajtragon, 

With {weet rewards of fleep, did fill their Eyes, 


When to the needy World ee did appear, 
And freely op’d her Treafury of light, 
His Houfe (where Art and Nature Tennants were) 
The pleafure grew, and bus’nefs of their fight. 
6 


Where Uifiz ( who an old Domeftick feems, 

And rules as Mafter in the Owners Breatt) 
Leads Goltho to admire what he efteems5 

And thus, what he had long obferv'd, expreft. 


vi 
Here Art by fach a diligence is ferv’d, 

As does thy unwearied Planets imitates 
Whofe motion (life of Nature) has preferv'd 


The world, which God vouchfaf'd but to create, 
Thofe 
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8. ee 
Thofe heights, which elfe Dwarf Life could never reach 
Here, by the wings of diligence they climbe; 
Truth (skar’d with Terms from canting Schools) they teach 3 
And buy it with their beft fav'd Treafure, Time, i 


9. 
Here all Men fvem Recov’rers of time paft; 
As bufie as intentive Ewmets are 5 
As alarm’d Armies that intrench in hafte, 
(x Cities, whorn unlook'd-for fieges skare. 
IO. 
Much it delights the wife Obfervers Eye, 
That all thefe toiles dire& to fev’ral skills 5 
Some from the Mine to the hot Furnace hie, 
And fome from flowry Fields to weeping Stills. 
Lic 
The firft to hopefull Chywicks matter bring, 
Where Med’cine they extract for inltant cure 3 
Thefe bear the fweeter burthens of the Spring ; 
Whole vertues Clonger known) though flow, are fure, 
See there wet Divers from Fofjone fent ! 
Who of the Seas deep Dwellers knowledge give; 
Which (more unquict then their Element) 
By hungry war, upon cach other live. 
ie 
Pearl to their Lord, and Cordial Coral thefe 
Prefent 3 which muft in fharpeft liquids mele 5 
He with Nige/a cures that dull difeate 
They get, who long with ftupid Fifh have dwele. 


I4. 
Others through Quarries dig, deeply below 
Where Defart Rivers, cold, and private run 5 
Where Bodies confervation beft they know, 
And Mines long growth, and how their veines begun, 
ts; 
He fhewes them now Tow’rs of prodigious heighe, 
Where Natures Friends, Philofophers remain 
To cenfure Meteors in their caufe and flight. 
And watch the Wind’s authority on Rain. 
16. 
Others with Optick Tubes the Moons fcant face 
(Valte Tubes, which like long Cedars mounted hie) 
Attract through Glafles to fo near a f{pace, 
As if they came uot to furvey, but prie. 
17, 
Nine hafty Centuries are now fulfill’d, 
Since Opticks firft were known to Ajfragon 3 
By whom the Moderns are become fo skill’d, 
They dream of iccing to the Maker’s Throne. 
18. 
And wifely Afiragon, thus bufie grew, 
To {eek the Stars remore focieties 5 
And jucge the walks of th’ old, by finding new 5 
For Nature’s law, in correfpondence lies, 
Man’s 
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19. 
Man’s pride (grown to Religion) he abates, 
By moving our lov’d Earth ; which we think fix’d ; 
Think all to it, and it to none relates; 
With others motion fcorn to have it mix’d; 


20, 
As if ’twere great and ftately to ftand ftill 
Whilft other Orbes dance on; or elfe think all 
Thofe vafte bright Globes (to fhew God’s needlefs skill) 
Were made but to attend our little Ball. 


21, 
Now near a fever’d Building they difcern’d 
(Which feem’d, as in a pleafant fhade, retir’d) 
A Throng, by whofe glad diligence they learn’d, 
They came from Toyles which their own choice defir’d 
a3. 
This they approach, and as they enter it 
Their Eyes were ftay’d, by reading o’er the Gate, 


@®reat IRatures Office, in large letters writ 5 
And next, they mark’d who there in office fate. 


22, 
Old bufie Men, yet much for wifdom fam’d 5 
Hafty to know, though not by hafte beguil’d ; 
Thefe fitly, J2ature’s Reytlers were nam’d; 
The Throng were their Jntelligencers ftil’d: 


24. 
Who ftop by fnares , and by their chace o retake 
All hidden Beats the clofer Forreft yields; 
All that by fecret fence their refcue make, 
Or truft their force, or fwiftnefS in the Fields. 


a, 
And of this Throng, fome their imployment have 
In fleeting Rivers, fome fix’d Lakes befets 
Where Nature's felf, by fhifts, can nothing fave 
From trifling Angles, or the {wal’wing Net, 
26. 
Some, in the fpacious Ayre, their Prey o’retake, 
Cous‘ning, with hunger, Falcons of their wings 3 
Whilft all their patient obfervations make, 
Which each to JQature’s Dffice duely brings, 


2g, 
And there of ev'ry Fifth, and Foule, and Beaft, 
The wiles thefe learned Regifters record, 
Courage, and feares, their motion and their reft 5 
Which they prepare for their more learned Lord. 
8 


28. 
From hence to JMature s JQurferp they goe; 
Where feems to grow all that in Eden grews 
And more (if Art her mingled species fhow) 
Then th’ Hebrew King, Nature’s Hiftorian, knew. 
29. 
Impatient Simplers climbe for Bloffomes here 3 
When Dewes (Heav'n’s fecret milk) in unfeen fhow’rs 
Firft feed the early Childhood of the year 5 


And in ripe Summer, ftoop for Hearbs and Flow’rs, 
Is 


a 
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30. 
In Autumn, Seeds and Berries they provide; 
Where Nature a remaining force preferves 5 
In Winter digg for Roots, where fhe does hide 
That ftock, which if confum’d, the next Spring fterves, 


a1; 
From hence (frefh Nature’s flourifhing Eftate ! ) 
They to her wither’d Receptacle come; 
Where fhe appears the loathfome Slave of Fate; 
For here her various Dead poffefs the Room. 


eGy 
This difmall Gall’ry, lofty, long, and’ wide 5 
Was hung with Skelitons of ev'ry kinde 5 
Humane, and all that learned humane pride 
Thinks made t’ obey Man’s high immortal Minde. 


33: 
Yet on that Wall hangs he too, who fo thought 5 
And fhe dry’d by him, whom that He obey’d 5 
By her an Elphant that with Heards had fought, 
Of which the fmalleft Beaft made her affaid, 


34. 
Next it, a Whale is high in Cables ty’d, 
Whofe {trength might Herds of Elephants controul; 
Then all, (in payres of ev'ry kinde) they {py'd 
Which Death’s wrack leaves,of Fithes,Beafts,and Fowl. 
35+ 
Thefe /fragon (to watch with curious Eye 
The diffrent Tenements of living breath) 
Collects, with what far Travailers fupply 5 
And this was call'd, he Cabtner of Death, 


36. 
Which fome the Monument of Bodies, name 5 
The ..rke, which faves from Graves all dying kindess 
This to a ftructure led, long known to Fame, 
And call’d, he Manuinentr of banifh’s Windes, 


37- 
Where. when they thought they faw in well fought Books, 
Th’ affembled foules of all that Men held wife, 
It bred fuch awfull rev’rence in their looks, 
As if they faw the bury’d writers rife, 


38. 
Such heaps of written thoughts (Gold of the Dead, 
Which Time does {till difperfe, but not devour) 
Made them prefume all was from Deluge free’d, 
Which long-liv’d-Authors writ ere Noah’s Show’r. 


39. 
They faw Egyptian Roles, which vafily great, 
Did like faln Pillars lie, and did difplay 
The tale of Natures life, from her firft heat, 
Till by the Flood o’er-cool’d, fhe felt decay. 


40. 
And large as thefe ( for Pens were Pencils then) 
Others that Egypts chiefeft Science fhow'd 5 
Whofe River fore’d Geometry on Men, 
Which did diftinguith what the Nyle o’re-flow’d. 
Near 
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ie 

Near them, in Piles, Challean Cous’ners lie 
Who the hid bus’nefs of the Stars relate; 

Who make a Trade of worfhip’d Prophefie; 

And feem to pick the Cabinet of Fate. 


42. 
There Perfian Magi ftand; for wifdom prais’d 
Long fiance wife Statefmen, now Magicians thought 5 
Altars and Arts are foon to fiction rais’d, 
And both would have, that miracles are wrought. 


43. 
In a dark Text, thefe States-men left their Mindes; 
For well they knew, that Monarch’s Miftery 
(Like that of Priefts) but little rev’rence findes, 
VVhen they the Curtain op’e to ev'ry Eye, 


44. 
Behinde this Throng, the ee Greeks had place; 
VVho Nature turn to Art, and Truth difguife, 
As skill does native beauty oft deface; 
With Termes they charm the weak, and pofe the wife. 


45- 
Now they the Hebrew, Greek, and Roman {pie 5 
Who for the Peoples eafe, yoak’d them with Law; 
Whom elfe, ungevern’d lufts would drive awry; 
And each his own way frowardly would draw, 
6 


46. 
In little Tomes thefe grave firlt Lawyers lie, 
In Volumes their Interpreters below 5 
Who firft made Law an Art, then Mitterie 3 
So cleereft fprings, when troubled, cloudy grow. 


47. 
But here, the Souls chief Book did all precede; 
Our Map tow’rds Heav’ns to common Crowds deny’ds 
Who proudly aim to teach, ere they can read, 
And all muft ftray, where each will be a Guide. 
8 


About this facred little Book ‘did ftand 

Unweildly Volumes, and in number great; 
And long it was fince any Readers hand 

Had reach’d them from their unfrequented Seat, 


49- 
For a deep Duft (which Time does foftly thed, 
Where only Time does come) their Covers beare5 
On which,grave Spyders, {treets of Webbs had fpread ; 
Subtle, and flight, as the grave Writers were. 


50. 
In thefe, Heav’ns holy Fire does vainly burns 
Nor warms, nor lights, but is in Sparkles {pent 5 
VVhere froward Authors, with difputes, have torn 
The Garment feamlefs as the Firmament. 
Rae 
Thefe are the old Polemicks , long fince read, 
And fhut by 4ftragon 5 who thought it juft, 
They, like the Authors (Truth’s Tormentors) dead, 


Should lie unvifited, and lo ft in duft. 
Here 


Hd. 
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52. 
Here the Arabzan’s Gofpel open lay, 

(Men injure Truth, who Fiction nicely hide) 
Where they the Afonk’s audacious ftealths furvey, 

From the World’s firft, and greater fecond Guide. 


53: 
The Curious much perusd this, then, new Book 5 
As if fome fecret wayes to Heav’n it taught 5 
For ftraying from the old, men newer look, 
And prife the found, not finding thofe they foughe. 


54. 
We, in Tradition (Heavn’s dark Mapp ) defcrie 
Heav'n worfe, then ancient Mapps farr India thow 5 
Therefore in new, we fearch where Heav’n does lie 3 
The Mind’s fought Ophir, which we long to knows 


55: 
Or as a Planter, though good Land he fpies, 
Seeks new, and when no more fo good he findes, 
Doubly efteems the firft ; fo Trath men prife 5 
Truth, the difcov’ry made by trav’ling Mindes. 
6 


56. 
And this falfe Book, till truly underftood 
By Ajtragon, was openly difplay’d ; 
As counterfeit 5 falfe Princes, rather fhou'd 
Be thewn abroad, then in clofe Prifon lay’d. 


57: 
Now to the old Philofophers they come $ 
Who follow’d Nature with fuch juft defpaire, 
As fome do Kings farr off; and when at home 
Like Courtiers, boaft, that they deep {ecrets fhare. 
8 


58. 
Near them are grave dull Aforalifts, who give 
Counfell to fuch, as ftill in publick dwell ; 
At fea, in Courts, in Camps, and Citties live 5 
And {corn experience from th’ unpractis’d Cell, 


59: 
Efop with thefe ftands high, and they below; 
His pleafant wifdome mocks their gravity 5 
Who Vertve like a tedious Matron fhow, 
He drefles Nature to invite the Eye. 
6 


Oo, 
High skill their Ethicks feemes, whilft he ftoops down 
To make the People wife; their learned pride 
Makes all obfcure, that Men may prife the Gown; 
With eafe he teaches, what with pain they hide. 
6 


I, 
And next (as if their bus’nefs rul’d Mankinde) 
Hiftorians ftand, bigg as their living lcoks 5 
Who thought, fwift Time they could in fetters binde3 
Till his Confeffions they had ta’ne in Books: 


62. 
But Time oft fcap’d them in the fhades of Night 5 
And was in Princes Clofets oft conceal’d, 
And hid in Battels fmoke 5 fo what they Write 
Of Courts and Camps, is oft by guefs reveal’d, 


Near 


a 
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63. 
Near thefe, Phyfitians ftood 5 ie but reprieve 
Like life a Judge, whom greater pow'r does awe3 
And cannot an Almighty pardon give; 
So much yields Subje& Art to Nature’s Law. 


4. 
And not weak Art, but Nature we upbraid, 
When our frail effence proudly we take ill 5 
Think we are robb’d, when firft we are decay’d, 
And thofe were murder’d whom her law did kill, 


65. 
Now they refrefh, after this oe furvey, 
With pleafant Poets, who the Soul fublime ; 
Fame’s Heraulds, in whofe Triumphs they make way 3 
And place all thofe whom Honor helps to climbe: 
66, 
And he who feem’d to lead this ravifh’d Race, 
Was Heav’n’s lov’d Lawreat, that in Jewry writ 3 
Whofe Harp approach’d Gods Ear, though none his Face 
Durft fee, and firft made infpiration, wit, 


G7. 
And his Attendants, fuch bleft Poets are, 
As make unblemifh’d Love, Courts beft delight 5 
And fing the profp’rous Battels of juft warre5 
By thefe the loving, ie and valiant, fight. 
6 


O hirelefs Science! and of all alone 
The Liberal! Meanly the reft each State 

In penfion treats, but this depends on none5 
Whofe worth they rev'rendly forbear to rate, 
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Canto the Sixth. 


The ARGUMENT. 


How Aftragon to Heav’n his duty pays 

In Pray’r, and Penitence, but moft in Praife : 
To thefehe fev ral Temples dedicates 5 

And Ulfin their diftinguifh'd ufe relates, 
Religion’s Rites, feem here, in Reafons [way 5 
Though Reafon muft Religion’s Laws obey. 


I. 


* He noble Youths (reclaim’d by what they faw) 
Would here unquiet war, as pride, forfake 5 
And ftudy quiet Nature’s pleafant Law ; 
Which Schools, through pride, by Art uneafie make 
2 


But now a fudden Shout their thoughts diverts! 
So cheerfull, general, and loud it was, 

As pafs'd through all their Ears, and fill’d their Hearts 
Which likd the joy, before they knew the caufe, 


3. 
This U/fiz, by his long Domeftick skill 
Does thus explain. The Wife I here obferve, 
Are wife tow’tds God 5 in whofe great fervice ftill, 
More then in that of Kings, thenifelves they ferve, 


At 
He who this Building’s Builder did create, 

Has an Apartment here Triangular ; 
Where Afiragon, Three Fanes did dedicate, 

To dayes of Prazfé, of Penitence, and Pray’r. 


5. 
To thefe, from diffrent motives, all proceed; 
For when difcov’ries they on Nature gain, 
They praife high Heavn which makes their work fucceed, 
But when it fails, in Penitence complain. 
6. 
If after Praife, new bleflings are not giv’n, 
Nor mourning Pevitence can ills repair, 
Like prattis’d Beggers, they folicite Heav’n, 
And will prevail by violence of Pray’r. 


We 
The Temple built for Pray’r, can neither boat 
The Builder’s curious Art, nor does declare, 
By choice Materials he intended coft; 
To fhew, that nought fhould need to tempt to Pray’r. 
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8. 
No Bells are here! Unhing’d are all the Gates! 
Since craving in diftrefs 1s naturall, 
All lies fo op’e that none for ent’rance waites 5 
And thofe whom Faith invites, can need no call. 


9. 
The Great have by diftin@ion here no name; 
For all fo cover'd come, in grave difguife, 
To fhew none come for decency or fame) 
That all are ftrangers to each others Eyes. 
10. 
But Penitence appears unnatural 5 
For we repent what Nature did perfwade; 
And we lamenting Man’s continu’d fall, 
Accufe what Nature neceflary made. 
II. 
Since the reqnir’d extream of Penitence 
Seems fo fevere, this Temple was defign'd, 
Solemn and ftrange without, to catch the fenfe, 
And difmal fhew’d within, to awe the mind. 


12. 
OF fad black Marble was the outward Frame, 
(A Mourning Monument to diftant fight) 
But by the larzenefs when you near it came, 
It feem’d the Palace of Eternal Night, 


13. 
Black beauty (which black AZeroens had prais’d 
Above their own) fadly adorn‘d each part 5 
In Stone, from Nyles hard Quarries, flowly rais’d, 
And flowly’er polifh’d by Numidian Art, 
I 


Hither a loud Bells tole, rather commands, 
Then feems t invite the perfecuted Eare 5 
A fammons Nature hardly underftands 5 
For few, and flow are thofe who enter here, 


15. 
Within.a difmall Majefty they find! 
All gloomy, great, all filent does appear ! 
As Chaos was, ere th’ Elements were defign’ds 
Man’s evil fate feems hid and fafhion’d here. 
LG. 
Here all the Ornament is rev’rend black 5 
Here, the check’d Sun his univerfal Face 
Stops bafhfully , and will no entrance make 3 
As if he fpy’d Night naked through the Glafs. 
I 


Te 
Black Curtains hide the Glafs ; whilft from on high 
A winking Lamp, {till threatens all the Room; 
As if the lazy flame juft now would die : 
Such will the Sun’s laft light appear at Doom |! 
8 


18. 
This Lamp was all, that here inform’d all Eyes 5 
And by reflex, did on a Picture gain 
Some few falfe Beames, that then from Sodome rifes 


Where Pencils feigne the fire which Heav'n did rain, : 
his 


came een 
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19. 
This onanother Tablet did reflect, 
W ere twice was drawn the am’rous Afagdaline 5 
Whilft | :auty was her care, then her negled ; 
A d brighteft through her Tears fhe feem’d to thine. 


20. 
Near Jer, feem’d crucifi'd, that lucky Thief 
un Heav'n’s dark Lot’ry profprous, more then wife) 
Whce groap’d at laft, by chance, for Heav’n’s relief, 
And Throngs undoes with Hope, by one drawn Prife. 
aT, 
Ir many Figures by reflex were fent, 
Through this black Vault (inftructive to the minde) 
That early, and this tardy Penitents 
For with Obfdian {tone “twas chiefly lin’d, 
29. 
The Seats were made of Ethiopian Wood, 
The polith’d Ebony, but thinly filld 5 
For none this place by nature underftood 5 
And prattife, when unpleafant, makes few skill’d. 
Dee. 
Yet thefe, whom Heav'n’s mifterious choice fetch’d in, 
Quickly attain Devotion’s utmoft {cope 4 
For having foftly mourn’d away their fin, 
They grow fo certain, as to need no Hope, 
aA. 
At alow Door they enter, but depart 
Through a large Gate, and to fair Fields proceed 5 
Where Afiragon makes Nature laft by Art, 
And fuch long Summers fhews, as ask no feed. 


a5. 
Whilft U/fiz this black Temple thus expreft 
To thefe kind Youths, whom equal foul endeers 5 
(Goltho, and Ulfizore , in friendthip bleft) 
A fecond gen’ral fhout falutes their Eares. 
20. 
To the glad Houfe of Praife this fhout does call! 
To Pray’ (faid he) no Summons us invites, 
Becaufe diftrefs does thither f{ummon all; 
As the loud tole to Pevitence excites. 
27, 
But fince, dull Men, to gratitude are flow; 
And joy’d confent of Hearts is high Heav’ns choice 3 
To this of Praife, fhouts {ummon us to goe3 
Of Hearts affembled, the unfeigned Voice. 
8 


28. 
And fince, wife Affragen, with due applaufe, 
Kinde Heav’n, for his fuccefs, on Nature paves; 
This day , Victorious Art, has giv’n him caufe, 
Much to augment Heav’n’s lov’d reward of praife. 


29. 
For this effectuall day his Art reveal’d, 
What has fo oft Made Nature’s {pies to pine, 
The Loadftones miftick ufe, fo long conceal’d 
In clofe allyance with the courfer Mine, 
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And 
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30. 
And this, in fleepy Vifion, he was bid 
To Regifter in Characters unknown 5 
Which Heav'n will have from Navigators hid, 
Till Saturne’s walk be Twenty Circuits grown. 


i: 
For as Religion (in the a Eaft bred) 
And Arts (which next to it moft needfull were) 
From Vices fprung from their corruption, fled; 
And thence vouchfaf’d a cold Plantation here 3 
32. 
So when they here again corrupted be, 
(For Man can even his Antidotes infect) 
Heav’n’s referv'd World they in the Weft thall fee 3 
To which this ftone’s hid vertue will direc. 


33. 
Religion then (whofe Age this World upbraids, 
As fcorn'd deformitie) will thither fteer; 
Serv’d at fit diftance by the Arts, her Maids; 
Which grow too bold, when they attend too neer. 


34. 
And fome, whom Traffick thither tempts, fhall thence 
In her exchange (though they did grudge her fhrines, 


And poorly banifh’d her to fave expence) 
Bring home the Idol, Gold, from new found Mines. 


35° 
Till then, fad Pilots muft be often loft, 
Whilft from the Ocean’s dreaded Face they fhrink 3 
And feeking fafety near the cous’ning Coaft, 
With windes furpriz’d, by Rocky ambufh fink. 
6 


36. 
Or if fuccefs rewards, what they endure, 
The World’s chief Jewel, Time, they then ingage 


And forfeit (trufting long the Cyzofure) 
To bring home nought but wretched Gold, and Age. 


aie 
Yet when this plague of ignorance fhall end, 
(Dire ignorance, with which God plagues us moft 5 
Whilft we not feeling it, him moft offend) 
Then lower’d Sayles no more fhall tide the Coatt. 
8 


3°. 
They with new Tops to Formafts and the Main, 
And Mifens new, fhall the Ocean’s Breaft invade 5 
Stretch new Sayles out, as Armes to entertain 
Thofe windes, of which their Fathers were afraid. 


39. 
Then (fure of either Pole) they will with pride, 
In evry ftorm, falute this conftant Stone! 
And {corn that Star, which ev'ry Cloud could hide 5 
The Seamen’s {park ! which foon, as feen, 1s gone! 
, 
‘Tis fung, -the Ocean fhall his Bonds untie, 
And Earth in half a Globe be pent no mores 
Typhis thall faile, till Thule he defcry, 


But a domeftick ftep to diftant Shore ! | 
This 


SS 
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41. 
This /ftragon had read; and what the Greek, 
Old Cretiw, in Egyptian Books had found 3 
By which, his travail’d foul, new Worlds did feek, 
And div’d to find the old Atlantis droun’d, 
42s 
Grave U/fin thus difcours’d; and now he brings 
The Youths to view the Temple built for Prraifes 
Where Olive, for th’ Olimpian Victor Springs; 
Mirtle, for Love’s 5 and for War’s triumph, Bayes. 


43- 
Thefe, as rewarcs of Praife, about it grew3 
For lib’rall praife, from an abundant Minde, 
Does even the Conqueror of Fate fubdue; 
Since Heav'n’s good King is Captive to the Kinde, 


44- 
Dark are all Thrones, to what this Temple feem’d 5 
Whofe Marble veines out-fhin’d Heav’n’s various Bow 5 
And would Ceclipfing all proud Rome efteem’d) 
To Northern Eyes, like Eaftern Mornings, fhow, 


45+ 
From Paros Ifle, was brought the Milkie white; 
From Sparta, came the Green, which cheers the view 3 
From Araby, the bluthing Ozychite, 
And from the Ad@i/nian Hills, the deeper Blew. 
6 


46. 
The Arched Front did on vafte Pillars fall ; 
Where all harmonious Inftruments they fpie 
Drawn out in Boffe; which from the Affrigall 
To the flat Frife, in apt refemblance lie. 


47. 
Tofs'd Cymballs (which the fullen Jewes admir’d) 
Were figur'd here, with all of ancient choice 
That joy did ere invent, or breath infpir’d, 
Or flying Fingers touch’d into a voice, 
48. 
In Statute o’re the Gate, God's Fav’rite-King 
(The Author of Celeftial praife) did ftand ; 
His Quire (that did his fonnets fet and Sing ) 
In Niches rang’d, attended either Hand. 


49. 
From thefe, old Greeks {weet Mufick did improve; 
The Solemn Dorian did in Temples charm, 
The fofter Lydian {ooth'd to Bridal Love, 
And warlike Phrygiaz did to Battel warm ! 
50. 
They enter now, and with glad rev’rence faw 
Glory, too folid great to tafte of pride; 
So facred pleafant, as preferves an awe; 
Though jealous Priefts, it neither praife nor hide, 
51. 
Tapers and Lamps are not admitted here 5 
Thofe, but with fhaddowes, give falfe beauty grace; 
And this victorious glory can appear 
Unvayl’d before the Sun’s Meridian Face: 
Whole 


2 
Whofe Eaftern luftre rafhly a now; 
Where it his own mean Infancy difplays; 
Where it does Man’s chief obligation fhow , 
In what does moft adorn the Houfe of Praifes; 


2 
The great Creation by bold Bencils drawn; 
Where a feign’d Curtain does our Eyes forbid 
Till the Sun’s Parent, Light, firft feems to dawn ; 
From quiet Chaos, which that Curtain hid. 


4. 
Then this all-rev’renc’d Sun’ (God's hafty Spark 
Struck out of Chaos, when he firft {truck Light) 
Flies to the Sphears, where firft he found all dark, 
And kindled there th’ unkindled Lamps of Nights 
* 
Then Motion, Nature’s pep eardie 
Tun’d order in this World, Life’s reftlefs Inn; 
Gave Tydes to Seas, and caus’d ftretch’d Plants to live 3 
Elfe Plants but feeds, and Seas but Lakes had bin. 
56. 
But this Fourth Fiat, warming what was made, 
(For light ne’r warm’d, till it did motion get) 
The Picture fills the World with woody fhade 5 
To thew how Nature thrives by Motion’s heat, 


57° 
Then to thofe Woods the next quick Fiat brings 
The Feather’d kinde; where merrily they fed, 
As if their Hearts were lighter then their Wings ; 
For yet no Cage was fram’d, nor Net was fpred, 


58. 
The fame Fifth voice does Seas and Rivers Store 5 
Then into Rivers Brooks the Painter powres, 
And Rivers into Seas; which (rich before) 
Return their gifts, to both, exhal’d in Show’rs. 


59+ 
This voice (whofe {wift aiecicn in all it wrought, 
Seems to denote the Speaker was in hatte, 
As if more worlds were framing in his thought) 
Adds’ to this world one Fiat, as the latft. 
60. 
Then ftrait an univerfal Herd appears 5 
Firft gazing on each other in the fhade; 
Wondring with levell’d Eyes, and lifted Eares, 
Then play, whilft yet their Tyrant is unmade. 
61. 


And Man, the Painter now prefents to view ; 
Haughty without, and bufie ftill within ; 
Whom, when his Furr’d and Horned Subjects knew, 
Their fport is ended, and their fears begin. 
62. 
But here (to cure this Tyrant’s fullennefs) 
The Painter has a new falfe Curtain drawn, 
Where, Beauty’s hid Creation to exprefs; 
From thence, harmlefs as light, he makes it dawn, 


From 
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63. 
From thence breaks low ly forth, the World’s firft Maid ; 
Her Breaft, Love’s Cradle, where Love quiet lies 5 
Nought yet had feen fo foule, to grow afraid, 
Nor gay, to make it cry with longing Eyes, 
6 


4. 
And thence, from ftupid fleep, her Monarch fteals5 
She wonders, till fo vain his wonder growes, 
That it his feeble fov’raignty reveales 5 
Her beauty then, his Manhood does depofe. 
65, 
Deep into fhades the Painter leads them now ; 
To hide their future deeds; then ftormes does raife 
O’re Heav’n’s {mooth face, becaufe their life does grow 
Too black a ftory for the Houfe of Praz/e. 
66 


A noble painted Vifion next appears s 
Where all Heav'n’s Frowns in diftant profpect wate; 
And nought remains, but a fhort fhowre of Tears, 
Shed, by its pity, for Revenges paift, 
6 


7 
The Worlc’s one thip, from th’ old to’a new World bound 3 
Fraighted wich Life (chief of uncertain Trades !) 
After Five Moons at drift, lies now a ground; 
Where her frail Stowage, fhe in hafte unlades. 
68 


On Perfian Caucafus the Eight defcend 5 
And feem their trivial beings to deplore 3 
Griev’d to begin this World in th’ others end; 
And to behold wrack’d Nations on the Shore, 


69. 
Each humbled thus, his Beafts led from aboard, 
As fellow Paflengers, and Heirs to breath 5 
Joynt Tennants to the World, he not their Lord 5 
Such likenefs have we in the Glafs of Death, 


70. 
Yet this humility begets their joy ; 
And taught, that Heav’n ( which fully fin furveys ) 
Was partial where it did not guite deftroy 5 
So made the whole World’s Dirge their fong of praife. 
vate 
This firft redemption to another led, 
Kinder in deeds, and nobler in effects; 
That but a few did refpit from the Dead, 
This all the Dead, from fecond Death protetts, 
72. 
And know, loft Nature! this refemblance was 
Thy tranke Redeemer, in Afcenfion fhown ; 
When Hell he conquer’d in thy defp’rate caufe 5 
Hell, which before, Man’s common Grave was grown. 


73. 
By Percills this was exquifitely wrought; 
Ror ie. n all the Cerious would behold 3; 
Where ife Came cut, and Met the Painters thought; 
The Force was teuder, though the ftrokes were bold. 
The 
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. 74: 
The holy Mourners, who this Lord of life 
Afcending faw, did feem with him to rife; 
So well the Painter drew their paffions {trife, 
To follow him with Bodies, as with Eyes. 


75° 
This was the chief which in this Temple did 
By Pencils Rhetrique, to praife perfwade, 
Yet to the living here, compar’d, feems hid ; 
Who ihine all painted Glory into fhade. 
6 


76: 
Lord Affragon a Purple Mantle wore, 
Where Natures ftory was in Colours wrought 3 
And though her ancient Text feem’d dark before, 
‘Tis in this pleafant Comment clearly taught, 


77. 
Such various Flowry Wreaths th’ Affembly weare, 
As fhew’d them wifely proud of Nature's pride ; 
Which fo adorn’d them, that the courfeft here 
Did feem a profp’rous Bridegroom, or a Bride. 
8. 


78. 
All fhew’d as frefh, and faire, and innocent, 
As Virgins to their Lovers firft furvey 5 
Joy’d as the Spring, when AZarch his fighs has fpent, 
And 4pril’s {weet rafh Teares are dry’d by Atay: 


79+ 
find this confed’rate joy fo {well’d each Breatft, 
That joy would turn to pain without a vent 5 
Therefore their voices Heav’n’s renown expreft 5 
Though Tongues ne’r reach, what Mindes{o nobly meant, 
80, 
Yet Mufick here, fhew’d al! her Art’s high worth 5 
Whilft Virgin-Trebles, feem’d, with bafhfull grace, 
To call the bolder marry’d Tenor forth; 
Whofe Manly voice challeng’d the Giant Bafe, 
81 


To thefe the fwift foft Inftruments reply 5 
Whifp ring for help to thofe whom winds infpire; 
Whofe lowder Notes, to Neighb’ring Forrefts flie, 
And fummon Nature’s Voluntary Quire. 
82 


Thefe Aftragon, by fecret skill had taught, 
To help, as if in artfull Confort bred 5 

Who fung, as if by chance on him they thought, 
Whofe care their carelefs merry Fathers Fed. 


a 
Hither, with borrow’d ftrength, Duke Gondibert 
Was brought, which now his rip’ning wounds allow; 
And high Heav’ns praife in mufick of the heart, 
He inward fings, to pay a victors vow. 
8 


4, 
Praife, is devotion fit for mighty Minds! 
The diffring World’s agreeing Sacrifice 5 
Where Heav’n divided Faiths united findes + 
But Pray’r in various difcord upward flies. 


ee 
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85. 
For Prayr the Ocean is, where diverflie 
Men fteer their Courfe, each to a fev’ral Coafts 
Wicere ali our int’refts fo difco-dant be, 
That half beg windes by which the reft are loft. 
86 


a $$ ee 


By Penitence, when we our felves forfake, 
Tis but in wife defign on pitious Heav’n 3 
In Praife we nobly give, what God may take, 
And are without a Beggers blufh forgiv’n, 


Fis 
Its utmoft force, like Powder’s, is unknown! 
And though weak Kings excefs of Praife may fear, 
Yet when tis here, like Powder, dang’rous grown, 
Heav'n’s Vault receives, what would the Palace tear, 
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The Dukes wifh'd health in doubt full wounds affur'd; 
Who gets new wounds before the old are curd: : 
Nature in Birtha, Art’s weak help derides 

Which ftrives to mend, what it at beft but hides 5 
Shewes Nature's courfer works, fo bid, more conr{é ; 
As Sin conceal d, and unconfes'd, growes worfe, i 


I. 


Et none our Lombard Author rudely blame, 
Who from the Story has thus long digreft 5 

But for his righteous paines, may his fair Fame 
For ever travail, whilft his Afhes reft. 


2. 
Ill could he leave Art’s Shop of Nature’s Store 5 
Where the the hidden Sou! would make more known; 
Though Common faith feeks Souls, which is no more ; 
Then long Opinion to Religion grown. 


ey 
A while then let this fage Hiftorian ftay 
With 4ftragon, till he new wounds reveales, 
And fuch (though now the old are worn away) 
As Balm, nor juice of Pyrol, never heales. 


re 
To Aftragon, Heav'n for fucceflion gave 
One onely Pledge, and Birtha was her names 
Whofe Mother flept, where Flow’rs grew on her Grave 5 
And fhe fucceeded her in Face, and Fame. 


Se 
Her beauty, Princes, durft not hope to ufe, 
Unlefs, like Poets, for their Morning Theam 5 
And her Mindes beauty they would rather chufe, 
Which did the light in Beautie’s Lanthorn feem. 
6 


She ne’r faw Courts, yet Courts could have undone 
VVith untaught looks, and an unpra¢tis’d heart 5 
Her Nets, the molt prepar’d, could never fhun 5 
For Nature {pread them in the fcorn of Art. 


She never had in bufie Cities bin ; 
Ne'r warm’d with hopes, nor ere allay’d with fears 5 
Not feeing punifhment, could guefs no Sin 5 


And Sin not feeing, ner had ufe of tears, 
But 
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8. 
But here her Fathers’s precepts gave her skill, 
Which with inceffant bufinefs fill’d the Houres 5 
In {pring , fhe gather'd Blofloms for the Still, 
In Autumn, Berries; and in Summer, Flowers, 


9. 
And as kinde Nature with calm diligence 
Her own free vertue filently imploys, 
Whilft fhe, unheard, does rip’ning growth difpence, 
So were her vertues bufie without noife. 


10. 
Whilft her great Miftris, Nature , thus fhe tends, 
The bufie Houfhold waites no Jefs on her 5 
By fecret Law, each to her beauty bends 5 
Though all her lowly Minde to that prefer, 
II. 
Gracious and free, fhe breaks upon them all 
With Morning looks 3 and they when fhe does rife, 
Devoutly at her dawn in homage fall, 
And droop like Flowers, when Evening fhuts her Eyes. 


12. 
The footy Chymift (who his fight does wafte, 
Attending leffer Fires) fhe pafling by, 
Broke his lov’d Lymbick, cheat enamour’d hafte, 
And let, like common Dew, th’ Elixer fly. 


13, 
And here the grey Philofophers refort, 
Who all to her, like crafty Courtiers, bow; 
Hoping for fecrets now in Nature’s Court 5 
Which only fhe (her fav’rite Maid) can know. 


14. 
Thefe , as the Lords of fcience, fhe refpects, 
And with familiar Beams their age the chears 3; 
Yet all thofe civil formes feem but neglects 
To what fhe fhewes, when Aftragon apears. 
I 


For as fhe once from him her being took, 
She hourly takes her Law reads with (wift fight 
His will, even at the op’ning of his look, 
And fhews, by hafte, obedience her delight. 
16 


She makes ( when fhe at diftance to him bowes) 
His int’reft in her Mother’s beauty known 5 

For that’s th’ Origizal whence her Copy growes3 
And near Originalls, Copys are not fhown. 


17. 
And he, with dear regard, her gifts does weare 
Of Flowers, which fhe in miftick order ties 5 
And with the facrifice of many’a teare 
Salutes her loyal ee in her Eyes. 
I 


The juft Hiftorians, Birtha thus exprefs 5 
And tell how by her Syres Example taught, 
She ferv’d the wounded Duke in Life's diftrefs, 
And his fled Spirits back by Cordials brought. : 
Blac 


rapt SEEPS NCA OR ; 
AA AE A te 
a 


An Fleroick Poem. 127 


——————————————————————————— 


19. 
Black melancholy Mifts, that fed difpair 
Through wounds long rage, with fprinkled Veruiz cleer'’d 5 
Strew’d Leaves of Willow to refreth the air, 
And with rich Fumes his fullen fences cheer’d, 
a0. 
He that had ferv’d great Love with rev’rend heart, 
In thefe old wounds, worfe wounds from him endures 3 
For Love, makes Birtha fhiitt with Death, his Dare, 
And fhe kills rafter chen her Father cures. 
24) 
Her heedjefs innocence as little knew 
The wounds fhe gave, as thofe from Love fhe took; 
And Love lifts high each fecret Shaft he drew ; 
Which at their Stars he firft in triumph fhook ! 


22. 
Love he had lik’d, yet never lodg’d before; 
But findes him now a bold unquiet Guett; 
Who climbes to windowes, when we fhut the Dore ; 
And enter’d , never lets the Mafter reft. 
a3: 
So ftrange diforder, now he pines for health, 
Makes him conceal this Reveller with fhame 5 
She not the R »bber knows, yet feeles the ftealth 5 
And never but in Songs had heard his name. 


24. 
Yet then ': was, when fhe did fmile at Hearts 
Which Country Lovers wear in bleeding Seals 5 
Ask'd wherc inis pretty Godhead found fuch Darts, 
As make thofe wounds that onely Hymez heals. 
oe 
And this, her ancient Maid, with tharp complaints 
Heard, and rebuk’ds fhook her experienc’d Head 3 
With teares befought her not to jeft at Saints, 
Nor mock thofe Martyrs, Love had Captive led. 
26. 
Nor think the pious Poets e’re would wafte 
So many Teares in Ink, to make Maids mourn, 
If injur’d Lovers had in ages pafte 
The lucky Mirtle, more then Willow worn, 
27, 
This grave rebuke, Officious Memory 
Prefents to Brrtha’s thought ; who now believ’d 
Such fighing Songs, as tell why Lovers dy, 
And prais’d their faith, ee wept, when Poets griev’d. 
2 
She, full of inward queftions, walks alone, 
To take her heart afide in fecret Shade; 
But knocking at her Breaft, it feem’d, or gone, 
Or by confed’racie was ufelefs made 5 
Pip 
Or elfe fome ftranger did ufurp its room; 
One fo remote, and new in ev'ry thought, 
As his behaviour fhews him not at home; 


Nor the Guide fober that him thither brought. 
Yet 
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30. 
Yet with this forraign Heart, fhe does begin 
To treat of Love, her moft unftudy:>d Theame; 
And like young Confcienc’d Cafuifts, thinks ‘that fin, 
Which will by talk and practife lawfull feeme. 
31. 
With open Eares, and ever-waking Eyes, 
And flying Feet, Love's fire fhe from the fight 
Of all her Maids does carry, as from Spys 5 
Jealous, that what burns her, might give them light, 


258 
Beneath a Mirtle Covert fhe does {pend 
In Maids weak wifhes, her whole {tock of thoughts 
Fond Maids! who love, with Mindes fine {tuff would mend, 
Which Nature purpofely of Bodys wrought, 


33. 
She fafhions him fhe lov’d of Angels kinde 5 
Such as in holy Story were imploy’d 
To the tuft Fashers, from th’Eternal Minde 5 
And in fhort vifion onely are injoy’d. 


34. 
As Eagles then, when neareft Heav’n they flie, 
OF wild ‘mpoflibles fooa weary grow 3 
Feeling their bodies finde no reft fo high, 
And therefore pearch on Earthly things below: 


35. 
So now fhe yields; him fhe an Angel deem’d 

Shall be a Man; the Name which Virgins fear ; 
Yet the moft harmlefs to a Maid he feem’d, 

That ever yet that fatal name did bear, 

36. 

Soon her opinion of his hurtlefs heart, 

Affection turns to faith; and then loves fire 
To Heav'n, though bafhfully, fhe does impart 5 

And to her Mother in the Heav'nly Quire. 


27: 
It I do love, (faid the) that love (O Heav’n ! ) 
Your own Difciple, Nature, bred in me; 
Why fhould I hide the paflion you have given, 
Or bluth to thew effects which you decree > 


38. 
And you, my alter’d Mother (grown above 
Great Nature, which you read, and reverenc’d here) 
Chide not fuch kindnefs, as you once calld Love, 
When you as mortal as my Father were. 


39: 
This faid, her foul into her Breaft retires ! 
With Love’s vain diligence of heart the dreams 
Her felf into poffeffion of defires, 
And trufts unanchor’d Hope in fleeting Streams. 


40, 
Already thinks, the Duke her own {pous’d Lord, 
Cur'd, and again from bloody Battel brought; 
Where all falfe Lovers perifh’d by his fword; 
The true to her for his protection fought, 


She 
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4I. 
She thinks, how her imagin’d Spoufe and fhe 
So much from Heav'n, may by her certuee in 3 
That they by Time fhall ne’r o’retaken be, ee 
No more then Time himfelf is overta’ne, 


2 

Or fhould he touch them rf he by does nafs, 
Heav'n’s favour may repay their Summers gone 
And he fo mix their fana in a flow Glafs, : 
That they fhall live, and not as Two, but Ove. 


She thinks of Eden-life 3 and - rough winde, 

In their pacitique Sea fhall wrinkles make 3 
That {til ner lowlinefs fhall keep him kinde, 

Her eares keep him alleep, her voice awake. 
She thinks, if ever anger in hit {way. 

(The Youthful Warrior’s moft excus'd difeafe) 
Such chance her Teares fhall calm, as fhowres allay 

The accidental rage of Windes and Seas. 


5. 
She thinks that Babes Bre from mingling Eyes, 
Or Heav’n from Neighbourhood increafe allows, 
As Pala, and the Mamora frucefiess 
Or they are got, by clofle exchanging vows. 
6 


But come they (as fhe hears) from Mothers pain, 

( Which by th’ unlucky firft-Maids longing, proves 
A lafting curfe) yet that the will fuftain, 

So they be like this Heav’nly Man fhe loves, 


47. 
Thus to her felf in day-dreams Brrtha talkes; 
The Duke (whofe wounds of war are healthful grown) 
To cure Love’s wounds, feeks Birtha where fhe walks; 
Whofe wandring Soul, feeks him to cure her own, 
48. 
Yet when her folitude he did invade, 
Shame (which in Maids is unexperienc’d fear) 
Taught her to wifh Night’s help to make more fhade, 
That Love (which Maids think guilt)might not appear 


49. 

And fhe had fled him now, ee that he came 

So like an aw’d, and conquer d Enemy, 
That he did feem offencelefs, as her fhame 5 
As if he but advanc’d for leave to fly.’ 


50. 
Firft with a longing Sea-mans look he gaz‘d, 
Who would ken Land, when Seas would him devour; 
Or like a fearfull Scout, who ftands amaz’d 
To view the Foe, and multiplies their pow'r. 


im 
Then all the knowledge which her Father had 
He dreams in her, through purer Organs wrought 
Whofe Soul (fince there more delicately clad) 


By leffer weight, more active was in thought. 
And 
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52. 
And to that Soul thus fpake, with trembling voice; 
The world will be (O thou, the whole workd’s Maid!) 
Since now tis old enough to make wife choice, 
Taught by thy minde, and by thy beauty {way’d, 
3) 
And Ta needlefs part of it, unlefs 
You think me for the whole a Delegate, 
To treat for what they want of your excefs, 
Vertue to ferve the univerfal State. 


54+ 
Nature (our firft example, and our Queen, 
Whofe Court this is, and you her Minion Maid) 
The World thinks now, is in her ficknefs feen, 
And that her noble influence is decay’d, 


And the Records fo worn of her-firtt Law, 

That Men, with Art’s hard fhifts, read what ts good; 
Becaufe your beauty many never faw, 

The Text by which your Minde is underftood, 


56. 
And I with the apoftate world fhould grow, 
From fovraigne Nature, a revolted Slave, 
But that my lucky wounds brought me to know, 
How with their cure my ficker minde to fave. 


57: 
A minde ftill dwelling idly in mine Eyes, 
Where it from outward pomp could ne’r abftain 5 
But even in beauty, coft of Courts did prife, 
And Nature, unaffifted, thought too plain, 
8 


58. 
Yet by your beauty now reform’d, I finde 
All other only currant by falfe light 5 
Or but vain Vifions of a feav’rifh minde; 
Too flight to ftand the teft of waking fight. 


And for my healthfull Minds’ Cdifeastd before ) 
My love I pay; a gift you may difdain, 
Since Love to you, Men give not, but reftore 5 
As Rivers to the Sea pay back the Rain. 
60. 
Yet Eaftern Kings, who all by birth poffefs, 
Take gifts, as gifts, from vaffals of the Crown} 
So think in love, your property. not lefs, 
By my kind giving what was firft your own. 
61. 
Lifted with Love, thus he with Lovers grace, 
And Love’s wilde ‘wonder, fpake; and he was rais’d 
So much with rev’rence of this learned place, 
That {till he fear'd to injure all he prais’d 
62. 
And fhe in love unpractis’d and unread, 
(But for fome hints her Miftrefs, Nature, taught) 
Had it, till now, like grief with filence fed, 
For Love and grief are nourifh’d beft with thoughr, 
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Ore 
But this clofs Diet, Love endures not longs 

He mutt in fighs, or {peech, take ayre abroad 5 
And thus, with his Interpreter, her Tongue, 

He ventures fort, though like a ftranger aw’d. 


She faid, thofe vertues now the highly needs, 
Which he fo artfully in her does praife, 
To check (fince vanity on praifes feeds) 
That pride which his authentick words may raife: 


That if her Pray’rs, or care, Xi ought reftore 

Of abfent health, in bis bemoan’d ditftrefs ; 
She beg’d, he would approve her duty more, 

And fo commend her fecble vertue lefs. 

66. 

That fhe the payment he of love would make 

Lefs underftood, then yet the debt fhte knew 5 
But coynes unknown, fufpitioufly we take, 

And debts, till manifeft, are never due. 


67. 
With bafhfull Looks the fought him to retire, 
Leaft the fharp Ayre fhould his new health invades 
And as fhe fpake, the faw her rev’rend Syre 
Approach to feek her in her ufual fhade. 
68. 
To whom with filial homage fhe does bow : 
The Duke did firft at diftant duty ftand, 
But foon imbrac’d his knees; whil’ft he more low 
Does bend to him, and then reach’d Birtha’s hand. 
69. 
Her Face, o’recaft with thought, does {con betray 
Th’ affembled fpirits, which his Eyes detect 
Py her pale look, as by the Milkie way 
Men firft did the allembled Stars fufpect, 
72: 
Or as a Pris’ner, that in Prifom pines, 
Still at the utmoft window grieving lics 5 
Even fo her Soule, imprifon'd, fadly fhines, 
As if it watch’d for freedome at her Eyes ! 


aXe 
This guides him to her Pulfe, th’ Alarum Bell, 
Which waits the infurreCtions of defire 5 
And rings fo faft, as if the Cittadell, 
Her newly conquer’d Breaft, were all on fire! 
72s 
Then on the Duke, he cafts a fhort furvay ; 
Whofe Veines, his Temples, with deep purple grace 3 
Then Love's difpaire gives them a pale allay 5 
And fhifts the whole complexion of his Face. 


73: 
Nature’s wife Spy does onward with them walk ; 
And findes, each in the midft of thinking ftarts 5 
Breath’d fhort, and fwiftly in diforder’d talk, 


To cool, beneath Love's Torrid Zone, their hearts, 
When 
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74 
When all thefe Symptomes he obferv’d, he knowes 
From Alga, which is rooted deep in Seas; 
To the high Cedar that on Mountaines grows, 
No fov’raign hearb is found for their difeafe, 


es} 
He would not Nature’s eldeft Law refift, 
As if wife Natures Law could be impure; 
But Birth with indulgent Looks difmift, 
And means to counfel, what he cannot cure. 
76. 
With mourning Gondibert he walks apart , 
To watch his Paflions force; who feems to bear 
By filent grief, Two Tyrants o’re his Heart, 
Great Love, and his inferior Tyrant, Fear, 


77+ 
But Affragon fuch ki-d inquiries made, 
Of all which to nis Art’s wife cares belong, 
As his ‘ick filence he does now diflwade, 
Aud midi Lov's fears, gives courage to his Tongue: 
8 


Then thus he fpake with Love's humility 5 
Have pitty Father! and fince firft fo kinde, 
You woula not let this worthlefs Body die, 
Vouchfafe more nobly to preferve my Minde! 


79s 
A Minde fo lately lucky , as it here 
Hus Vertues Mirror found, which does reflect 
Such blemithes as Cuftom made it weare, 
But more authentick Nature does detedt. 
30, 
A Minde long fick of Monarchs vain difeafe 5 
Not to be fill’d, becaufe with glory fed 5 
So bufie it condemn’d even War of eafe, 
And for their ufelefs reft defpis’d the Dead. 
ap 


But fince it here has Vertue quiet found, 
It thinks (though Storms were with’d by it before ) 
All fick at leaft at Sea, that {cape undrown’d, 
Whom Glory ferves aeuinde: to leave the fhore, 
2 
All Vertue is to yours but fafhion now, 
Religion, Art; Internals are all gon, 
Or outward turn’d, to fatisfie with thow, 
Not God, but his inferiour Eye, the Sun. 
83. 
And yet, though vertue be as fafhion fought, 
And now Religion rules by Art’s prais’d skill ; 
Fafhion is Vertue’s Mimmick, falfely taught 5 
And Art, but Nature’s Ape, which plays her ill. 
8 


4. 
To this bleft Houfe (great Nature’s Court) all Courts 
Compar’d, are but dark Clofets for retreat 
Of private Mindes, Battels but Childrens {ports 
And onely fimple good, is folid great. 


Let 
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85. 
Let not the Minde, thus freed from Error’s Night, 
(Siace you repriev'd my Body from the Grave) 
Perifh for being now in love with light, 
But let your Vertue, Vertue’s Lover fave, 
86. 
Birtha I love; and who loves wifely fo, 
Steps far tow’rds all which Vertue cam attain 3 
But if we perifh, when tow’rds Heav'n we go, 
Then have I learnt that Vertue is in vain. 


87, 
And now his Heart (extracted through his Eyes 
In Love’s Elixer, Tears) does foon fubdue 
Old Afiragon; whole pity, though made wife 
With Love’s falfe Effences, likes thefe as true, 
88. 
The Duke he to a fecret Bowre does lead, 
Where he his Youths firft Story may attends 
To guefs, ere he will let his love proceed, 
By fuch a dawning, baw his day will end. 


9. 
For Vertue, though a rarely planted Flowre, 
Was in the feed by this wife Florif? known 3 
Who could foretell, even in her {pringing houre, 
What colours fhe fhall wear when fully blowa, 
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Birtha her firft unpradis’d Love bewailes, 
Whilff Gondibert o” Aftragon prevailes, 
By fhewing , high Ambition is of ufc, 

And Glory in the Good needs no excufe, 
Goltho a grief to Ulfinore reveales, 
Whilft he a greater of his own conceales. 


I. 


; ) Triha her griefs to her Apartment brought, 

Re Where all her Maids to Heav'n were usd toraife 
M Their voices, whilft their bufie Fingers wrought 
Y To deck the Altar of the Houfe of Praife. 


2. 
But now fhe findes their Mufick turn’d to care; 
Their looks allay’d, like beauty overworn ; 
Silent and fad as with ring Fav’rites are, 
Who for their fick indulgent Monarch mourn, 


a 
Thula (the eldeft of this filenc’d Quire) 
When Brrtha at this change aftonifh’d was, 
With hairy whifper, begg’d her to retire 5 
And on her Knees, thus tells their forrows caufe. 


Forgive me fuch experience, as too foon, 

Shew'd me unlucky Love 3 by which I guefs 
How Maids are by their innocence undon, 

And trace thofe forrows that them firft oppres 


Ge 
Forgive fuch pafflion as to fpeech per{wades, 
And to my Tongue my obfervation brought 5 
And then forgive my Tongue, which to your Maids, 
Too rafhly carryd, what Experience taugbt. 
6 


For fince I faw this wounded ftranger here 
Your inward mufick ftill untun’d has been 5 
You who could need no hope, have learnt to fear, 
And practis’d grief, ere you did know to Sin. 


ve 
This being love, to Agatha I told 5 
Did on her Torgue, as on {till Death rely 5 
But winged Love, fhe was too young to hold, 
And, wanton-like, let it to others fly. 
Love 
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Love, who in whifper feap’d, did publick grow 5 

Which makes them now their time in filence walte; 
Makes their neglectected needles move fo flow, 

And through their Eies, their Hearts diffolve fo fafte. 


For oft, dire tales of Love ie fill’d their Heads ; 
And while they doubt you in that Tyrant’s pow’r, 
The Spring (they think) may vifit Woods and Meads, 
But {carce fhall hear a Bird, or fee a Flow’r, 


IO. 
Ah how (faid Birtha) fhali I dare confeffe 
My griefs to thee, Love's rath, impatient Spie ; 
Thou (Thulz) who didft run to tell thy gueffe, 
With fecrets known, wilt to confeffion flie, 
TT; 
But if I love this Prince, and have in Heav'n 
Made any Friends by vowes, you need not fear 
He will make good the feature, Heav’n has giv'n; 
And be as harmlefs as his looks appear. 


12) 
Yet Ihave heard, that Men whom Maids think kinde, 
Calm, as forgiven Saints, at their laft Hour, 
Oft provelike Seas, inrag’d by ev'ry winde, 
And all to who their Bofoms truft, devour, 
12. 
Howe’re, Heav'n knows, (the witnefs of the Minde ) 
My heart bears Men no malice, nor efteems 
Young Princes of the common cruel kinde, 
Nor Love fo foul as it in Story feems. 
14. 
Yet if this Prince brought Love, what e’re it be, 
I muft fufpe&t, though I accufe it nots 
For fince he came, my medc’nal Hufwiffrie, 
Confections, and my Stills, are all forgot. 
Lhe 
Bloffoms in windes: Berries in Frofts may fall! 
And Flowers fink down in Rain! for I no more 
Shall Maids to woods, for early gath’rings call 
Nor hafte to Gardens to prevent a fhowre. 
16. 
Then fhe retires; and now a lovely thame 
That the reveal’d fo much, poffeff'd her Cheecks 5 
In a dark Lanthorn fhe would bear Love’s flame, 
To hide her felf, whilft fhe her Lover feeks, 
17. 
And to that Lover let our Song return: 
Whofe Tale fo well was to her Father told, 
As the Philofopher did feem to mourn 
That Youth had reach’d fuch worth, and he fo old, 
18. 
Yet Birtha was fo precious in his Eies, 
And her dead Mother ftill fo neer his mind 
That farther yet he thus his prudence tries, 
Ere fuch a Pledg he to his truft refign’d. 


> 
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19. 
Whoe’re (faid he) in thy firft ftory looks, 
Shall praife thy wife converfing with the Dead 5 
For with the Dead he lives, who is with Books, 
And in the Camp (Death’s moving Palace) bred, 


20. 
Wife Youth, in Books and Batails early findes 
What thoughtlefs lazy Men perceive too late 5 
Books fhew the utmoft conquefts of our Mindes , 
Batails, the beft of our lov’d Bodys fate. 


ae 
Yet this great breeding, joyn’d with Kings high blood 
(Whofe blood Ambition’s feaver over-heats) 
May fpoile digeftion, which would elfe be good, 
As ftomachs are deprav’d with higheft Meats, 


20) 
For though Books ferve as Diet ef the Minde 5 
If Knowledg, early got, felf vallew breeds, 
By falfe digeftion it is turn’d to winde 3 
And what fhould nourifh, on the Eater feeds. 


bey 
Though Wars great fhape beft educates the fight, 
And makes fmall foft’ning objects lefs our care 5 
Yet War, when urg’d for glory, more then right , 
Shews Victors but authentick Murd’rers are, 


24. 

And IT may fear that your laft Victories 
Where Glory’s Toyles, and you will illabide 
(Since with new Trophies ftill you fed your Eies) 
Thofe little objects which in Shades we hide. 


oy, 
Could you, in Fortunes fmniles , foretell her frowns, 
Our old Foes flain, you would not hunt for news 
But Victors, after wreaths, pretend to Crowns; 
And fuch think Rhodalind their Valor’s due. 
26. 
To this the noble Gondibert replies 5 
Think not Ambition can my duty fway 5 
I look on Rhodatind with Subjects Eies , 
Whom he that conquers, muft in right obay. 


27. 

And though I humanly have heretofore 

All beauty lik’d, Inever lov’d till now 5 
Nor think a Crown can raife his value more, 

To whom already Heav’n does Love allow. 

28. 

Though, fince I gave the Huns their Jaft defeat, 

I have the Lombards Enfignes onward led, 
Ambition kindled not this Victor’s heat, 

But ‘tis a warmth my Fathers prudence bred. 


29. 
Who caft on more then Wolvith Man his Eie, 
Man’s neceffary hunger judg’d, and faw 
That caus’d not his devouring Maledy 3 
But like a wanton whelp he loves to gnaw. 


Mans 
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30. 
Man ftillis fick for pow’r, yet that difeafe 
Nature (whofe Law 1s temp'rance) ne’r infpires 5 


But ‘tis a humor, which fond Man does pleafe, 
A luxury, fruition only tires. 


31, 
And as in perfons, fo it publick States , 
The luft of Pow'r provokes to cruel Warte 5 
For wifeft Senates it intoxicates , 


And makes them vain, as fingle perfons are, 


32, 
Men into Nations it did firtt divide ; 

Whilft place, fcarce diftant, gives them diff rent ftiles; 
Rivers, whofe breadth Inhabitants may ftride, 

Parts them as much as Continents, and Ifles, 


33+ 
On equal, fmooth, and undiftinguifh’d Ground, 
The luft of pow’r does liberty impair , 
And limits by a Border and a Bound 
What was before as paflable as Air: 


Whilft change of Taree a breeds a warte, 
(A change which Fafhion does as oft obtrude 
As womens drefle) and oft Complexions are , 
And difPrent names, no lefs a caufe of feud. 


35° 
Since Men fo caufelefly themfelves devour ; 
(And haft’ning ftill, their elfe too hafty Fates, 
A& but continu’d Maffacres for pow’r,) 
My Father ment to chaftife Kings, and States. 


36. 
To overcome the world, till but one Crown 
And univerfal Neighbourhood he faw; 
Till all were rich by that allyance grown3 
And want no more fhould be the caufe of Law. 


37. 
One Family the world was firft defign’d; 
And though fome fighting Kings fo fever’d are, 
That they muft meet by help of Seas and Winde , 
Yet when they fight ‘tis but a civil warre. 


3°, 
Nor could Religion’s heat, if one rul'd all, 
To bloody War the unconcern’d allure 3 
And haften us from Earth, ere Age does call , 
Who are (alas) of Heav’n fo little fure. 


a7: 
Religion, ne’r till divers Monarchys, 
Taught that almighty Heav’n needs Armys ayd 5 
But with contentious Kings fhe now complies, 
Who feem, for their own caufe, of God's afraid. 
40. 
To joyn all fever’d Powr’s (which is to end 
The caufe of War) my Father onward fought; 
By War the Lombard Scepter to extend 
Till peace were forc’d, where it was flowly fought, 


GONDIBERT. 


ae 


AX 
He loft in this attempt his laft dear blood 5 
And I (whom no remotenefs can deterr, 
If what feems difficult, be great and good) . 
Thought his Example could not make me err. 


42, 
No place I merit in the Book of Fame! 
Whofe leaves are by the Grecks and Romans fill’d 5 
Yet I prefume to boaft, fhe knows my name, 
And fhe has heard to whom the Hanns did yield. 


43. 
But let not what fo needfully was done, 
Though ftill purfu’d, make you ambition feare 5 
For could I force all Monarchys to one, 
That Univerfal Crown I would not weare. 


44. 
He who does blindly foar at Rhodalind , 
Mounts like feel’d Doves, ftill higher from his eafe $ 
And in the luft of Empire he may finde, 
High Hope does better then Fruition pleafe, 


45- 
The Victor’s folid recompence is reft 5 
And ‘tis unjuft, that chiefs who pleafure fhunn, 
Toyling in Youth, fhould be in age oppreft 
With greater Toyles, by ruling what they wonn. 
6 


46. 
Here all reward of conqueft I would finde 5 

Leave fhining Thrones for Birtha in a fhade; 
With Nature’s quiet wonders fill my minde5 

And praife her moft, becaufe the Birtha made. 


47. 
Now Aftragon (with joy fuffic’d) perceiv’d 
How nobly Heav'n for Birtha did provide 5 
Oft had he for her parted Mother griev’d, 
But can this joy, lefs then that forrow hide. 
8 


48. 
With teares, bids Gondibert to Heav’n’s Eie make 
All good within, as to the World he feems3 

And in gain’d Birtha then from Hymen take 
All youth can wifh, and all his age efteems. 


ae 
Strait to his Jov’'d Philofophers he hies , 
Who now at Nature’s Councel bufy are 
To trace new Lights, which fome old Gazer {pies 5 
Whilft the Duke feeks more bufily his Starre, 


50. 
But in her fearch, he is by Goltho ftay’d 5 
Who in a clofe dark Covert foldes his Armes 3 
His Eies with thoughts grow darker then that fhade, 
Such thoughts as yielding Breafts with ftudy warmes. 


i 
Fix’d to unheeded obje& 2 his Eie ! 
His fences he calls in, as if t’improve 
By outward abfence, inward extacie, 
Such as makes Prophets, or is made by Love. 
Awalte 
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. a. 
Awake (faid Gondibert) for oe in vain 
Thou dream'tt of Sow’raignty, and War's fuccefs ; 
Hope, nought has left, which Worth fhould with to gain; 
And all Ambition is but Hope’s excel. 


Bid all our Worthys to ea and reft ! 

For they have nought to conquer worth their care 5 
Ihave a Father’s right in Birtha’s Brea , 

And that’s the peace for which the wife make warre. 


54+ 
At this ftarts Goltho, like fome Army’s Chief, 
Whom unintrench’d, a midnight Larum wakes; 
By pawfe then gave diforder’d fence relief, 
And this reply with kindled paffion makes, 


55- 
What means my Prince to make fo low a boaft, 
Whofe merit may afpire to Rhodalind? 
For who could Birtha mifs if fhe were loft, 
That fhall by worth the others treafure find > 
6 


56. 
When your high blood, and conquefts fhall fubmit 
To fuch mean joys, in this unminded fhade, 
Let Courts, without Heav’n’s Lamps, in darknefs fit, 
And War become the lowly Shepheard’s Trade. 


57. 
Birtha, (a harmlefs Country Ornament ! ) 
May be his Bride, that’s born himfelf to ferve 5 
But you muft pay that blood your Army fpe nt 5 
And wed that Empire which our wounds deferve. 


58. 
This brought the Duke’s {wift anger to his Eies 5 
Which his confid’rate Heart rebuk’d as fafte; 
He Goltho chid, in that he nought replies 5 
Leaves him, and Zsrtha feeks with Lovers hafte. 


59. 
Now Goltho mourns, yet not that Bértha’s fair; 
Or that the Duke fhuns Empire for a Bride 5 
But that himfelf muft joyn love to defpairs 
Him{elf who loves her, and his love muft hide. 
60. 
He curs’d that him the wounded hither brought 
From Ofwald’s Field, where though he wounds did {cape 
In tempting Death, and here no danger fought, 
Yet here meet worfe then Death in Beauty’s fhape, 
61. 
He was unus’d to love, as bred in warres 5 
And not till now for beauty leafure had , 
Yet bore Love’s load, as Youth bears other Cares 3 
Till new difpair makes Love’s old weight too fad. 
62. 
But Ulfinore, does hither aptly come, 
His fecond Breaft, in whom his griefs exceffle 
He may ebb out, where they o’reflow at home 5 
Such griefs, as thus in Throngs for utt’rance prefs, 
Or- 
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63. 
Forgive me that fo falfly am thy Friend! 
No more our Hearts for kindnefs fhall conteft 5 
Since mine I hourly on another {pend , 
And now imbrace thee with an empty Breft, 
64. 
Yet pard’ning me, you eel Natur’s fault 5 
Who walks with her firft force in Birtha’s fhape 5 
And when fhe {preads the Net to have us caught, 
It were in youth prefumption to efcape. 
6 


5: 
When Birtha’s grief fo comely did appear . 
whilft fhe beheld our wounded Duk’s diftreffes 
Then firft my alter’d Heart began to fear, 


Leaft too much Love fhould friendfhip difpoffeffe 5 


66. 
But this whilft U/faore with forrow hears , 
Him Goltho’s bufier forrow little heeds ; 
And though he could replie in fighs and tears, 
Yet governs both, and Goltho thus proceeds, 


To Love’s new dangers I have gone unarm’d 5 
I lack’d experience why to be affraid 5 
Was too unlearn’d to read whom Love had karm’d 5 
But have his will as Nature’s law obay’d. 
8 


Th’ obedient and defenceleffe, fure, no law 
Afflicts, for law is their defence, and pow’r 5 
Yet me, Loves fheep, whom rigour needs not aw, 
Wolf-Love, becaufe defencelefle, does devour : 


9. 
Gives me not time to perifh by degrees, 
But with difpair does me at once deftroy 5 
For none who Gondibert a Lover fees , 
Thinks he would love, but where he may enjoy. 


70. 
Birtha he loves; and I from Birtha fear 
Death that in rougher Figure I defpife! 
This Vlfxore did with diftemper hear , 
Yet with difflembled temp’rance thus replies, 
Fie 
Ah Goltho! who Love’s Feaver can affwage? 
For though familiar feem that old difeafe 5 
Yet like Religion’s fit, when People rage, 
Few cure thofe evils which the Patient pleafe. 
72. 
Natures Religion , Love, is ftill perverfe ; 
And no commerce with cold difcretion hath, 
For “f Difcretion fpeak when Love is fierce , 
’Tis wav'd by Love, as Reafon is by Faith. 


2 
As Gondibert left Goltho Sates heard 
His Saint profan’d, as if fome Plague were nie 5 
So Goltho now leaves Ulfizore, and fear’d 
To fhare fuch veng’ance, if he did not flie. 


How 
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94, 
How each at home o’re-rates Kis miferie, 

And thinks that all are mufical abroad, 
Unfetter’d as the Windes, whilft onely he 

Of all the glad and licens’d world is aw'd? 


755 
And as Cag’d Birds are by ie Fowler fet 
To call in more, whilft thofe that taken be, 
May think (though they are Pris’ners in the Net) 
Th’ incag’d, becaufe they fing, fometimes are free. 
6 


76. 
So Goltho (who by Ulfixore was brought 
Here where he firft Love’s dangers did perceive 
In Beauty’s Field) thinks though himfelf was caught, 
Th’ inviter fafe, becaufe not heard to grieve. 


ig 
But Ulfmere (whom Neighbourhood led here) 
Impreflions took before from Birtha’s fight; 
Ideas which in filence hidden were - 
As Heav’n’s defignes before the birth of Light. 
8 


78. 
This from his Father Ulfiz he did hide, 

Who, {trict to Youth, would not permit the beft 
Reward of worth, the Bofome of a Bride, 

Should be but after Vertuous toyles poffeft, 


79: 
For Ulfimore (in blooming honor yet) 
Though he had learnt the count’nance of the Foe, 
And though his courage could dull Armys whet, 
The care o're Crouds, nor Condué& could not know 3 
80. 
Nor varie Batails fhapes in the Foes view 3 
But now in forraigne Fields meanes to improve 
His early Arts, to what his Father knew, 
That merit fo might get him leave to love. 


re 
Till then, check’d paffion, fhall not venture forth : 
And now retires with a diforder’d Heart 5 
Griev'd, leaft his Rival fhould by early’r worth 
Get Love’s reward, ere he can gain defert, 
82, 
But ftop we here, like thofe who day-light lack ; 
Or as mifguided Travaiiers that rove, 
Oft finde their way by going fomewhat back 5 
So let’s return, thou ill Conductor Love ! 
83. 
Thy little wanton Godhead as my Guide 
I have attended many’a winter night 5 
To feek whom Time for honor’s fake would hide, 
Since in mine age fought by a wafted light: 
8 


4. 
But ere my remnant of Life’s Lamp be {pent , 
Whilft I in Lab’rinths {tray amongft the Dead ; 
i mean to recollect the paths I went, 
And judge from thence the fteps I am to tread. 


Thy 
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85. 
Thy walk (though as a common Deitie 
The Croud does follow thee) mifterious grows 
For Rhodalind may now clofs Mourner dic, 
Since Gondibert, too late, her forrow knows. 
86 


Young Hurgonil above dear light prefers 
Calm Orva , who his higheft Love outloves; 
Yet envious Clouds in Lombard Regifters 
O’recaft their Morn, what e’re their Evening proves. 


87. 
For fatal Laura, trufty Tybalt pines 5 
For haughty Gartha, fubtle Hermegild ; 
Whilft fhe her beauty, youth, and birth declines; 
And as to Fate, does to Ambition yield. 


Great Gondibert, to bafhful Bzrtha bends; 
Whom fhe adores like Vertue in a Throne; 
Whilft U/fxore and Goltho (late vow'd Friends 
By him) are now his Rivals, and their owne, 


9. 
Through ways thus intricate to Lovers Urnes, 
Thou lead’ft me Love, to fhew thy Trophies paft 5 
Where Time (lefs cruel then thy Godhead) mournes 
In ruines which thy pride would have to Jaft. 
90. 
Where I on Lombard Monuments have read 
Old Lovers names, and their fam’d Athes {py’ds 
But lefs can learn by knowing they are dead, 
And fuch their Tombes; then how they liv'd, and dy’d, 
I 


gi. 
To Paphos flie ! and leave me fullen here ! 
This Lamp fhall light me to Records, which give 
To future Youth, fo juft a caufe of feare, 
That it will Valor feem to dare to live! 


The End of the Second Book. 
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THE THIRD *BOOK. * Written 


by the 
Author 


Canto the Firfk 


The ARGUMENT. 


The People, left by Gartha, leave to mourn 5 
And worfhip Hermegild for her return. 

The weunded Hurgonil by Orna car'd 3 

Their loyal loves by marriage plight affur'd. 

In Laura’s hafty change, Love's pow’r appears, 
And Tybalt feeks the kindne{s which he fears. 


I. 


' Hen fad Verona {aw in Gartha’s fhape 

Departed Peace brought back,the Court they prais‘d 5 
And feem’d fo joy’d as Cities which efcape 

A fiege,that by their own brave Sallies rais’d, 


2. 
And Hermegild, to make her triumph long, 
Through all the ftreets his Chariot {lowly drove ; 
Whilft fhe endures the kindnefs of the Throng, 


Though rude, as was their rage, is now their love, 


3. 
On Hermegild ( fo longingly defir'd 
From Hubert’s Camp) with Childifh Eyes they gaze 5 
They worfhip now, what late they but admir‘d, 
And all his Arts to mighty Magick raife. 


4. 
On both they fuch abundant Bleffings throw, 
As if thofe num’rous Priefts who here refide, 
CLoath to out-live this joy) aflembled now 
In hafte to blefs the Laytie e’re they dyde. 


q. 
Thus dignify’d, and Crown’d through all the Streets 
To Court they come; where them wife sribert 
Not weakly with a publick paffion meets 5 
But in his open’d Face conceal’d his heart. 


With mod’rate joy he took this Pledge of Peace, 
Becaufe great joys infer to judging eyes 

The minde diftrefs'd before; and in diftrefs, 
Thrones, which are jealous Forts, think all are Spies. 
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Yet, by degrees, a Soul delighted fhowes 
To Gartha, whom he leads to Rhodalind 5 
And foon to Hermegild as artlefs grows 
As Maids, and like fuccefsful Lovers kind. 
8 


And Rhodalind, though bred to daily fight 

Of Courts feign’d Faces, and pretended hearts, 
(In which difguifes Courts take no delight, 

But little mifchiefs fhun by. little Arts, ) 


9. 
She, when fhe Gartha {aw, no kindnefs feign’d 5 
But faithfully her former rage excus’d 5 
For now fhe others forrows entertain’d, 
As if to love, a Maid’s firft forrow ufd, 
10, 
Yet did her firft with cautious gladnefs meet ; 
Then foon from grave refpect to fondnefs grew 3 
To kiffes in their tafte and odour {weet, 
As Hybla Hony, or Arabian Dew. 


1, 
And Gartha like an Eaftern Monarch’s Bride, 
This publick love with bafhful homage took 5 
For fhe had learn’d from Hermegild to hide 
A rifing Heart, behind a falling Look. 


12, 
Thus, mask’d with meeknefs, fhe does much intreat 
A pardon for that Storm her forrow rais’d 5 
Which Rhodalind more fues fhe would forget, 
Unlefs to have fo juft a forrow prais'd, 


13. 
Soon is this joy through all the Court difpers'd5 
So high they value peace, who daily are 
In Prides invafions, private faction, vers'd 5 
The fmall, but fruitful feed of publick warre. 


14. 
Whilft thus {weet Peace had others joys affur’d, 
Orna with hopes of {weeter Love was pleas’d 5 
For of war’s wounds brave Hargonil was cur’d3 
And thofe of love, which deeper reach’d,were eas‘d. 
TS; 
In both thefe cures her Sov’raign help appears, 
Since as her double Patient he receiv'd 
For bloody wounds, Balm, from her precious tears, 
And bloodlefs wounds of love her vowes reliev’d. 
16. 
She let no med’cinal Flow’r in quiet grow, 
No Art lie hid, nor Artift eafe his thought, 
No Fane be fhut, no Prieft from Altars goe, 
Nor in Heav'n’s Quire no Saint remain unfoughte, 
17. 
Nor more her Eyes could eafe of fleep efteem 
Then fleep can the world’s Eye, the Sun, conceal 5 
Nor breath’d fie but in vows to Heaw’n, or him, 
Till Heawn, and fhe, his diffrent wounds did heal, 
But 
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18. 
Butnow fhe needs thofe ayds the did difpence ; 
For {carce her cures were on him perfect grown, 
E’re fhame afflicts her for that diligence, 
Which Love had in her fits of pitty fhown, 


19. 
When fhe (though made of cautious bathfulnefs ) 
Whilft him in wounds a {marting Feaver burn’d, 
Invok’d remoteft aydes to his redrefs, 
And with a loud ungovern’d kindnefs moura’d. 


20. 
When o’re him then, whilft parting life She ru’d, 
Her kiffes fafter (though unknown before) 
Then Bloffomes fall on parting Spring, fhe ftrew’d; 
Then Bloflomes {weeter, and in number more. 
One 
But now when from her bufie Maid fhe knew 
How wildly Grief had led her Love abroad, 
Unmask’d to all, fhe her own Pris’‘ner grew; 
By fhame, a Virgin’s Native Confcience, aw’d, 
22. 
With undirected Eyes which carelefs rove, 
With thoughts too fingly to her felf confin’d, 
She blufhing, ftarts at her remember’d love, 
And grieves the world had Eyes, when that was blind. 


23, 
Sad darknefs, which does other Virgins fright, 
Now boldly and alone, fhe entertain'd; 
And fhuns her Lover, like the Traytor, light, 
Till he ber curtains drew, and thus complain’d. 


24. 
Why, bafhfull Maid, will you your beauty hide 
Becaufe your fairer Mind, your Love, is known ? 
So Jewellers conceal with artfull pride 
Their fecond wealth, after the bef{t is fhown. 
a5. 
In pitty’s paffion you unvail’d your Minde; 
Let him not fall, whom you did help to climbe; 
Nor feem by being bafhful, fo unkinde 
As if you think your pitty was a crime, 
6 


26. 
O ufelefs fhame! Officious bathfulnefs ! 
Vertues vain figne, which onely there appears 
Where Vertue grows erroneous by excels, 
And (hapes more fins, then frighted Confcience fears. 
lade 
Your Blufhes, which to meer complexion grow, 
You muft as nature, not as vertue owns 
And for your open’d Love, you but bluth fo 
As guiltlefs Rofes bluth ae they are blown 
He) 
As well the Morn (whofe Effence Poets made, 
And gave her bathful Eyes) we may believe 
Does bluth for what fhe fees through Nights thin fhade, 
As that you can for love difcover'd grieve. 
Arife ! 


A es en 


146 GON DIBERT, 


29. 
Asife! and all the Flowers of ev’ry Mead 
(Which weeping through your Stills my health reftor'd) 
Bring to the Temple to adorn your Head, 
And there where you did worfhip, be ador'd, 


20: 
This with a low regard (but voice raisd high 
By joys of Love) he {pakes and not lefs kinde 
Was now (ent’ring with native harmony, 
Like forward fpring) the blooming Rhodalind, 


Bis 
Like Summer, goodly Gartha, fully blown ; 
Laura, like Autumn, with as ripe a look; 
But fhew d, by fome chill griefs, her Sun was gon, 
Arnold, from whom fhe Life’s fhort glory took. 
ey, 
Like Winter, Hermegild, yet not fo gray 
And cold, but that his fathion feem’d to boaft, 
That even weak Winter is allow’d fome day, i 
And the Ayre cleer, and healthfull in a Froft. 


33° 
All thefe, and Tybalt too Cunlefs a Spy 
He be, watching who thrives in Lawra’s fight) 
Came hither, as in kinde confpiracy , 
To haften Orza to her marriage plight. 


34- 
Aud now the Priefts prepare for this high vow 
Ail sates, that to their Lawes can add a grace; 
To which the fequent knot they not allow, 
Till a fpent Morn recovers all her Face. 


35: 
And now the Streets ike Summer Meads appear! 
For with {weet ftrewings Maids lefe Gardens bare, 
As Lovers with their tweeter Bofonies were, 
When hid unkindly by dithevel'd Haire, 
36. 
And Orna now Cimportun’d to poffels 
Her long wifh’d joys) b-esks through her biuthes fo 
As the fair Morn breaks through her rofynefs; 
And from a like guile did their blufhes grow. 


37> 
She thinks her Leve’s high ficknefs now appears 
A fit fo weak, as does no med’cine need5 
So foon fociety can cure thofe feares 
On which the Coward , Solitude, does feed, 
38, 
They with united joy bleft Hurgonil 
And Oraa to the facred Temple bring ; 
Whilft all the Court in triumph fhew their Skill, 
As if long bred by a triumphant King. 


39+ 
Such dayes of joy. before the marriage day, 
The Lombards long by cuftome had embrac't : 
Cuftom, which all, rather then Law obey, 
For Lawes by force, Cufcomes, by pleafure aft. 
And 
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40. 
And wifely Ancients by this needfull fnare 
Of gilded joys, did hide fuch bitteraefs 
As moft in marriage fwallow with that care, 
Which bafhfully the wife will ne’r confefs. 
41. 
"Tis Statefmens mufick, who States Fowlers be, 
And finging Birds, to catch the wilder, fet 5 
So bring in more to tame fociety 5 
For wedlock, to the wilde, is the States Net. 


42, 
And this loud joy, before the marriage Rites, 
Like Battails Mufick which to fights prepare, 
Many to ftrife and fad fuccefs invites ; 
For marriage is too oft but civil Warr. 


43. 
A truth too amply known to thofe who read 
Great Hymen’s Roles; though he from Lovers Eyes 
Hides his moft Tragick {tories of the Dead, 


Leaft all, like Goths , fhould ‘gainft his Temples rife. 


44. 

And thou (what ere thou art, who doft perchance 

With a hot Reader’s hafte, this Song purfue) 

Mayft finde, too foon, thou doft too far advance, 
And with it all unread, or elfe untrue, 


45: 
For it is fung (though by a mourning voice ) 
That in the Ides before thefe Lovers had, 
With Hymens publick hand, confirm’d their choice, 
A cruel prattife did their peace invade, 


46. 
For Hermegild, too ftudioufly forefaw 
The Counts allyance with the Duke’s high blood, 
Might from the Lombards fuch affection draw, 
As could by Hubert never be withitood, 


47. 
And he in hafte with Gartha does retire, 
Where thus his Breaft he opens to prevent, 
That Hyen’s hallow’d Torch may not take fire, 
When all thefe leffer lights of joy are {pent, 
8 


48. 
High Heaven (from whofe beft Lights your beauty grows, 
Born high, as higheft Mindes ) preferve you full 
From fuch, who then appear refiftlefs Foes, 
When they allyance joyn to Armes and Skill ! 


49. 
Molt by conjunction Planets harmfull are 5 
So Rivers joyning overflow the Land, 
And Forces joyn’d make that deftructive warte , 
Which elfe our common conduct may with{tand, 


50 
Their Knees to Hurgonil the People bow 
And worlhip Ora in her Brothers right 5 
They mutt be fever'd, or like Palms will grow, 
Which planted near, out-climbe their native height, 


As 
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Rie 
As Windes, whofe violence out-does all art. 
At all unfeen; fo we as fecretly 
Thefe Branches of that Cedar Goxdibert 
Mutt force till his deep Root in riling dy. 


52. 
If we make noife whilft our deep workings laft, 
Such rumour through thick Towns unheeded flies , 
As winds through woods, and we (cur great work patt) 
Like winds will filence Tongues, and {cape from Eyes. 


53: 
E’re this dark leffon fhe was clearer taught, 
His enter’d Slaves place at her rev’renc’d Feet 
A fpacious Cabinet, witb all things fraught, 
Which feem’d for wearing artful, rich, and {weet. 


yas 
With leifurely delight, fhe by degrees 
Lifts evry Till, does evry Drawer draw 3 
But nought which to her Sex belongs fhe fees; 
And for the Male all nice adornments faw. 


55° 
This feem’d to breed fome ftrangenefs in her Eyes ; 
Which like a wanton wonder there began, 
But ftrait fhe in the Lower Clofet {pies 
Th’ accomplifh’d drefs, and Garments of a Man. 


56. 
Then ftarting, fhe her Hand fhrunk nicely back ; 
As if fhe had been ftung, or that fhe fear’d 
This Garment was the skin of that old Snake. 
Which at the fatal Tree like Man appear’d. 


57: 
Th’ ambitious Maid at fcornfull diftance ftood ; 
And bravely feem’d of Love’s low vices free ; 
Though vicious in her minde, not in her blood: 
Ambition is the Mindes immodeftie ! 


59, 
He knew great mindes diforder’d by miftake, 
Defend through pride, the errors they repent + 
And with a Lovers fearfulnefs he {pake 
Thus humbly, that extremes he might prevent, 


59: 
How ill (delightfull Maid!) fhall I deferve 
My Life’s Jaft flame, fed by your beauty’s fire, 
If I thall vex your vertues, that preferve 
Others weak vertues, which would elfe expire, 
60. 
How, more then death, fhall I my life defpife, 
When your fear’d frowns, make me your fervice fears 
When I fcarce dare to fay, that the difguife 
You fhrink to fee, you muft vouchfafe to wear. 
61, 
So rude a Law your int’reft will impo‘; 
And folid int’reft muft not yield to thame : 
Vain fhame, which fears you fhould fuch honor lofe 
As lafts but by intelligence with Fame, 
Number, 
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62, 
Number, which makes opinion Law, can turn 
This fhape to fafhion, which you fcorn to ufe, 
Becaufe not by your Sex as fafhion worn; 
And fafhion is but that which Numbers chufe, 


63. 
If you approve what Numbers lawful think, 
Be bold, for Number cancels bafhfulnefs 5 
Extremes, from which a King would bluthing fhrink, 
Unblufhing Senates act as no excefs. 


4. 
Thus he his thoughts (the picture of his minde) 
By a dark Vayle to fudden fight deny’d; 
That fhe might prife, what feem’d fo hard to finde; 
For Curtains promife worth in what they hide. 


65. 
He faid her Manhood would not ftrange appear 
In Court, where all the fafhion is difguife 5 
Where a/querades are ferious all the year 5 
None known but ftrangers, nor fecure but Spies. 


All rules he reads of living great in Courts ; 
Which fome the Art of wife diffembling call; 
For Pow’r (born to have Foes) much weight fupports 
By their falfe ftrength who thruft to make it fall, 
6 


7: 
He bids her wear her beauty free as light 5 
By Eares as open be to all endeer’d 5 
For the unthinking Croud judge by their fights 
And feem half easd, when they are fully heard. 
68 


He (huts her Breaft even from familiar Eyes 5 

For he who fecrets (Pow’r’s chief Treafure) {pends 
To purchafe Friendthip, friendfhip dearly buys: 

Since Pow’r feeks great Confed’rates, more then Friends 


9. 
And now with Councels more particular, 
He taught her how to wear tow’rdes Rhodalind 
Her looks ; which of the Minde falfe pictures are; 
And then how Orza may believe her kinde. 


70. 
How Laura too may be ( whofe practis’d Eyes 
Can more detect the fhape of forward love) 
By treaty caught, though not by a furprife 5 
Whofe aid would precious to her faction prove, 


71. 
But here he ends his Lecture, for he {py'd 
(Adorn’d, as if to grace Magnifique F eatts) 
Bright Rhodalind, with the elected Bride; 
And with the Bride, all her feleGted Guelts. 


72. 
They Gartha in their civil pity fought ; 
Whom they in midft of triumphs mift, and feare 
Leaft her full Breaft (with Huberts forrows fraught) 
She, like a Mourner, came to empty here, 
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73+ 
But fhe, and Hermegild, are wilde with haft, 
As Traytors are whom Vifitants furprife; 
Decyph’ring that which fearfully they caft . 
In fome dark place, where viler Treafon lies. 


74. 
So open they the fatal Cabinet, 
To fhut things flighter with the Confequent 5 
Then foon their rally’d looks in pofture fet ; 
And boldly with them to their triumphs went. 
75. 
Tybalt, who Laura gravely ever led, 
With ceafelefs whifpers laggs behinde the Train 3 
Trys, fince her wary Governour 1s dead, 
How the fair Fort he may by Treaty gain. 
6 


76. 
For now unhappy 4rnold the forfakes ; 
Yet is he bleft that fhe does various prove, 
When his fpent heart for no unkindnefs akes; 
Since from the light as fever’d as from Love. 


77- 
Yet as in ftorms and ficknefs newly gon, 
Some Clouds a while, and ftrokes of faintnefS lafts 
So, in her brow, fo much of grief is fhown, 
As fhews a Tempeft, or a ficknefs paft. 
8 


a3: 
But him no more with fuch fad Eyes the feeks, 
As even at Feafts would make old Tyrants weep; 
Nor more attempts to wake him with fuch fhreeks, 
As threatned ail where Death’s deaf Prifners fleep. 


79 
Hugo and him, as Leaders now fhe names, 
Not much as Lovers does their fame approve 3 
Nor her own fate, but chance of battel blames 5 
As if they dy’d for honor, not for love. 
8 


O. 
This Tybalt faw, and findes that the turn’d Stream 
Came fairly flowing to refre(h his heart; 
Yet could he not forget the kinde efteem 
She lately had of Arnold’s high defert. 
81. 


Nor does it often {cape his memory, 

How gravely he had vowd, that if her Eyes, 
After {uch Showres of Love, were quickly drie, 

He would them more then Lamps in Tombs defpife, 


2. 
And whilft he watchd like an induftrious Spy 
Her Sexes changes, and revolts of youth ; 
He {till reviv’d this vow as folemnly, 
As Senates Count’nance Laws, or Syaods, Truth, 
8 


But Men are frail, more Glafs then Women are! 
Tybalt, who with a ftay’d judicious heart 
Would love, grows vain amidft his graveft care: 
Love free by nature, fcorns the Bonds of Art! 
Laura 
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: 84. 
Laura (whofe Fort he by approach would gain) 
With a weak figh blows up his Mine, and Smiles 5 
Gives fire but with her Eye, and he is flain 5 
Or treats, and with a whifper him beguiles. 


5 
Nor force of Arms or Arts (O Love!) endures 
Thy mightynefs; and fince we muft difcern 
Difeafes fully e’re we ftudy cures 5 
And our own force by others weaknefs learn 5 
86 


Let me to Courts and Camps thy Agent be, 
Where all their weaknefs and difeafes {pring 

From their not knowing, and not hon’ring thee 
In thofe, who Nature in thy triumphs fing. 


CANTO 


151 


152 


Canto the Second, 


The ARGUMENT. 


Whilft Birtha and the Duke their joyes perfue 

In conqu'ring Love , Fate does them both fabdne 

With triumphs, which from Court young Orgo brought 5 
And have i Goltho greater triumphs wrought : 
Whofe hopes the quiet Ulfinore does bear 

With patience fergn'd, and with a hidden fear. 


I 


He profp’rous Gondibert from Birtha gains 
All bafhful plights a Maids firft bounties give; 

Faft vows,which binde Love’s Captives more then chains. 
Yet free Love’s Saints in chofen bondage live, “a 


2. 
Few were the dayes, and {wiftly feem’d to watte, 
Which thus he in his mindes fruition {pent 5 
Andleaft fome envious Cloud fhould overcatft 
His Love’s fair Morn, oft to his Camp he fent ; 


2 
To Bergamo, where {till intrenched were 
Thofe Youth, whom firft his Father’s Army bred ; 
Who ill the rumor of his wounds did bear, 
Though he that gave them, of his own be dead. 


4. 
And worfe thofe haughty threat nings they abhor, 
Which Fame from Brefcia’s ancient Fighters brought 5 
Vain Fame, the Peoples trufted Orator, 
Whofe fpeech (too fluent) their miftakes has wrought, 


5. 
Oft Goltho with his temp’rate Councels went, 
To quench whom Fame to dang’rous fury warm’d 5 
Til temp’rately his dangers they refent, 
And think him fafeft in their patience arm’d. 


And fafe now is his love, as love could be, 
If all the World like old Arcadia were3 

Honor the Monarch, and all Lovers free 
From jealoufie, as fafety is from fear, 


a 
And Birtha’s heart does to his civil Breaft 
As much for eafe and peace, as fafety eome 5 
For there ‘tis ferv’d and treated as a Guelt, 
But watch’d, and taught, and often chid at home. 
Like 
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8. 
Like great and good Confed’rates, whofe defigne 
Invades not others but fecures their own, 
So they in juft and vertuous hopes combine, 
And are, like new Confed’rates, bufie grown. 


With whifper earneft, and ae grave with thought; 
They walk confulting, ftanding they debate 5 
And then feek fhades, where they in vaine are fought. 

By fervants who intrude and think they waite. ' 
Io. 
Tm this great League, their moft important care 
Was to difpatch their Rites; yet fo provide, 
That all the Court might think them free as ayre, 
When faft as faith, they were by Hymen ty’d, 
] 


1], 
For if the King (faid he) our love furprife, 
His ftormy rage will it rebellion call 5 
Who claims to chufe the Brides of his Allys5 
And in that ftorm our joys in bloffome fall. 
by, 
Our love, your cautious Father onely knowes 
(On whofe fafe prudence, Senates may depend} 
And Goltho, who to time few reck’nings owes, 
Yet can difcharge all duties of a Friend. 
ro: 
Such was his minde, and hers (more bufy) fhows 
That bonds of love doe make her longer faft 
Then Hyen’s knot, as plain Religion does, 
Longer then Rites ( Religion’s fafhions ) laft. 
14. 
That her difcretion fomewhat does appeare, 
Since fhe can Love, her minds chief beauty , hide 5 
Which never farther went then Thula’s Eare, 
Who had (alafs) but for that fecret di’de. 


15. 
That fhe already had difguifes fram’d, 
And fought out Caves where fhe might clofs refide 5 
As being, nor unwilling nor afhanrd 
To live his Captive, fo fhe die his Bride. 
16. 
Full of themfelves, delight them onward leads, 
Where in the Front was to remoter view 
Exalted Hills, and neerer proftrate Meads, 
With Forrefts flanck’d, where fhade to darknefs grew. 


17. 

Beneath that fhade, Two Rivers flily fteal, 
Through narrow walks, to vvider Adice, 
VVho fwallows both, till proudly fhe does fwell, 
And hafts to thew her beauty to the Sea, 

8 


18. 

And here, whilft forth he fends his ranging Ete, 
orgo he {pies3 who plies the {pur fo faft, 

As if with nevves of Vict'ry he vvould fite 
To leave fvvift Fame behinde him by his hatte. 


If 
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19. 
If (faid the Duke) becaufe this Boy is come 
I fecond gladnefs fhew, doe not fuppofe 
I fpread my Braaft to give new Comforts roome, 
That were to welcome rain where Nylus flowes, 
20. 
Though the unripe appearance of a Page 
For weighty truft, may render him too weak, 
Yet this is he, who more then cautious Age, 
Or like calm Death, will bury what we f{peak. 
21. 
This, Birtha, isthe Boy, whofe skillefs face 
Is fafe from jealoufie of oldeft {pies 5 
In whom, by whifper, we from diftant place 
May meet, or wink our meaning to his Eyes, 


a2. 
More had he {aid to gain him her efteem, 
But Orgo enters {peechlefs with his Speed ; 
And by his looks more full of hafte did feem, 
Then when his fpurs provok’d his flying fteed. 


23, 
And with his firft recover’d breath he cryes; 
Havle say lov’d Lords whom Fame does vallue fo, 
That when fhe {witt with your fucceffes flies, 
She feares to wrong the World in being flow. 
24. 
I bring you more then \tafts of Fortune's love, 
Yet am afraid Terr, in having dar’d 
To think her favours could your gladnefs move 5 
Who have more worth then Fortune can reward, 


a5. 
The Duke , with {miles, forewarng his hafty Tongue 5 
As loath he fhould proceed in telling more 5 
Kindly afraid to do his kindnefs wrong, 
By hearing what he thought he knew before. 
26. 
Thy diligence (faid he) is high defert; 
It does in youth fupply defects of skil ; 
And is of duty the moft ufeful part; 
Yet art thou now but flow to Hurgonil, 


a7. 
Who hither by the Moons imperfect light 
Came and return’d, withcut the help of day, 
To tell me he has Ora’s Virgin plight, 
And that their nuptials for my prefence ftay, 
8 


28. 
Orgo reply’d, though that a triumph be 
Where all falfe Lovers are, like favage Kings, 
Led Captive after Love’s great Victory, 
It does but promife what your triumph brings. 


29. 
It was the Eve to this your Going ! 
And now Verouza Miftrifs does appear 
OF Lombardy; and all the Flowers which May 
E’re wore, does as the Countrie’s favours wear. 
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. 30. 
The weary Eccho from the Hills makes hatte; 

Vex'd that the Bells ftill call for her replies 
When they fo many are, and ring fo fafte 5 

Yet oft are filenc’d by the Peoples cries : 

31. 

Who fend to Heav’n the name of Rhodalind, 

And then Duke Gondibert as high they raife, 
To both with all their publick paffion kinde, 

If kindnefs fhine in wifhes and in praife. 


an) 
The King this day made your adoption known, 

Proclaim’d you to the Empire next allyrd, 
As heir to all his Conquefts and his Crown, 

For royal Rhodalind muft be your Bride. 

33+ 

Not all the dangers valor findes in war, 

Love mects in Courts, or pride to Courts procures, 
When fick with peace they hot in faction are, 

Can make fuch fears as now the Duke endures. 


34. 
Nor all thofe fears which ev’ry Maid has found, 
On whofe firft Guards, Love by furprifes fteals, 
(Whole fightlefs Arrow makes a curelefs wound) 
Are like to this which doubtful Birtha feels. 


35: 
He from his looks wild wonder ftrives to chace ; 
Strives more to teach his Manhood to refift 
Death in her Eyes ; and then with all the grace 
Of feeming pleafure, Orgo he difmift, 
36. 
And Orgo being gone, low as her knees 
Could fall, fhe fell; and foon he bends as low 
With weight of heart; grievd that no Grave he fees, 
To fink, where love no more can forrow know, 


37 
Her fighs as fhowrs lay windes, are calm‘d with tears; 
And parting life feems {tay’d awhile to take 
A civil leave, whilft her pale vifage wears 
A cleerer Sky, and thus the weeping fpake, 
8 


3 . 
Since {uch a Prince has forfeited his pow’r, 
Heav’n give me leave to make my duty lefs, 
Let me my vows, as fudden oathes abhor, 
Which did my paflion, not my truth exprefs. 


37° 
Yet yours I would not think were counterfeit, 
But rather ill and rafhly underftood 5 
For ‘tis impoffible I can forget 
So foon, that ence you fatally were good. 


40. 
Though cruel now as Beafts where they have pow’rs 
Chufing, like them, to make the wveakeft bleed; 
For vveaknefs foon invites you to devour, 
And a fubmiffion gives you eafe to feed. 
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41, 
To fighting Fields, fend all your honor back , 
To Courts your dang’rous Tengue and civil fhape, 
That Country Maids may Men no more miftake, 
Nor feck dark Death, that they may Love e(cape, 


42, 
Now foon to Heav’n her Soul had found the way, 
(For there it cft had been in pray’r and praife) 
But that his vows did life with loudnefs ftay , 
And life’s warm help did foon her Body raife. 


43. 
And now he gently leads her; for no more 
He lets th’ unhallow’d Ground a faln Flowre wear, 
Sweeter then Nature’s Bofome ever wore 3 
And now thefe vows fends kindly to her Ear. 


44. 
If (Birtha) I am falfe, think none to blame 
For thinking Truth ( by which the Soul {ubfifts ) 
No farther to be found then in the name 3 
Think humane kind betraid even by their Priefts, 


45: 
Think all my Sex fo vile, that you may chide 
Thofe Maids who to your Mothers Nuptials ran; 
And praife your Mother who fo early dy’de, 
Remembring whom the marry’d was a Man. 
46. 
This great Court miracle you ftrait receive 
From Orgo, and your faith the whole allows ; 
Why fince you Orgo’s words fo foon believe 
Will you lefs civilly fufpe& my vowes ? 


47. 
My Vowes, which want the Temples feal, will binde 
(Though private kept) furer then publick Laws ; 
For Laws but force the Body, but my Minde 
Your Vertue Councels, whilft your beauty draws, 


48. 
Thus fpake he, but his mourning looks did more 
Atteft his grief, and fear does hers renew ; 
Now lofing (were he loft) more then before, 
For then fhe fear'd him falfe, now thinks him true. 


49- 
As fick Phyfitians feldeme their own Art 
Dare truft, to cure their own difeafe, fo thefe 
Were to themfelves quite ufelefs when apart 5 
Yet by confult, each can the other eafe, 


5°. 
Rut from themfelves they now diverted ftood ; 
For Orgo’s Newes (which need not borrow wings, 
Since Orgo for his Lord beliewd it good ) 
To Aftragon the joyful Houfhold brings. 
I 


But 4ftrage2z, with a sadidicn: thought, 
This days glad news took in the dire portent 5 
A day which mourning Nights to Birtha brought ; 
And with that fear, in fearch of Birtha went. 


And 
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en 
And here he findes her in her Lovers Eyes, 
And him in hers 3 both more afflicted grown 
At his approach; for each his forrow {pies 5 
Who thus would counfel theirs, and hide his own. 


Though much this fatall joy to anger moves; 
Yet reafons aydes fhall anger’s force fubdue; 
I will not chide you for your hafty Loves, 
Nor ever doubt (great Prince) that yours is true. 


54: 
In chiding Love , becaufe he hafty was, 
Or urging errors, which his fwiftnefs brings, 
I finde effects, but dare not tax the caufe; 
For Poets were infpir’d, who gave hit: wings. 


* 
When low I digg, where AeuaeRiyes run, 
Dive deep in Seas, through Forrefts follow windes 
Or reach with Optick Tubes the ragged Moon, i 
My fight no caufe of Love’s {wift motion findes, 
56. 
Love's fatall hafte, in yours, I will not blame, 
Becaufe I know not why his Wings were giv’n; 
Nor doubt him true, not knowing whence he came, 
Nor Birtha chide, whothought you came from Heav‘n, 
57° 
If you lay fhares, we err when we efcapes 
Since evil practife learns Men to fufpect 
Where falfhood is, and in your noble fhape, 
We fhould by finding it, our skill detect. 
8 


58. 
Yet both your griefs Ple chide, as ignorance 
Call you unthankful; for your great griefs fhow 
That Heav’n has never usd you to mifchance, 
Yet rudely you repine to feel it now. 


If your contextures be fo weak, and nice, 
Weep that this ftormy world you ever knew 5 
You are not in thofe Calmes of Paradice, 
Where flender Flowers as fafe as Cedars grew. 
60, 
This which your Youth calls grief, was frowardnefs 
In flatter’d Infancy, and as you beare 
Unkindly now amid{t Youth's joys diftrefs, 
So then, unlefs ftill rock’d you froward were, 


bs 
Griefs conflicts gave thefe Haires their filver fhine5 

(Torne Enfignes which victorious Age adorne) 
Youth is a Drefs too garifh and too fine 

To be in foule tempeftuous weather worne, 

62; 

Grief's want of ufe does dang’rous weaknefs make, 

But we by ufe of Burdens are made ftrong 
And in our prattis’d Age can calmely take 

Thofe forrows, which like Feavers, vex the young. 

When 
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63. 
When you in Lov'’s fair Books (which Poets keep) 
Read what they hide, his Tragick Hiftory, 
You will rejoyce that half your time is fleep, ’ 
And {mile at Love when Nature bids you die, 
64. 
Learn then that Love’s difeafes common are; 
Doe not in ficknefs known ( though new to you) 
Whilft vital heat does laft, of cure difpaire : 
Love’s vital heat does laft, whilft Love is true. 


5. 
Thus fpake the kinde and prudent <Aftragon : 
And much their kinde impatience he appeas’d, 
For of his griefs (which heavier then their own 
Were born by both) their dutious fears are eas’d. 
66 


She begs, that he would pardon her diftrefs, 
Thought that even fin which did his forrow move ; 
And then with all her Mother’s lowlinefs 
His pardon eraves for sone leave to love. 
es 
The Duke who faw fair Truth fo undifguis’d, 
And love in all, but love fo unconcern’d, 
Pitty’d the ftudious world, andall defpis’d, 
Who did not here unlearn, what they had learn’d. 
68. 
I am reform’d (faid he) not that before 
I wanted love, or that my love was ill; 
But I have learnt to perfec Nature more 
By giving innocence a little skill. 


For ’tis fome skill in innocence to bear 

With temper the diftempers of our Stars 3 
Not doubling griefs already come by fear 

Of more, for fears but haften threatned Wars. 


70. 
But we will bravely fuffer to inure 
Our ftrength to weights againft the new are laid ; 
That when ’tis known how much we can endure, 
Our fufferings may make our Foes afraid, 
7. 
This Comet Glory fhines but in portent; 
Which from the Court does fend her threatning Beams; 
And looks as if it were by malice ment 
To haften Ofwald’s Faction to extreams. 
72: 
Since Hurgonil, who juft fore-ran the Boy 
Could not inftru& us, we as much may know 
Of the firft light, as of thefe fires of joy 5 
Which is, that both did out of darknefs grow, 


73: 
Yet this the King might hide in Kingly skill, 
Wifely to make his bounty more his own: 
Kings {teop for Councel, who impart their wills 
His Acts, like Heav’ns, make not their Caufes knowu. 
Yer 
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74: 
Yet with as plain a heart as Love untaught 
In Birtha wears, I here to Birtha make 
A vow, that Rhodalind I never fought, 
Nor now would with her love her greatneffe take. 


U5: 
Loves bonds are for her er made too ftraight 5 

And me Ambition’s pleafures cannot pleafe 5 
Even Priefts who on the higher Altar wait; 

Think a continu’d rev’rence lofle of eafe. 

76. 

Let us with fecrecy our love protect; 

Hiding fuch precious wealth from publick view 3 
The proffer'd glory I will firft fufpect 

As falfe, and fhun it when I finde it true. 


77- 
They now retire becaufe they Goltho faw, 
Who hither came to watch with Ulfzore 
If much the Duke’s woo’d Miftris did him awe 5 
Since love woo’d him, and inthe fhape of Pow’r. 
8 


78. 
But when he mark’d that he did from them move 
With fodain fhynefs, he fuppos’d it fhame 
Of being feen in chafe of Birtha’s loves 
As if above it grown fince Orgo came. 


79° 
Goltho by nature was of Mufick made, 
Cheerful as Victors warm in their fuccefs 5 
He feem’d like Birds created to be glad, 
And nought but love could make him tafte diftrefs. 
80. 
Hope, which our cautious Age fcarce entertains, 
Or as a Flatt’rer gives her cold refpet, 
He runs to meet, invites her, and complains 
Of one hours abfence as a years neglect. 
81. 
Hope, the world’s welcom, and his ftanding Gueft, 
Fed by the Rich, but Feafted by the Poor; 
Hope, that did come in triumph to his Breaft, 
He thus prefents in por to Ulfinore, 
2 


Well may I (Friend) aufpicious Love odore, 
Seeing my mighty Rivals takes no pride 
To be with Birtha {eens and he before 
(Thou knowft) injoyn’d that I his love fhould hide, 
8 


oy 
Nor do I break his truft when ‘tis reveal’d 

To thee, fince we are now fo much the fame, 
That when from thee, it is from me conceal’d, 

For we admit no diffrence but in name. 


a 
But be it ftill from ev’ry other Ear 
Preferv’d, and ftri@tly ‘by our mutual vow : 
His Laws are ftill to my obedience dear, 
Who was my Gen’ral, though my Rival now- re 
n 
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-< 85. 

And well thou knowft how much mine Eies did melt; 
When our great Leader they did firft per eive 


Love’s Captive led ; whofe forrows then I felt, 
Though now for greater of mine own I grieve, 
86. 


Nor doI now by love in duty err; 
For if I get what he would fain poffeffe, 
Then he a Monarch is, and I preferr 
Him, who undoes the World in being lefle. 
8 


a 
When Heav’n (which hath preferr’d me to thy Breft 
Where Friendfhip is inthron’d, ) fhall make it known 
That I am worth thy love, which is expreft 
By making Heav’nly Birtha all mine own. 
88 


Then at this quiet Edex thou wilt call, 

And ftay a while, to mark if Love’s prais‘’d Plant 
Have after Spring a ripenefs, and a Fall, 

Or never of the firft abundance want. 


89. 
And I fhall tell thee then if Poets are 
In ufing Beauty’s Pencil falfe, or blindes 
For they have Birtha drawn but {weet and faire3 
Stiles of her Face, the Curtain of her Minde ! 


90. 

And thou at parting fhalt her Picture weare, 

For Nature’s honor, not to thew my pride; 
Try if her like the teeming World does beare, 

Then bring that Copy hither for thy Bride. 

91. 

And they fhall love as quietly as we ; 

Their Beauty’s pow’r no civil War will raife 5 
But flourifh, and like neighb’ring Flowres agree; 

Unlefs they kindly quarrel in our praife. 


ey 
Then we for change will eee fuch lufcious peace; 
In Camps their Favors fhall our Helms adorn; 
For we can no way elfe our joys increafe , 
But by beholding theirs at our return. 


93. 
Thus cloth’d in Feathers, he on Steeples walks; 
Not gueffling yet, that filent U/fxore , 
Had ftudy'd her of whom he loofly talks, 
And what he likes did folidly adore, 


4. 
But Ulfizore with cold nioeiee aw’d 
His paffion, and did grave with Love become; 
Though Youthfully he fent his Eies abroad, 
Yet kept with Manly care, his Tongue at home. 


95. 
Thefe Rival’s hopes, he did with patience hear; 
His count’nance not uneafy feem’d, nor ftrange 5 
Yet meant his cares fhould more like Love appear, 
“If in the Duke Ambition bred a change. 
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6. 
But as the Duke fhun’d he for fecrecy , 
So now they from approaching Orgo move 
Made by Difcretion (Love's ftritt Tutor ) thy , 
Which is to Lovers painful as their Love. 


But Orgo they did ill eee crac Youth 
And nature yielded Lovers no offence 5 

Us’d by his Lord for kindnefs and for truth; 
Both native in him as his innocence: 


8. 
And here pafs’d by in hafte, ie Court imploy’d , 
That Birtha may no more have caufe to mourn: 
Full was his little Breaft! and overjoy’d 
That much depended on his quick return! 


99. 
Many like Orgo in their Manhood: Morn, 

As Pages did the noble Duke attend 3; 
The Sons of Chiefs, whom beauty did adorn, 

And fairer Vertue did that beauty mend. 

100. 

Thefe in his Heroe’s Schools he bred (which were 

In Peace his Palace , and in War his Tent) 
As if Time’s felf had read fage Ledtures there 

How he would have his howres (life’s Treafure) {pent : 

ror. 

No action, though to fhorter dreaded warre, 

Nor needful Counfels, though to lengthen Peace , 
Nor Love, of which wife Nature takes fuch care , 

Could from this ufeful work his cares releafe. 

102. 

But with the early Sun he rofe, and taught 

Thefe Youths, by growing vertue to grow great 5 
Shew’d greatnefs is without it blindly fought, 

A defp'rate charge which ends in bafe retreat. 


103. 
He taught them fhame, the fodain fence of ills 
Shame, Nature’s hafty Confcience, which forbids 
Weak inclination ere it grows to will, 
Or ftays rafh will, before it grows to deeds. 


104, 
He taughtthem Honor, Vertue’s bafhfulnefs 5 
A Fort fo yeildlefs, that it fears to treats 
Like Pow’r, it grows to nothing, growing lefs 5 
Honor, the moral Confcience of the Great ! 
105, 
He taught them kindnefs ; Soul’s civilitie 5 
In which, nor Courts, nor Citys have a parts 
For theirs is fafhion, this from falfhood free 5 
Where Love, and pleafure, know no Luft nor Art. 
106: 
And Love he taught; the Soul’s ftoIne Vifit made 
Though froward Age watch hard; and Law forbid ; 
Her walks no Spie has trac’d, nor Mountain ftaide 5 
Her friendfhip’s caufe, is as the Loadftone’s hid, 
He 
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107. 

He taught them love of Toyle 3 Toyle which does keep 

Obftructions from the Minde, and quench the bloods 
Eafe but belongs to us like fleep , and fleep- 

Like Opium, is our Med’cine, not our Food. 

108. 

To Dangers us’d them 3 which Death’s Vifards are, 

More uggly then himfelf, and often chace 
From Batail Coward-life ; but when we dare 

His Vifard fee, we never fear his Face. 


Ar rn a 


CANTO 
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Canto the Third. 


—— ee, 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Poet takes the Wife afide, to prove 

Even them concern'd in all he writes of Love. 
The dutions Orgo ps the Court returns 

With joys, at which agaiz fair Birtha mourns, 
The Duke with open Armes does entertain 

Thofé Guefts whom he receives with fecret pain, 


I 


Hou, who fome Ages hence thefe Roles doft read 
(Kept as Records by Lovers of Love’s pow’r) 
Thou who doft live, when I have long beendead, 
And feed’ft from Earth, when Earth does me devowr: 


a 
Who liv’'ft, perhaps, amidft fome Cities joys, 

Where they would fall afleep with Lazy peace, 
But that their triumphs make fo great a noife, 

And their loud Bells cannot for nuptials ceafe: 


oy 
Thou, who perhaps, proudly thy bloomy Bride 
Lead’ft to fome Temple, where I wither’d lie, 
Proudly, as if the Age’s Frofts defy’d 5 
And that thy fpringing felf could never die: 


4. 
Thou, to whom then the cheerful Quire will fing , 
Whilft hallow’d Lamps, and Tapers brave the Sun 
As a Lay-Light 5 and Bells in triumph ring , 
As when from fallies the Befiegers run, 


Ge 
That when the Prieft has ended, if thine Eijes 
Can but a little fpace her Etes forbear , 
To fhew her where my Marble Coffin lies ; 
Her Virgin Garlands fhe will offer there: 
6 


Confefs, that reading me fhe learnt to Jove ; 
That all the good behaviour of her heart, 

Even tow’rds thy felf, my doctrine did improve; 
Where Love by Nature is forwarn’d of Art, 


7. 
She will confefs, that to her Maiden ftate 

This Story fhew’d fuch Patterns of great Life, 
As though fhe then could thofe but imitate, 

They an Example make her now a Wife. 


And 
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8. 
And thy life’s fire could fhe awhile outlive 
(Which were, though lawful, neither kinde nor good) 
Then, even her forrows would examples give 5 
And fhine to others through dark widowhood. 


9. 
And fhe will boaft, how fpite of Cynick Age, 
Of bus’nefs, which does Pow’r uncivil make, 
Of ruder Cells, where they Love's Fire cia 
By ftudy’ng Death, and fear for Vertue take: 
10. 
And fpite of Courts (where loving now is made 
An Art, as dying is in Cells) my Laws 
Did teach her how by Nature to per{wade, 
And hold by vertue whom her beauty draws, 
If, 
Thus when by knowing me, thou know’ft ta whom 
Love owes his Eies, who has too long been blinde 3 
Then in the Temple leave my Bodies Tomb, 
To feek this Book, the Mon’ment of my Minde. 
12, 
Where thon mai’ft read; who with impatient Eies 
For Orgo on the guilded Tarras {tay 5 
Which high, and golden thews, and open lies , 
As the Morne’s Window when fhe lets out Day, 


13. 
Whofe height Two rifing Forrefts over-looks 5 
And on Pine-tops the Eiefight downward. catts 5 
Where diftant Rivers feem beltrided Brooks, 
Churches but Anchor’d Ships, their Steeples, Mafts. 


14. 
Hence, by his little Regian Courfer brought, 
Orgo they {pie, with diligence indu’d , 
Asif he would o’ertake forerunning Thought ; 
And he by many {wiftly feem’d purfu’d. 


15: 
But his light {peed teft thofe awhile behinde 5 
Whilft with rais’d Duft, their {wiftnefs hid theway 
Yet Birtha will, too foon, by Orgo finde 
What fhe by diftance loft in this furvay, 
16 


Orgo a precious Casket did prefent 

To his dear Lord, of Podian Saphyr wrought 5 
For which, unknown to Birtha, he was fent 3 

And a mote precious Pledg was in it brought, 


17. 
Then thus proclaim’d his joy ! Long may I live! 
Sent {till with bleffings from the Hea’nly Powers; 
And may their bountys fhew what they can give; 
And full as faft as long expected Showres! 
18 


Behold the King, with fuch a fhining Traine 
As dazles fight, yet can inform the Blind 5 
But there the Rich, and Beautious fhine in vaine, 
Unlefs they diftance kgep from Rhodalind. 
Methinks 


an Herotck ‘Poem, 165 


19. 

Methinks, they through the Middle Region come 3 
Their Chariots hid in Clouds of Duft below , 

And o’re their Heads, their Courfers fcatter’d Fome 
Does feem to cover them like falling Snow. 

20. 

This Bartha oe and fhe on Orgo caft 
A piteous look (for fhe no anger knew) 

But griev'd he knows not, that he brings too faft 
Such joys, as fain fhe fafter would efchew. 


on 
So Gondibert this Guft of glory took 
As Men whofe Sayls are full, more weather take 5 
And fhe fo gaz’d on him, as Sea-men look 
On long fought fhore, when Tempefts drive them back. 
23. 


But now thefe Glorys more apparent be 5 
And juftly all their obfervation claim’d 3 
Great, as in greateft Courts lefs Princes fee, 
When entertain’d to be eclips’d, and fham’d, 


23. 
Welt from Verona’s Road, through pleafant Meads 
Their Chariots crofs; and to the Palace fteers 
And Aribert this winged triumph leads; 
Which like the Planets Progrefs did appear. 


24. 

So fhin’d they, and fo noiflefs feem’d their {peed 5 
Like Spartans, touching but the filken Reynes, 

Was all the condu@ which their Courfers need; 
And proudly to fit ftill, was all their pains. 


25. 
With 4ribert fat royal Rhodalind; 
Calm Orna by the Count; by Hermegild 
(Silver’d with time) the Golden Gartha fhin’d 5 
And Tybalt’s Eies were full by Laura fill'd, 
26. 
The leffer Beauties, numberlefs as Stars, 
Shew’d fickly and far off, to this Noon-day 5 
And lage’d like Baggage Treafure in the Wars3 
Or only feem’d, another milkie way. 


a7. 

The Duke perceiv’d, the King defign’d to make 
This vifit more familiar by furprife 5 

And with Court art, he would no notice take 
Of that, which Kings are willing to difguife. 


28. 
But as in heedlefs fleep, the Houfe fhall feem 
New wak’d with this Alarm; and U/fx ftrait 
(Whofe fame was precious in the Courts efteem) _ 
Muft, as with cafual fight , their entrance wait. 


29. 
To Aftragon he doubles all his Vows 35 
To Birtha, through his Eies, his Heart reveal’d 5 
And by fome civil jealoufies he fhows 
Her beauty from the Court mutt be conceal’d. 
Prays 


166 GONDIBERT. 


30. 
Prays her, from Envy’s danger to retire 5 
The Palace war; which there can never ceafe 
Till Beauty’s force in age or death expire: 
A War difguis'd in civil fhapes of Peace , 


Ae 
Still he the precious Pledg kept from her view 3 
Who guefs’d not by the Casket his intent 5 
And was fo willing not to fear him true , 
That fhe did fear to queftion what it ment, 


22. 
Now hafts fhe to be hid; and being gon, 
Her Lover thinks the Planet of the day 
So leaves the mourning World to give the Moon 
(Whofe Train is mark’d but for their number) way. 


33. 
And entring in her Clofet (which took light 
Full in the Palace Front) fhe findes her Maids 
Gather’d to fee this gay unufual fight 5 
Which Commet-like, their wondring Eies invades. 


34. 
Where Thula would by climbing higheft be, 
Though ancient grown, and was in ftature fhort 5 
Yet did proteft, fhe came not there to fee, 
But to be hid from dangers of the Court. 


35° 
Their curious longing Birtha durft not blame 
(Boldnefs, which but to feeing did afpire) 
Since fhe her felf, provok’d with Courts great Fame, 
Would fain a fittle fee what all admire, 


Then through the Caen ventur’d fo much Face 

As Kings depos’d, fhew when through gratesthey peep, 
To fee Depofers to their Crowning pafle 5 

But ftrait fhrink back, and at the triumph weep. 


aa: 
Soon fo her Eies did too Beth glory finde ; 
For evn the firft the faw was alls for fhe 
No more would view fince that was Rhodalinds 
And fo much beauty could none others be, 


38. 
Which with her Vertue weigh’d (no lefs renown’d) 
Afflicts her that fuch worth muft fatal prove; 
-, And be in tears of the Poffeffor drown’d , 
Or fhe depofe her Lover by her Love. 


39. 
But Thula (wildly earneft in fe view 
Of fuch gay fights as fhe did ne’r behold) 
Mark’d not when Birtha her fad Eies withdrew; 
But dreamt the World was turn’d again to Gold. 


0. 
Each Lady moft, till more Sper ador’d ; 
Then with rude liking prais’d them all alowd; 
Yet thought them foul and courfe to ev’ry Lord; 
And civilly to ev’ry Page fhe bow'd 
The 
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at 
The objects paft, out-figh’d even thofe that woo; 
And ftrait her Miftris at the Window mift 5 
Then finding her in grief, out-figh’d her too ; 
And her fair Hands with parting paffion kift : 
2 


Did with a Servants ufual ne profefs 

That all fhe faw, was to her beauty black ; 
Confeff'd their Maids well bred, and knew to drefs, 

But faid thofe Courts are poor which painting lack, 


43. 
Thy praife (faid Birtha) poyfon'd is with fpites 
May blifters ceafe on thy uncivil Tongue, 
Which ftrives fo wickedly to do me right, 
By doing Rhodalind and Orna wrong. 


Falfe Fame, thy Miftris, ert d thee amifs; 

Who teaches School in ftreets, where Crowds refort 5 
Fame, falfe, as that their beauty painted is 5 

The common Country flander on the Court, 


45. 
With this rebuke, Thz/a takes eave leave 5 
Pretends fhe’ll better judge ere they be gon; 
At leaft fee more, though they her fight deceive 3 
Whilft Birtha findes, wilde Fear feeds beft alone: 
46. 
Ulfiz receives, and through Art’s Palace guides 
The King 3 who owns him with familiar grace 5 
Though Twice feven Years from firft obfervance hides 
Thofe Marks of valor which adorn’d his Face. 


47. 
Then Affragon with hafty homage bows: 

And fays, when thus his beams he does difpence 
In lowly vifits, like the Sun he .fhows 

Kings made for univerfal influence. 


48. 
Him with renown the King for Science pays, 
And Vertue; which Gods likeft Pictures bee 3 
Drawn by the Soul, whofe onely hire is praife 5 
And from fuch Salary not Heav'n is free. 


49- 
Then kindly he inquires for Gondibert 5 
When, and how far his wounds in danger were? 
And does the cautious progrefs of his Art 
Alike with wonder and with pleafure heare. 


50. 
Now Gondibert advanc’d, but with delay; 
As fetter’d by his love for he would fain 
Diffembled weaknefs might procure his ftay , 
Here where his Soul does as in Heav’n remain. 


aie 
Him, Creature like, the King did boldly ufe 
With publick love 5 to have it underftood 
That Kings, like God, may chufe whom they will chufe ; 
And what they make; judge with their own Eies good. aie 
is 
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53. 
This grace the Duke at bafhful diftance takes’; 
And Khodalind {o much concern’d is grown, 
That his furprifal fhe her troubles makes 5 
Blufhing, as if his blufhes were her own. 


53° 
Now the bright Train with Affragon afcend 5 
Whilft Hermegild, with Gartha moves behinde ; 
Whom much this gracious vifit did offend 5 
But thus he practis’d to appeafe her minde, 


54° 
Judge not you ftrangely in this vifit fhowe 5 
As well in Courts think wife difembling new 5 
Nor think the kindnefs ftrange, though to your Foe , 
Till all in Courts where they are kinde are true. 


55. 
Why fhould your clofer mourning more be worn ? 
Poor Priefts invented Blacks for leffer coft $ 
Kings for their Syres in Regal Purple mourn; 
Which fhews what they have got, not what they loft. 
6 


56. 
Though rough the way to Empire be, and fteep, 
You look that I fhould level it fo plain, 
As Babes might walk it barefoot in their fleep; 
But Pow’r is the reward of patient pain / 


57: 
This high Hill Pow’r, whofe Bowels are of Gold, 
Shews neer to greedy and unprattis’d fight 5 
But many grow in travail to it old, 
And have miftook the diftance by the height, 


If thofe old Travailers may Fn be 

Your trufted Guides, they will your hafte reform; 
And give you fears of Voyages by Sea 5 

Which are not often made without a ftorm. 


59. 
Yet fhort our Courfe fhall nee our paflage faire, 
If in the Steerage you will quiet ftand, 
And not make. ftorms of ev’ry breath of Aires 
But think the Helm, fafe in the Pilots hand. 
6 


O. 
You like fome fatal King (who all Men hears 
Yet trufts intirely none) your truft miftake, 
As too much weight for one: One Pillar bears 
Weight that would make a Thoufand Shoulders ake: 
61. 
Your Brothers {torm T to a calm have turn’d 5 
Who lets this guilded facrifice proceed 
To Hymen’s Altar, by the King adorn’d, 
As Priefts give Victims Gerlonds ere they bleed, 
62 


Hubert to triumph would not move fo fafte ; 
Yet you (though but-a kinde SpeGator) mean 
To give his triumph Laws, and make more hafte 
To fee it pafs, then he does to be feen. 
With 
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62; 
With patience lay this Tempeft of your heart! 
For you, ere long, this Angels form fhall turn 
To fatal Man’s; and for that fhape of Art, 
Some may, as I for yours of Nature, mourn. 
64. 
Thus by her Love-fick Statefman the was taught 5 
And {mil'd, with joy of wearing Manly thape; 
Then fmil’d, that fuch a {mile his Heart had caught ; 
Whofe Nets Camps break not through,nor Senates {cape. 


CANTO 
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Canto the Fourth. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The King to Gondibert is grown fo kinde, 
That he prevents the bounteous Rhodalind 
In giving of her love; and Gondibert 
Laments his Breaft holds but a fingle heart 5 
Which Birtha grieves her beauty did fubdue , 


Since he undoes the world in being true, 


I, 


UII grows the Prefence now, as when all know 
Some ftranger Prince muft be receiv’d with {tate 5 
When Courts fhew thofe, who come to fee the Shows 
And all gay Subjects like Domefticks waite, 
a 


Nor Ulfizere nor Goltho abfent were 5 

Whofe hopes expect what lift’ning Birtha (hid 
In the adjoyning Clofet) fears to heare 5 

And beggs kinde Heav’n in pitty would forbid. 


2° 
The King (who never time nor Pow’r mis-{pent 
In Subjects bafhfulnefs, whiling great deeds 
Like Coward Councels, who too late confent) 
Thus to his fecret will aloud proceeds. 


a 
If to thy Fame (brave Youth) I coud add wings , 
Or make her Trumpet louder by my voice, 
I would (as an example drawn for Kings) 
Proclaim the caufe, why thou art now my choice. 


Be 
But this were to fupect the world afleep , 
Or all our Lombards with their envy blinde, 
Or that the Huzxs fomuch for bondage weep, 
As their drown’d Eies cannot thy Trophies finde, 
6 


When this is heard, none dare of what I give 
Prefume their equal merit might have fhar'd 5 

And to fay more, might make thy Foes believe, 
Thy dang’rous worth is grown above reward, 


VE 
Reward even of a Crown, and fuch a Crown, 
As by Heav’n’s Model ancient Victors wore 5 
When they, as by their Coyn, by Laws were known; 
For Laws but made more currant Victors pow’r. 


71 
A Crown f ere on 
rown toon taught, by whom Pow’r firlt was given : 
When Vittors (of Dominion cautious mee ae 
By hearing of that old revolt in Heav’n) 
Kept Pow’r too high for Subjects to invade. 


: cds 
A pia were ends by Armies their debate , 

; o queftion height of Pow’r; who by the L 
(Till plain obedience they make stricate) ane 
Would nat the People, but their Rulers aw. 

fo. 
To Pow’r adoption makes thy Title good 5 
Preferring worth, as birth give Princes place ; 
And Vertue’s claim exceeds the right of Blood, 
As Souls extraction does the Bodies Race, 


ae 
Yet for thy Bloods long walk through Princes veins, 
Thou maift with any Lozbard meafure time ; 
Though he his hidden houfe in MWixw feigns; 
And not ftep fhort, when Hubert’s {elf would climbe. 


£2; 
And Hubert is of higheft Victors breed 5 
Whofe worth I fhall for diftant Empire chufe ; 
If he will learn, that you by Fate precede , 
And what he never had, he cannot lofe. 


12. 
His valor fhall the Gothick conqueft keep 5 
And would to Heav’n that all your mighty mindes 
As foon were pleas’d, as Infants are with fleep, 
And you had Mufick common as tHe windes. 


14. 
That all the Year your Seafons were like Spring 5 
All joy’d as Birds, and all as Lovers kindes 
That ev'ry famous Fighter were a King , 
And each like you could have a Rhodalind. 
15. 
For fhe is yours, as your adoption free; 
And in that gift my remnant Life I give; 
But ’tis to you, brave Youth! Who now are thes 
And fhe that Heav’n where fecondly I live. 


16. 
And richer then that Crown (which fhall be thine, 
When Life’s long Progrefs I am gone with Fame) 
Take all her love; which fcarce forbears to fhine 
And own thee, through her Virgin-Curtain, fhame, 


17. 
Thus fpake the King; and Rhodalind rppear'd 
Through publifh’d Love, with fo much bafhfulnefs , 
As young Kings fhew, when by furprife o’re-heard 
Moaning to Favrite pane a deep diftrefs, 
18. 
For Love is a diftrefs, and would be hid 
Like Monarchs griefs, by which they bafhful grow 3 
And in that fhame beholders they forbid 5 
Since thofe blufh moft, who muft their blufhes re 
n 
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19. 
And Gonrdibert with dying Eies did grieve 
At her vail’d Jove (a wound he cannot heal) 
As great Mindes mourn, who cannot then relieve 
The vertuous, when through fhame they want conceal, 
20. 
And now cold Birtha’s rofy looks decay 5 
Who in fear’s Froft had like her beauty dy’d, 
But that Attendant Hope perfwades her ftay 
A while, to hear her Duke 5 who thus reply’d, 


Dike 
Victorious King! Abroad your Subjects are 
Like Legats fafe; at home like Altars free ! 
Even by your fame they conquer as by warre ; 
And by your Laws fafe from each other be. 


a, 
A King you are o’re Subjects, fo as wife 
And noble Husbands feem o're Loyal Wives 5 
Who claim not, yet confefs their liberties, 
And brag to ftrangers of their happy lives. 


235 
To Foes a winter ftorm 3 whilft your Friends bow 
Like Summer Trees, beneath your bountys loads 
To me (next him whom your great felf, with low 
And cheerful duty ferves) a giving God. 


24. 
Since this 1s you, and Rhodalind (the Light 
By which her Sex fled Vertue finde) is yours 5 
Your Diamond, which tefts of jealous fight, 
The ftroke, and fire, and Ojfel’s juice endures 5 


25. 
Since fhe fo precious is, I fhall appear 
All counterfeit , of Art's difguifes made ; 
And never dare a pproach her Luftre neer 5 
Who fcarce can hold my vallew in the fhade- 
26. 
Forgive me that I am not what I feem5 
But falfly have diffembled an excefs 
Of all fuch vertues as you moft efteem 5 
But now grow good but as I ils confefs. 
27. 
Far in Ambition’s Feaver am I gone! 
Like raging Flame afpiring is my Love; 
Like Flame deftructive too, and like the Sun 
Does round the world tow’rds change of Objects move, 
28, 
Nor is this now through vertuous fhame confefs’d 3 
But Rhodalind does force my conjur’d feare , 
As Men whom evil fpirits have poffefs’d, 
Tell all when faintly Votaries appeare, 


29. 
When fhe will grace the Bridal Dignitie, 
Tt will be foon to al! young Monarchs known 5 
Who then by pofting through the World will trie 
Who firft can at her Feet prefent his Crown, 
Then 
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30. 
Then will Verona feem the Inn of Kings 5 
_ And Rhodalind {hall at her Palace Gate 
Smile, when great Love thefe Royal Sutors brings 5 
Who for that {mile would as for Empire waite. 


a1 
Amongft this ruling Race fhe choyce may take 
__ For warmth of Valor, coolnefs of the minde , 
Fies that in Empire’s drowfie Calms can wake , 
In ftorms look out, in darknefs dangers find. 
32. 
A Prince who more inlarges pow’r then lands 5 
Whofe greatnefs is not what his Map contains; 
But thinks that his, where he at full commands; 
Not where his Coyn does pafs, but pow’r remains, 


BS. 
Who knows that Pow’r can never be too high 
When by the Good poffefts for ‘tis in them 
The {welling Nyle; from which though People fly, 
They profper moft by rifing of the ftream, 


34. 

Thus (Princefs) you fhould chufe; and you will finde; 
Even he, fince Men are Wolves muft civilize 
(As light does tame fome Beafts of favage kinde) 
Himfelf yet more, by dwelling mm your Eies, 


35° 
Such was the Duke’s reply ; whih did produce 
Thoughts of a diverfe fhape through fev’ral Eares: 
His jealous Rivals mourn at his excufe5 
But Aftragon it cures of all his feares. 
6 


36. 
Birtha his praife of Rhodalind bewayles 5 
And now her hope a weak Phyfitian feems, 
For Hope, the common Comforter, prevailes 
Like common Med’cines, flowly in extreams, 


a7. 
The King (fecure in offer’d Empire) takes 
This fore’d excufe, as troubled bafhfulnefs, 
And a difguife which fodain paflion makes, 
To hide more joy then prudence fhould exprefs. 
8 


38. 
And Rhodalind (who never lov'd before, 
Nor could fufpect his love was giv’n away) 
Thought not the treafure of his Breaft fo poore , 
But that it might his debts of honor pay. 


39 
To haften the rewards of his defert, 
The King does to Veroxa him command 3 
And kindnefs fo impos’d, not all his Art 
Can now inftruct his duty to withftand. 


40. 
Yet whilft the King does now his time difpofe 
In feeing wonders, in this Palace fhown, 

He would a parting kindnefs pay to thofe 


Who of their wounds are yet not perfect grown. : 
An 
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4t. 
And by this fair pretence, whilft on the King 
Lord 4Affragox through all the Houfe attends, 
Young Orgo does the Duke to £zrtha bring 5 
Who thus her forrows to his bofome fends, 


Hip 
Why fhould my Storm your Life’s calm voyage vex ? 
Deftroying wholly vertue’s Race in one 3 

So by the firft of my unlucky Sex, 
All in a fingle ruine were undone. 


AS 
Make Heav'nly Rhodalind your Bride! Whilft I 
Your once lov’d Maid, excufe you, fince I know 
That vertuous Men forfake fo willingly 
Long cherifh’d life, becaufe to Heav’n they go, 


44. 
Let me her fervant be! A Dignity , 
Which if your pity in my fall procures 5 
I ftill fhall vallew the advancement high, 
Not as the Crown is hers, but fhe is yours. 


45. 
Ere this high forrow up to dying grew , 
The Duke the Casket op’ned , and from thence 
(Form’d like a Heart) a cheerful Ewrauld drew 3 
Cheerful, as if the lively ftone had fence. 
46. 
The Thirti’th Carrad it had doubled Twice 3 
Not tak’n from the. 4ftick Silver Mine , 
Nor from the Brafs, though fuch (of nobler price) 
Did onthe Necks of Parthian Ladies fhine - 


47. 
Nor yet of thofe which make the Ethiop proud 5 

Nor taken from thofe Rocks where Battrians climbe 3 
But from the Scythian, and without a Cloud 3 

Not fick at fire, nor languifhing .with time. 


48. 
Then thus he fpake! This (Birtha) from my Male 
Progenitors, was to the loyal fhe 
On whofe kinde Heart they did in love prevail, 
The Nuptial Pledge, and this I give to thee! 


49. 
Seven Centuries have paffd, fince it from Bride 
To Bride did firft fucceed; and though tis knowa 
From ancient lore, that Gemms much vertue hide, 
And that the Ewrauzld is the Bridal Stone. 


50. 
Though much renown’d becaufe it chaftnefs loves , 
wud will when worn by the neglected wife, 
Shew when her abfent Lord difloyal proves, 
By faintnefs, and a pale decay of life; 
I 


Though Emraulds ferve as Spies to jealous Brides , 
Yet each compar’d to this does councel keep 5 

Like a falfe Stone, the Husbands falfh-hood: hides , 
Or feems born blinde, or feigns a dying fleep, 


With 
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0. 
With this take orgo, as a better Spy 5 

Who may in all your kinder feares be fent 
To watch at Court, if I deferve to die 

By making this to fade, and you lament. 

53+ 

Had now an. artfull Pencil Birtha drawn 

(With grief all dark, then ftrait with joy all lich 
He muft have fancy’d firft, in early dawn, a ee 

A fudden break of beauty out of Night. 


54. 
Or firft he muft have mark’d what palenefs, Fear, 
Like nipping Froft, did to her vifage bring ; 
Then think he fees, in a cold backward year, 
A Rofy Morn begin a fudden.Spring. 
aoe 
Her joys (too vafte to be contain’d in {peech) 
Thus fhe a little fpake! Why ftoop you down. 
My plighted Lord, to lowly Birtha’s reach, 
Since Rhodalind would lift you to a Crown ? 


50. 
Or why do I, when I this plight imbrace, 
Boldly afpire to take what you have given ? 
But that your vertue has with Angels place, 
And ’tis a vertue to afpire to Heav’n. 
57° 
And as tow’rds Heav’n all travail on their Kne s3 
So I tow’rds you, though Love afpire, will move: 
And were you crown’d, what could you better pleafe 
Then aw’d obedience led by bolder Love ? 
8 


58. 
If I forget the depth from whence I rife, 
Far from your bofome banifh’d be my heart 5 
Or claim a right by beauty to your Eyes; 
Or proudly think, my chaftity defert. 


59. 
But thus afcending from your humble Maid 
To be your plighted Bride, and then your Wife, 
Will be a debt that fhall be hourly paid, 
Till Time my duty cancel with my life. 
60. 


And fruitfully if Heav’n ere make me bring 
Your Image to the World, you then my pride 
No more fhall blame, then you-can tax the Soring 
For boalting of thofe Flowres fhe cannot hide. 
61. 
orgo, I fo receive as I am taught 
By duty to efteem what ere you love ; 
And hope the joy he in this Jewel brought, 
Will luckyer then his former triumphs prove. 


625 
For though but Twice he has approach’d my fight, 
He Iwice made hafte to drown me in my Tears: 
But now I am above his Planets fpite, 
And as for fin beg pardon for my fears, 


Thus 
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63, 
Thus fpake fhe; and with fix’d continu’d fight, 
The Duke did all her bafhful beauties view; 
Then they with kiffes feal’d their facred plight ; 
Like Flowres ftill {weeter as they thicker grew. 


4. 
Yet muft thefe pleafures feel, though innocent, 
The ficknefs of extremes, and cannot laft; 
For Pow’r (Love’s fhun’d Impediment) has fent 
To tell the Duke, his Monarch is in haft : 
6 


es 
And calls him to that triumph which he fears 
So as a Saint forgiven (whofe Breaft does all 
Heav’n's joys contain) wifely lov’d Pomp forbears 5 
Left tempted Nature fhould from bleftings fall. 
66. 
He often takes his leave, with Love’s delay; 
And bids her hope, he with the King fhall finde, 
By now appearing forward to obay, 
A meanes to ferve him lefs in Rhodalind. 
67, 
She weeping to her Clofet-window hies 5 
Where fhe with teares does Rhodalind {urvey ; 
As dying Men, who grieve that they have Eyes, 
When they through Curtains fpy the rifing day. 
68 


The King has now his curious fight fuffis’d 
Wich all loft Arts, in their revival view’d 5 
Which when reftor’d, our pride thinks new devis’d: 
Fafhious of Mindes, call’d new when but renew’d! 
69. 
The bufie Court prepares to nee on whom 
Their fad offended Eyes the Country cafte; 
Who never fee enough where Monarchs come 5 
And nothing fo uncivil feems as hafte, 


70; 
As Men move flow, who know they lofe their way, 
Even fo the Duke tow'rds Rhodalind does move 5 
Yet he does dutious fears, and wonder pay , 
Which are the firft, and dangerous fignes of Love. 


7X. 
Ail his addreffes much by Goltho were 

And Ulfizore obferv'd; who diftant ftand 5 
Not daring to approach his prefence neer3 

But fhun his Eyes to {cape from his command : 


Vey 
Leaft to Verona he fhould both require; 
For by remaining here, both hope to light 
Their Hymen's Torches at his parting fire 5 
And not difpaire to kindle them to night, 


oe 
The King his Golden Ghaventer afcends ; 
Which neer fair Rhodalind the Duke containes; 
Though to excufe that grace he lowly bends; 
But honor fo retus’d, more honor gaines, 


And 
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74: 
And now their Chariots (ready to take Wing) 
Are even by weakeft breath, a whifper ftay’d ; 
And but fuch whifper as a Page does bring 
To Laura’s Woman from a Houfhold Maid. 


75: 
But this low voice did raife in Lawra’s Eare 
An Eccho, which from all redoubled foon ; 
Proclaiming fuch a Country beauty here, 
As makes them look, like Ev’ning to her Noon. 


76. 
And Laura (of her own high beauty proud, 
Yet not to others cruel) foftly prays, 
She may appear! but Gartha, bold, and loud, 
With Eyes impatient as for conqueft, ftays. 
thik 
Though Affragon now owns her, and excus’d 
Her prefence, as a Maid but rudely taught, 
Infirm in health, and not to greatnefs us’d; 
Yet Garsha itil calls out, to have her brought! 


78. 
But Rhodwind (Cin whofe relenting Breaft 
Lomnpafiion’s felf might fit at School, and learn) 
Knew bafhful Maids with publick view diftreft 5 
And in taeir Glafs, themfelves with fear difcern ; 


Ike 
She ftopt this Challenge which Court-Beauty made: 
To Country fhape 5 not knowing Nature’s hand 
Had Birtha drefs'd, nor that her felf obay’d 
In vain, whom conqu’ring Birtha did command. 
80, 
The Duke (whom vertuous kindnefs foon fubdues) 
Though him his Bonds from Birtha highly pleafe, 
Yet feems to think, that lucky he, who {ues 
To wear this royal Mayd’s, will walk at eafe. 
or: 
Of thefe a brief furvey fad Birtha takes; 
And oOrgo’s help directs her Eye to all; 
Shews her for whom grave Tybalt nightly wakes; 
Then at whofe feet wife Hermegild does fall. 
82 
And when calm Orza with the Count fhe faw, 
Hope (who though weak, a willing Painter is, 
And bufily does ev’ry Pattern draw ) 
By that example could not work amifs. 


83. 
For foon fhe fhap’d her Lord and her fo kinde, 
So all of love 5 till Fancy wrought no more 
When fhe perceiv’d him fit with Rhodalinds 
But froward-Painter-like the Copy tore. 
84. 
And now they move 3 and fhe thus robb’d, believes 
(Since with fuch hafte they bear her wealth avvay) 
That they at beft, are but judicious Thieves, 
And knovv the noble vallue of their Prey. 
And 
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And then fhe thus complain’d! Why royal Maid! 
Injurious Greatnefs! Did you hither come 
Where Pow’r’s {trong Nets of Wyre were never laid ? 
But childith Love took Cradle as at home, 


Where can we fafe our harmlefs bleflings keep, 
Since glorious Courts our folitude invade? 
Bells which ring out, when th’'unconcern’d would fleep 5 


Falfe lights to {care poor Birds in Country fhade! 
8 


a 

Or if our joys their own difcov’ry make, 

Envy (whofe Tongue firft kills whom the devours) 
Calls it our Pride 3 Envy, The poys’nous {nake, 

Whofe breath blafts Maids, as innocent as Flowres ! 

88. 

Forgive me beautious Greatnefs, if I grow 

Diftemper’d with my fears, and rudely long 
To be fecure; or praife your beauty fo 

As to believe, that it may do me wrong! 


89. 
And you my plighted Lord, forgive me too, 
If fince your worth and my defeés I find, 
I fear what you in juftice ought to do; 
And praife your judgment when I doubt you kind. 
go. 
Now fudden fear o’er all her beauty wrought 
The pale appearance of a killing Froft; 
And careful Orgo, when fhe ftarted, thought 
She had her Pledg, the precious Ewrauld, loft. 


gt. 
But that kinde Heart, as conftant as her own, 

She did not mifs; ’twas from a fudden fence, 
Leaft in her Lover’s heart fome change was grown, 
And it grew pale with that intelligence. 

By 
Soon from her bofome fhe Ce Emrauld took: 
If now (faid fhe) my Lord my Heart deceaves, 
This Stone will by dead palenefs make me look 
Pale as the Snowy skin of Lilly Leaves, 


oe 
But fuch a cheerful green ue Gemm did fling 
Where fhe oppos’d the Rayes, as if the had 
Been dy’de in the complexion of the Spring, 
Or were by Nimphs of Brittaiv Valleys clad. 


94- 
Soon fhe vvith earneft paffion kift the Stone; 
Which ner till then had fuffer’d an Eclipfe 5 
But then the Rayes retir’d, as if it fhone 
In vain, fo neer the Rubies of her Lips. 


Yet thence remov’d, vvith publick glory fhines! 
Ske Orgo bleft, vvho had this Relique brought; 
And kept it like thofe Reliques lock’d in fhrines, 
By vvhich the lateft Miracles vvere vvyrought. s 
ox 
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For foon refpect was up to rev’rence grown 3 
Which fear to Superftition would fublime, 
But that her Father took Fear’s Ladder down; 
Lofe fteps, by which diftrefs to Heav'n would climbe. 


97- 
He knew, when Fear fhapes Heav’nly Pow’r fo juft, 
And terrible (parts of that fhape drawn true) 
Tt vailes Heav’n’s beauty, Love; which when we truft, 
Our courage honors him to whom we {fue ! 


EC€ANTO 
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The ARGUMENT. 


The deep Defignes of Birtha ix diftre/ss 

Her Emrauld’s vertue fhews her Love’s fuccefs, 
Wife Aftragon with reafon cures defpair 5 

And the Afflided chides for partial Pray’r, 
With grief the fecret Rivals take their leave 5 
And but dark hope for hidden love receive, 


I. 


a X06 thew the Morn her paflage to the Eaft, 

4 Now 3/rtha’s dawn, the Lover's Day,appears ! 

So foon Love beats Revellies in her Breaft 5 
And like the Dewy Morn the rofe in tears: 


2. 
So much fhe did her jealous dreams diflike, 
Her Maids ftrait kindle by her light their Eyes 5 
Which when to hers compard, Poets would ftrike 
Such fparks to light their Lamps, ere Day does rife. 


By, 
But O vain Jealoufie! Why doft thou hafte 
To find thofe evils which too foon are brought ? 
Love’s frantick Valor! which fo rafhly fafte 
Seeks dangers, as if none would come unfought. 


4. 
As often fairefts Morns foon cover’d be, 
So fhe with dark’ning thoughts is clouded now; 
Looks fo, as weaker Eyes {mall objects fee, 
Or ftudious Statefmen who contract the Brovv, 


oe 
Or like fome thinking sybill that vvould finde 
The fence of myftick vvords by Angels given! 
And this fair Politick bred in her minde 
(Reftlefs as Seas) a deep defigne on Heav’n. 
6 


To Prav’rs plain Temple fhe does haft unfeen ; 

Which though not grac’d with curious coft for fhovy, 
Was nicely kept; and now muft be as clean 

As Tears make thofe who thence forgiven goe, 


7 
For her own Hands (by which beft Painters drew 
The HanJs of Innocence) will make it fhine ; 
Pennance which newly from her terrors grew 35 


And was (alafs!) part of her deep defigne, 


And 


3. 
And when this holy hufwifry was paft, 
_ Her vows fhe fends to Heav’n, which thither fly 
Intire; not broken by unthinking haft ; 
Like Sinners Sparks that in afcending dy, 


Thence fhe departs 5 but at ‘his Temple Gate 
A needy Crowd (call’d by her Summons there) 
With fuch affurance for her bounty waite, 
As if ne’r failing Heav’n their Debtor were. 
10. 
To thefe the {tore of Antick Treafure gave 
(For fhe no Money. knew) Medals of Gold 
Which curious Guthe’rers did in travail fave, : 
And at high worth were to her Mother fold. 
ifs 
Figures of fighting Chiefs, born to o’rcome 
Thofe who without their leave would all deftroy 5 
Chiefs, who had brought renown to Athens, Rome, 
To Carthage, Tyre, and to lamented Troy. 
1. 
Such was her wealth, her Mothers Legacy; 
And well fhe knew it was of fpecial price; 
But fhe has begg’d what Heav’n muft not deny 5 
So would not make a common Sacrifice. 


12: 
To the black Temple fhe her Sorrow bears 5 
Where fhe outbeg’d the tardy begging Thief’; 
Made weeping A/agdaline but poor in Tears, 
Yet Silent as their Pi@ures was her Grief. 


14. 
Her purpos’d penance fhe did here fulfils 
Thofe Pictures drefs’d, and the fpent Lamp reliev’d 
With fragrant Oyles, dropp’d from her Silver Still 5 
And now for thofe that there fat mourning, griev’d, 
15. 
Thofe Penitents, who knew her innccence, 
Wonder what Parents fin fhe did bemoan; 
And venture (though they goe unpardon’d thence ) 
More fighs for her redrefs then for her own. 
16. 
Now jealoufie no more benights her face, 
Her courage beautious grows, and grief decayes5 
And with fuch joy as fhipwrack’d Men imbrace 
The Shore, fhe haftens to the Houle of Praife, 


17: 
And there the Gemm the from her bofome took, 
(With which till now fhe trembled to advife) 
So far from pale, that Gondibert would look 
Pale if he faw, how it out-fhin’d her Eyes. 
18 


Thefe Rayes fhe to a Miracle preferss 
And luftre that fuch beauty fo defies, 
Had Poets feen (Love’s partial Jewellers, 
Who count nought precious but their Miftrefs Eyes) 


They 
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19. 
They would with grief a miracle confefs ! 
She enters ftrait to pay her gratitude 5 
And could not think her beauty in diftrefs, 
Whilft to her Love, her Lord is fill fubdud, 
20. 
The Altar the with Imagry array’d, 
Where Needles boldly, as a Pencil wrought, 
The ftory of that humble Syr7az Maid, 
Who Pitchers bore, yet Kings to Juda brought. 
21 


And there fhe of that precious Linnen fpreads, 
Which in the confecrated Month is {pun 
By Lombard Brides 3 for whom in empty Beds 
Their Bridegrooms figh till the fucceeding Moon, 


22. 
’Tis in that Moon bleachd by her fuller Lights 
And wath’d in Sudds of Amber, till it grow 
Clean as this Spredders Hands; and thofe were white 
As rifing Lillies, or as falling Snow. 


bes 
The voluntary Quire of Birds fhe feeds, 
Which oft had here the Virgin-Confort fill’d 5 
She diets them with 4romatick feeds; 
And quench’d their Thirft with Razbom-Dew diftilld: 
24. 
Lord Aftragon, whofe tender care did waite 
Her progrefs, fince her Morn {fc cloudy broke, 
Arrefts her paflage at this Temple Gate, 
And thus, he with a Father's licenfe fpoke. 


258 
Why art thou now, who haft fo joyful liv’d 
E’re love thou knew’{t, become with Love fo fad > 
If thou haft loft fair Vertue, then be griev’d ; 
Elfe thew, thou know'ft her worth by being glad. 
Zor 
Thy love’s high foaring cannot be a crime; 
Nor can we if a Spinfter loves a King, 
Say that her love ambitioufly does climbe : 
Love feeks no honor, but does honor bring, 
27, 
Mounts others value, and her own lets fall! 
Kings honor is but little, till made much 
By Subjects Tongues! Elixer-Love turns all 
To pow’rful Gold, where it does only touch. 
28. 
Thou lovi{t a Prince above thine own degree : 
Degree 1s Monarch’s Art, Love, Nature’s Law 3 
In Lovers free State all Pow’rs fo Levell’d be, 
That there, affection governs more then aw, 


20. 

But thou doft love where eno does love; 
And thence thy griefs of Jealoufie begin; 

A caufe which does thy forrow vainly move; 
Since ‘tis thy noble fate, and not thy Sin. 


This 
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0. 
This Vain and. voluntary fore of grief 
(For fate fent Love, thy will does forrow bear) 
Thou to the Temple carry ft for relief ; 
And fo to Heav'n art guided by thy fear. 


Le 
Wilde Fear ! Which has a Ce eee i devis'd 
In Heav’n’s old Realm, and Saints in Senates fram’d; 
Such as by which, were Beafts well civiliz’d, 
They would fufpect their Tamer Man, untam’d. 


376 
Wilde Fear! Which has the Ivdiax worlhip made; 
Where each unletter’d Prieft the Godhead draws 
In fuch a form, as makes himfelf afraid 5 
Difguifing Mercy’s fhape in Teeth and Claws. 


33: 
This falfe Guide Fear, which does thy Reafon {way, 
And turns thy valiant vertue to defpair, 
Has brought thee here, to offer, and to pray 5_ 
But Temples were not built for Cowards pray'r. 


34: 
For when by Fear thy noble Reafon’s led 
Reafon, not Shape gives us fo great degree 
Above our Subjeéts, Beafts) then Beafts may plead 
A right in Temples helps ¢s well as we, 


35. 
And here, with abfent Reafon thou doft weep 
To beg fuccefs in love; that Rhodalind 
May lofe, what fhe as much does beg to keep 5 
And may at leaft an equal audience find. } 
36. 
Mark Birtha, this unrighteous war of prayer ! 
Like wrangling States, you ask a Monarchs aide 
When you are weak, that you may better dare 
Lay claim, to what your paflion would invade. 


a7 * 
Long has th’ ambitious World rudely preferrd 
Their quarrels, which they call their prays, to Heav’n3 
And thought that Heav'n would like themfelves have err’d, 
Depriving fome, of what's to others given. 


3°. 
Thence Modern Faith becomes fo weak and blinde, 
Thinks Heav’n in ruling other Worlds imploy d, 
And is not mindfal of our abject Kinde, 
Becaufe all Sutes are not by all! enjoy’d. 


57% 
How firm was Faith, when humbly Sutes for need, 
Not choice were made? then (free from all defpair 
As mod’rate Birds, wha fing for daily Seed ) 
Like Birds, our Songs of Praile included prayer. 


40. 
hy Hopes are by thy Rival’s vertue aw’d 5 
pl Thy Rival Rhodalind ; whofe Vertue fhines 
On Hills, when brighteft Planets are abroad3 


Thine privately, like Miners Lamps, in Mines om 
e 


4l. 
The Court(where fingle Patterns are difgrac’d 5 
Where glorious Vice, weak Eies admire 5 
And Vertu’s plainnefs is by Art out fac’d } 
She makes a Temple by her Veftal Fire. 


tele - - 
Though there, Vice fweetly dreff'd, does tempt like blifs 
Even Cautious Saints; and fingle Vertue feem 
Fantaftick, where brave Vice in fafhion 1s 5 
Yet fhe has brought plain Vertue in efteem, 


4 ° 
Yours is a vertue of inferior rate 5 
Here in the dark a Pattern, where ’tis barr’d 
From all your Sex that fhould her imitate, 
And of that pomp which fhould her Foes reward : 


44. 
Retyr’d, as weak Monafticks fly from care 2 
Or devout Cowards fteal to Forts, their Cells , 
From pleafures, which the worlds chief dangers are : 
Hers paffes yours , as Valor fear excels. 


45. 
This is your Rival in your fute to Heav’n: 
But Heav’n is partial if it give to you 
What to her bolder Vertue fhould be given 5 
Since yours, pomps, Vertu’s dangers, never knew: 
6 


46. 
Your fute would have your love with love repay’ds 
To which Arts conquefts, when all fcience flowes, 
Compar’d, are Students dreams; and triumphs made 
By glorious Courts and Camps but painted fhowes, 


47- 
Even Arts Dictators, who give Laws to Schools , 
Are but dead Heads 3 Statefmen, who Empire move, 
But profp’rous Spys, and Vittors, fighting Fools, 
When they their Trophies rank with thofe of Love. 


48. 
And when again{t your fears I thus declame , 
(Yet make your danger more, whilft I decry 
Your worth to hers) then wifely fear I blame; 
For fears are hurtfull’ftwhen attempts are high : 


49. 
And you fhould think your be dangers lefs, 
When moft my praife does her renown prefer 5 
For that takesoff your hafty hope’s excefs; 
And when we little hope, we nothing fear. 
50: 
Now you are taught your ficknefs, learn your cure; 
You fhall to Court, and there ferve Rhodalind ; 
Trie if her vertue’s force you can endure 
In the fame Sphear, without eclipfe of mind. 
as 
Your Lord may there your Souls compare 3 for we, 
Though Souls,like Stars,make not their greatnefs known; 
May find which greater then the other be ; 
The Stars are meafur'd by Comparifon! 
Your 
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52. 
Your plighted Lord fhall you ere long preferr 
To neer attendance on this royal Maid; 
Quit then officious Fear! The Jealous fear 
They are not fearful, when to death aftaid. 


53. 
Thefe words he clos’d with iddnete and retir’d 5 
In which her quick-ey’d-Hope three bleffings {py’d s 
With joy of being neer her Lord, infpir'd, 
With feeing Courts, and having Vertue try’d! 


54. 
She now with jealous queftions, utter’d fafte, 
Fills Orgo’s Ear, which there unmark’d are gone, 
As Throngs through guarded Gates, when all make hatte, 
Not giving Warders time t’ examine one. 


She ask’d if Fame hid eee Rhodalind 

With favour, or in Truth’s impartial fhape >? 
If Orna were to humble Vertue kinde, 

And beauty could from Gartha’s envy {cape > 


56. 
If Laura ( whofe faire Fyes thofe but invites, 
Who to her wit afcribe the ViGory_) 
In conqueft of a ‘peechlefs Maid delights? 
And ere to tais prompt Orgo could reply, 


57: 
She avk’d, in what confift the Charms of Court 2 
Whetner thofe picatures fo refiltlefs were 
As common Country Travailers report, 
And fuch as innocence had caufe to feare? 


58. 
What kinde of Angels fhape young Fav’rites take ? 
And being Angels, how they can be bad ? 
Or why delight fo cruelly to make 
Fair Country Maids, return from Court fo fad ? 


59- 
More had fhe ask’d (¢ for ftudy warm’d her brow, 
With thinking how her love might profp’rous be) 
But that young U/fizore approach'd her now, 
And Goltho, warmer with defigne then fhe, 
60. 
Though Goltho’s hope ( in Indian Feathers clad) 
Was light, and gay, as if he meant to flie 5 
Yet he no farther then his Rival had 
Advanc’d in promife, from her Tongue, or Eye, 
6 


i 
When diftant, talk’d, as if he plighted were; 
For hope in Love, like Cowards in the Warr, 
Talks brevely till the enterprife be neer 5 
But then difcretion dares not venture farr, 


62. 
He never durft approach her watchfull Eye 
With ftudious gazing, nor with fighs her Eare; 
But ftill feem’d frolick, like a Statefman’s Spy 5 
As if his thoughtful bus’nefs were not there. 
Still 
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63. 
Still, Superftitious Lovers Beauty paint, af 
(Thinking themfelves but Devils) fo divine, 
As if the thing belov’d, were all a Saints 
And ev'ry place fhe enter’d, were a Shrine. 
6 


4. 
And though laft Night were the aufpitious time 
When they refolv’d to quit their bafhful fears; 
Yet foon (as to the Sun when Eaglets climbe ) 
They ftoop’d, and quench’d their daring Eyes in tears, 
65. 
And now (for Hope, that formal Cevtry, {tands 
All Winds and Showrs, though where but vainly plac’d ) 
They to Verona beg her dear commands 5 
And look to be with parting kindnefs grac’d, 
66. 


Both daily journies meant, ‘twixt this and Court: 
For taking leave is twice Love’s {weet Repaft; 
In being fweet, and then in being fhort 5 
Like Afanna, ready ftill, but cannot laft. 
6 


Te 
Her Favours not in lib’ral looks the gave, 
But in a kinde refpectful lowlinefs, 
Them honor gives, yet did her honor fave 5 
Which gently thus, fhe did to both exprefs. 
68 


High Heav'n that did direct your Eyes the way 

To chufe fo well, when you your friendthip made, 
Still keep you joyn’d, that daring Envy may 

Fear fuch united Vertue to invade! 


69 
In your fafe Brefts, the Noble Gondibert 
Does truft the fecret Treafure of his love; 
And I (grown Confcious of my low defert) 
Would not, you fhould that wealth for me improve. 
70. 
I am a Flow’r that merit not the Spring ! 
And he (the World’s warm Sun ! ) in pafling by 
Should think, when fuch as I leave flourifhing, 
His Beams to Cedars hafte, which elfe would die. 


“oe 
This from his humble Maid you may declare 
To him, on whom the good of humane kinde 
Depends; and as his greatning is your care, 
So may your early love fucceffes finde! 
Fa: 
So may that beautious She, whom eithers Heart 
For vertue and delight of life fhall chufe, 
Quit in your fiege the long defence of Art, 
And Nature’s freedom in a treaty lofe. 


73: 
This gave cold Ulfizore in Love’s long Night 
Some hope of Day; as Sea-men that are run 
Far Northward finde long Winters to be light, 
And in the Cyzofure adore the Sun. 
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74. 
It fhew'd to Goltho, not alone like Day, 

But like a wedding Noon; who now grows {trong 
Enough to fpeak 5 but that her beauties ftay 

His Eyes, whofe wonder foon arrefts his Tongue. 


75° 
Yet fomething he at parting feem’d to fay, 
In pretty Flow’rs of Love’s wild Rhetorick 5 
Which mov’d not her, though Orators thus fway 


Affemblies, which fince wilde, wilde Mufick like. 
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Canto the Sixth. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Here Ulfin reads the art to Ulfinore 

Of wifely getting, and increafing Power, 

The Rivals to Verona hafte, and there 
Young Golthors frailty does too foon appear, 
Black Dalga’s fatal beauty is reveal’d 5 
But her defcent and Story i conceal’d. 


I. 


® Ld Ulfiz parting now with U/fuzore, 
fe dis ftudy’d thoughts, and of a grave import 
fo Thus ntter’d, as well read in ancient Lore; 
When prudence kept up greatnefs in the Court. 
2 


Heav'n guide thee, Son, through Honor’s flipp’ry way 3 
The Hiii, which wary painfulnefs muft climbe; 
And often reft, to take a full furvey, 
OF every path, trod by Experienc’d Time. 


Ly 

Rife glorious with thy Mafter’s hopeful Morn! 
His favour calls thee to his fecret Breaft; 

Great Gondibert' to fpacious Empire born 5 
Whofe careful Head will in thy bofome reft. 


4. 
Be good! and then in pitty foon be great! 
For vertuous men fhould toile to compafs pow’r, 
Leaft when the Bad poffefs Dominion’s Seat, 
We vainly weep for thofe whom they devour. 


5. 
Our vertue without pow’r, but harmlefs is! 
The Good, who lazily are good at home, 
And fafely reft in doing not amifs, 
Fly from the Bad, for fear of Martyrdome! 
6 


Be in thy greatnefs eafie, and thy Brow 
Still cleer, and comforting as breaking Light; 
The Great, with bus’nefs troubled, weakly bow ; 
Pow’r fhould with publick Burdens walk upright ! 


We chearfulnefs, as innocence commend! 
The Great, may with benigne and civil Eyes 
The People wrong, yet not the wrong’d offend 5 
Who feel moft wrong, from thofe who them defpife ! 
Since 
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8. 
Since wrongs muft be, Complaints muft fhew the Griev’d; 
And Favorites fhould walk {till open Ear’d ; 
For of the fuing Croud half are reliev’d 
With the innate delight of being heard. 


9. 
Thy greatnefs be in Armes! who elfe are great, 
Move but like Pageants in the People’s view 3 
And in foul weather make a fcorn’d retreat; 
The Greeks their painted Gods in Armor drew ! 
To. 
Yield not in ftorms of State to that diflike 
Which from the People does to Rulers grow; 
Pow’'r (Fortune’s Sail) fhould not for threataings ftrikes 
In Boats beftorm’d all check at thofe that row, 
ie 
Courts little Arts contemn! dark Holes to fave 
Retreated Powr, when fear does Friendthip feigne; 
Poor Theeves retire to Woods! Chiefs, great, and brave, 
Draw out their Forces to the open Plaine! 


12, 

Be by thy Vertue bold! when that Sun fhines, 
All Art’s falfe lights are with difgrace put out; 

Her ftraitnefs fhews it felf and crooked Lines 3; 
And her plain Text the Scepticks dare not doubt, 


Ba: 
Revenge (weak Womens Valor, and in Men, 
The Ruffians Cowardife,) keep from thy Breaft ! 
The factious Palace is that Serpent’s Den, 
Whom Cowards there, with fecret flaughter Feaft. 
14. 
Revenge is but a braver Name for Fear, 
°Tis Indians furious fear, when they are fed 
With valiant Foes; whofe Hearts their Teeth muft tear 
Before they boldly dare believe them dead. 


15. 
VVhen thou giv’ft death, thy Banners be difplay’d! 
And move not till an open Foe appears ! 
Courts lurk:ng war thews Juftice is afraid 5 
And no broad Sword, but a clofs Ponyard wears, 
16. 
To kill, fhews Fear dares not more fears endure ! 
VVhen wrong’d, deftroy not with thy Foes thy fame3 


The Valiant by forgiving mifchief, cure 5 
And it is Heav’n’s great conqueft to reclame! 


17. 
Be by thy bounty known! for fince the needs 
Of life, fo rudely prefs the bold and wife; 
The bountious heart, all but his God exceedss 
VVhom bounty beft makes known to Mortal Eies! 
8 


18. 
And to be bountiful, be rich! for thofe 
Fam’d Talkers, who in Schools did wealth defpife, 
Taught do@rine, which at home would Empire lofe, 
If not believ’d firft by their Enemies. 
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19. 
And though in ruling Minifters of State, 
The People wretched poverty adore, 
(Which Fools call innocence, and wife Men hate 
As floth) yet they rebell for being poore, 
20 


And to be rich, be diligent |! Move on 
Like Heav’ns great Movers that inrich the Earth 5 
Whofe Moments {loth would fhew the world undone, 
And make the Spring ftrait ‘bury all her birth. 
oi) 


Rich are the diligent ! who can command 
Time, Nature’s {tock! and could his Hour-glafs fall , 
Would, as for feed of Stars, ftoop for the fand5 
And by inceffant Labour gather all, 
Dee 
Be kinde to Beauty! that unlucky Shrine ! 
Where all Love’s Thieves come bowing to their Prot; 
And honor fteal; which Beauty makes divine : 
Be thou ftill kinde, but never to betray! 
aa 
Heav’n ftudy more in Nature, then in Schools! 
Let Nature’s Image never by thee pafs 
Like unmark’d Time 5 but thofe unthinking Fools 
Defpife, who fpie not Godhead through her Glafs / 
Phe 
Thefe precepts Ulfizore, with dutious care 
In his Hearts Clofet lock’d, his Path fal Breft ! 
And now the Rival-Friends for Court prepare 5 
And much their Youth is by their hafte expreft. 
25: 
They yet ner faw Verona nor the Court 5 
And expectation lengthens much their way3 
Since by that great Inviter urg’d, Reports 
And thither fly on Courfers of Relay, 


26. 
E’re to his Weftern Mines the Sen retir’d 5 
They his great Mint fer aii thofe Mines behold, 
Verena, which in Towres to Heav’n afpir’d 5 
Guilt doubly, for the Sun now guilt their gold, 


a 
They make their Entry through the Weftern Gate ! 
A Gothick Arch ! Where, on an Elephant 
Bold Clephes as the {econd Founder fate ; 
Made to mock life, and onely life did want. 
28 


Still ftrange, and divers feem their Objeéts now; 
And {till increafe, where ere their Eyes they catt; 
Of lazy Pag’ant-Greatnefs, moving flow, 
And angry bus’nefs, rufhing on in hafte. 
2 


All {trange to them, as they s all appear 5 
Yet lefs like ftrangers ga7’d then thofe they fee 5 
Who this glad day the Duk: 5 Spectators were3 
To mark how with his fame his looks agree. 
And 
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0. 
And guefs that thefe are of i fighting Train, 
Renown’d in Youth; who by their wonder ftay’d, 
And by their own, but flowly paflage gain , 
But now much more their progrefs is delay’d : 


Si: 
For a black Beauty did her pride difplay 
Through a large Window, and in Jewels thon, 
As if to pleafe the World, weeping for day, 
Night had put all her Starry Jewels on. 


oD, 
This Beauty gaz’d on both, and Ulfxore 
Hung down his Head, but yet did lift his Eyes; 
As if he fain would fee a little more : 
For much, though bafhful, fhe did beauty prife. 


Goltho did like a bluthlefs ee {tare 5 
Boldly ber practis'd boldnefs did out-look 5 
And even for fear fhe would miftruft her fnare, 
Was ready to cry out, that he was took! 


She, with a wicked Ronen Srole vous Art, 
A feeming modefty, the Window clos’d; 

Wifely delay’d his Eyes, fince of his Heart 
She thought, the had fufficiently difpos d. 


35. 
And he thus ftrait complaind! Ah Ulfzore, 
How vainly Glory has our Youth mifled > 
The W:nde which blowes us from tae happy Shore, 
And drives us from the living to the Dead. 


36. 
To Blocdy flaughters, and perhaps of thofe 
Who might beget fuch beauties as this Maid 5 
The Sleepy here are never wakd with Foes 5 
Nor are of ought but Ladies frowns afraid, 


a7 
Ere he could more lament, a little Page, 
Cian, and perfum’d (one whom this Dame did breed 
To gu fs at ills, tou manly for his age) 
Steps {wiftly to him, and arrefts his Steed. 
38. 
With civil whifper cries, My Lady sir !——- 
At this, Goltho alights as {wiftly poft 
As Pofters mount 3; by lingring loath to err, 


As Wind-bound Men, whofe floth their firft Wind loft. 


39+ 
And when his Friend advis’d him to take care3 
He gravely, as a Man new potent grown, 
Protefts he fhall in all his Fortunes fhare 5 
And to the Houfe invites him as his own. 


40. 
And, witha Rival’s wifdom, Ulfzore 
Does hope, fince thus blinde Love leads him aftray, 
Where a falfe Saint he can fo foon adore, 


That to Birtha ner will finde the way. 
They 
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4I. 
They enter, and afcend ; and enter then 

Where Dalga with black Eyes does Sinners draw 3 
And with her voice holds faft repenting Men 5 

To whofe warm Jett, light Goltho is but Straw. 


42, 
Nicely as Bridegrooms, was her Chamber dreft, 
Her Bed, as Brides; and richer then a Throne; 
And fweeter feem’d then the Circania’s Nett, 
Though built in Eaftern Groves of Cinamon, 


43- 
The price of Princes pleafures; who her love 
(Though but falfe ware) at rates fo coftly bought 5 
The wealth of many, but may hourly prove 
Spoils to fome one by whom her felf is caught. 


44- 
She, fway’d by finful Beauty’s deftiny, 
Findes her Tyrannick pow’r muft now expire} 
Who ment to kindle Goltho with her Eye, 
But to her Breaft has brought the raging fire. 


45- 
Yet even in fimple love fhe ufes Art 5 
Though weepings are from loofer Eyes but leaks, 
Yet oldeft Lovers {carce would doubt her heart 3 
So well fhe weeps, and thus to Goltho {peaks, 
46. 
I might, if I fhould ask your pardon, Sir, 
Sufpe& that pitty which the noble feel 
When Women fail ; but fince in this I err 
To all my Sex, I would to Women kneel. 


47. 
Yet happy were our Sex, could they excufe 
All breach of modefty, as { can mine 5 
Since ’tis from paff on vehich a Saint might ufe, 
And not appear lefs worthy of a Shrine. 
8 


48. 
For my brave Brother you refemble fo 

Throughout your fhape; who late in Combate fell; 
As you in that an inward vertue fhow, 

By which to me you all the World excell. 


49. 
All was he, which the Good a greatne(s fee, 
Or Love can like! in judgment match’d by none 35 
Unlefs it fail’d in being kind to me 5 
A crime forbid to all fince he is gone. 


O. 
For though I fend my See ee in hope 
Amongft the ftreams of Men ftill flowing here, 
To finde (which is my paffions utmoft fcope) 
Some one that does his noble Image beare; 
I. 
Yet ftill I live reclufe; aera. it feem 
A liberty too rude, that I in you 
His likenefs at fo high a rate efteem, 
As to believe your heart is kinde and true. 
She 
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52. 
She cafts on Ufizore a fudden look 5 
Stares like 2 Afountebank, who had forgot 
His Viol, and the curfed poifon took 
By dire miftake before his Antidote, 


53. 
Prays Goltho that his Friend may ftrait forbear 
Her prefence; who (fhe faid) refembled {0 
Her noble Brother’s cruel Murderer, 
As fhe muft now expire, unlefs he go ! 


54: 
Goltho, ftill gravely vain, with formal Face 
Bids Ulfzore retire 5 and does pretend 
Almoft to know her Parents, and the place, 
And even to {wear her Brother was his Friend, 


55° 
But wary Ulfiore ( whofe beautious Truth 
Did never but in plaineft drefs behold) 
Smiles, and remembers Tales, to forward Youth 
In Winter Nights by Country Matrons told: 
6 


Of witches Townes, where feeming Beauties dwell, 
All hair, and black within, Matdes that can fly ! 
Whofe Palaces at Night, are {moky Hell, 
And in their beds their flaughter’d Lovers lie. 


57-6 
And though, the Sun now fetting , he no Lights 
Saw burning blew, nor fteam of Sulphur {melt 5 
Nor took her Two black Aseroen Maids for Sprites5 
Yet he a fecret touch of honor felt. 


58, 
For not the craft of Rivalfhip (though more 
Then States, wife Rivals ftudy intereft) 
Car ~ake him leave his Friend, till he reftore 
Some cold difcretion to his burning Breaft. 


59¢ 
Though to his fears this caufe now ferious fhows 5 
Yet {miles he at his folemn loving Eye 5 
For Luft in reading Beauty folemn grows 
As old Phyfitzans in Anatomie. 
60. 
Goltho (faid he) ’tis eafie to difcern 
That you are grave, and think you fhould be fo 3 
Since you have bus’nefs here of grave concern 5 
And think that you this Houfe and Lady know, 
61, 
You'l ftay, and have your fleep with maufick fed 5 
But little think to wake with Mandrakes grones 5 
And by a Ghoft be to a Garden led 
At midnight, ftrew’d with fimple Lovers Bones : 
G2; 
This Goltho is inchantment, and fo ftrange, 
So fubt’ly falfe, that whilft I cell it you, 
{ fear the fpell will my opinion change, 


And make me think the pleafant Vifion true, ” 
6k 
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63. 
Her dire black Eyes ate like the Oxes Eye, _ 
Which in the Indian Ocean Tempeft brings3 
Let’s go! Before our Horfes learn to fly, . 
Ere fhe fhew cloven Feet, and they get wings! 
64. 
But high rebellious Love, when counfell’d, foon 
As fullen as rebuk’d Ambition grews 5 
And Goltho would purfue what he fhould fhun, 
But that his happy’r fate did interpofe : 
6 


Se 
For at the Garden Gate, a Summons, loud 
Enough, to fhew authority, and hatte, 
Brought cares to Dalga’s Brow 5 which like a Cloud 
Did foon her fhining beauty over-catt. 
66. 
Like Thieves furpris’d, whil’{t they divide their Prife, 
Her Maids run and return through ev’ry Room3 
Still feeming doubtful where their fafety lies; 
All {peaking with their looks, and all are dumb, 


G7. 
She, who to dangers could more boldly wake, 
With words, fwift as thofe errands which her heart 
Sends out in glances, thus to Goltho {pake : 
My Mother, Sir! Alafs fs You muft depart! 
68. 
She is fevere, as dying Confeflors, 
As jealous as unable Husbands are, 
She Youth in Men, like age in Maids abhors 5 
And has more Spies then any civil Warre. 
6 


9. 
Yet would you but fubmit to be conceal’d, 
I have a Clofet fecret as my Breft, 
Which is to Men, nor Day, no more reveal:d, 
Then a cloffle Swallow in his Winters Neft. 


7 
To this good Goltho did begin to yields 

But Vlfinore ( who doubts that it may tend 
To bafe retreat, unlefs they quit the Field) 

Does by example govern and defend. 

a1. 

And now his Eyes even ake with longingrefs, 

Ready to break their Strings, to get abroad 
To fee this Matron, by whofe fole accefs 

Dalga in all her furious hopes is aw’d. 


72. 
And as he watch’d her civil Mercury, 


The hopeful Page 5 he faw him entrance give, 
Not to a Matron, ftill prepar’d to die; 


But toa Youth wholly defign’d to live. 


73° 
He feem’d the Heir to profp'rous Parents toiles 


Gay as young Kings, that woo in forraign Courts 
Or youthful Victors in their Perfian {poiles 5 


He feem’d like Love and Mufick made for fports. 
But 
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74. 
But wore his clothing loofe, and wildly caft, 
As Princes high with Feafting, who to wine 
Are feldom us’d: fhew’d warm, and more unbrac’t 
Then Ravifhers, oppos’d in their defigne, 


75° 
This U/finore obferv’d, and would not yet 
In civil pitty, undeceive his Friend ; 
But watch’d the fignes of his departing Fit; 
Which quickly did in bafhful filence end. 
6. 


76. 

To the Dukes Palace they inquir’d their way 5 
And as they flowly rod, a grave excufe 

Griev'd Goltho frames; vowing he made this {tay 
For a difcov’ry of important ufe. 


77- 
If Sir, (faid he) we heedlefly pafs by 
Great Towns, like Birds that from the Country come 
But to be skar’d, and on to Forrefts fly, 
Let’s be no travail’d Fools, but rooft at home. 
8 


Vie 
I fee (reply’d his Friend) you nothing lack 
Of what is painful, curious, and difcreet 
In Travailers; elfe would you not look back 
So often to obferve this Houfe, and Street : 


79+ 
Drawing your City Mapp with Coafters care 5 
Not onely marking where fafe Channels run, 
But where the Shelves, and Rocks, and Dangers are 5 
To teach weak Strangers what they ought to (hun. 
8 


Os 
But, Goltho, fly from Luft’s experiments ! 
Whofe heat we quench much fooner then affwage; 
To quench the Furnace-Luft, {top all the vents ; 
For, give it any Air, the flames will rage. 
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POS ‘SCRIPT 


To th READER. 


: Z BOOK ; which makes an nett half of ae 
Mm» POEM; and I was now by degrees to pre- 
yk fent you (asI promised in the Preface) the 

5 VAR *< feveral Keys of the main Building; which 

sof . oh fhould convey you through {uch fhort Walks 

as give an eafic view of the whole Frame. 

But ‘tis high time to ftrike Sail, and caft Anchor (though § 
have run but halfe my Courfe} when at the Hele I am threat 
ned with Death ; who, though he can vifit us but once, feems 
troublefome ; | even in the Innocent may beget fice a gra- 
vity, as diverts the Mufick of Verfe. And I befeech thee 
Cif thou art fo civill as to be pleas'd with what is written) 
not to take ill, that I run not on till my laft gafp. For though 
I intended in this POEM to ftrip Nature naked, and clothe her 
again in the perfect fhape of Vertue; yet even in fo worthy a 
Defigne I fhall ask leave to defift, when I am interrupted by 
fo great an experiment as Dying : and ‘tis an experiment to 
the moft experienc’d ; for no Man (though his Mortifications 
may be much greater then mine) can fay, He has already Dy'd. 
It may be objected by fome (who look not on Verfe with 
the Eyes of the Ancients, nor with the reverence which it ftill 
preferves amongft other Nations ) that I beget a Poew in an 
unfeafonable time. But be not thou, Reader, (for thine own 
fake, as well as mine) a common Spegtator, that can never 
look on great Changes but with tears in his Eyes : for if all Men 
would obferve, That Conqueft is the Wheels of the World, 
on which ft has ever run, the Victorious would not think they 
have done fo new, and fach admirable aGions , as muft draw 
Men from the Fone and beautifull Arts, to gaze wholly upon 
them; neither would the Conquer'd continue their wonder 
till ic involve them in forrow3; which is then the Minde’s in- 
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curable Difeafe, when the Patient grows fo fullen, as not to 
liften to Remedy: And Poefie was that Harp of David, which 
remov'd from Saal the Melancholy Spirit, that puc him in 
a continual remembrance of the revolution of Empire. 

I fhall not think I inftru@ Military Men, by faying, That 
with Poefie, in Heroick Songs , the Wifer Ancients prepar’d 
their Batails; nor would I offend the aufterity of fuch, as vex 
themfelves with the manage of Civill Affairs, by putting them 
in minde, that whilft-the Plays of Children are punifhrd, the 
plays of Men, are but excus'd under the title of bufinefs. 

But [ will gravely tell thee ( Reader ) he who writes an 
Heroick Poem, leaves an Eftate entayl‘d ; ard he gives a greater 
Gift to Pofterity, then to the prefent Age; fora publick be- 
nefit is beft meafured inthe number of Receivers; and our 
Contemporaries are but few, when reckon'd with thofe who 
fhall fucceed. 

Nor could I fit idle, and figh with fuch as mourn to hear 
the Drum ; for it this Aye be not quiet enough ta be taught 
Vertue a pleafant way, thenext may beat leifure ; Nor could 
I (like Men that have civilly flept, cill they are old in dark 
Cities) think War a novelty: for we have all heard, that 
Alexander walk’d after the Deum, from Macedon into India ; 
and [ tell thee (Reader) he carry’d Homer in his Pocket ; and 
that after Auguftus, by many Batails, had chang’d the Govern- 
ment of the World, he and Mecaenas often feafted very peace- 
ably with Horace: And that the laft wife Cardinall ( whilft 
he was fending Armiesabroad, and preparing againft civill .n- 
vafion) took Virgill and Taffo afide under the Louvre Gallery , 
and at a great expence of time and Treafure, fent them forth 
in new Ornaments. And perhaps, if my Poem were not fo fe- 
vere a reprefentation of Vertue (undrefling Truth even cut of 
thofe difguifes which have been moft in fafhion throughout the 
World) it might arrive at fair entertainment, though it make 
now for a Harbor in aSrorm. 

If thou art a malicious Reader, thou wilt remember, my 
Preface boldly confels'd, That a main motive to this under- 
taking, was a defire of Fame; and thou maift likewife fay , 
I may very poffibly not live to enjoy it. Truly [have fome 
Years ago confider'd, that Fame, like Time, only gets a reve- 
rence by long running ; and that like a River, tis narroweft 
where tis bred, and broadeft afarr off: but this concludes it 
not unprofitable ; for he whofe Writings divert Men from in- 
difcretion and vice, becomes famous as he is an example to 
others endeavours: and exemplary Writers are Wifer then to 

depend 
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depend on the gratuities ot this World ; fince the kind looks 
and praifes of the prefent Age, for reclaiming a few, are not 
mentionable with thofe folid rewards in Heaven, for a long 
and continual converfion of Pofterity. 

If thou (Reader) art one of thofe, who has been warm’d 
with Poetick Fire, I reverence thee as my Judg , and whilft 
others tax me with vanity, as it the Preface argu’d my good 
opinion of the Work, I appeal to thy Confcience, whether it 
be more then fuch a necefiary affurance , as thou haft made 
to thy felf in like Undertakings? For when I obferve that Wri- 
ters have many Enemies, fuch inward afiurance (methinks) re- 
fembles that forward confidence in men of Armes, ) which 
makes them to proceed in great Enterprife; fince the right exa- 
mination of abilities, begins with inquiring whether we doubt 
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To my worthy Priend Mr. William D'avenant ; upon 
his Poem of Madagafcar, which he writ to the 
moft Tlluftrious Prince Rupert, 


Am compell’d by your commands to write 
I'th’ Frontis-piece of this, and fure I might 
With quaint conceits, here to the World fet forth 
_ The merit of the Poem, and your worth 3 
Had I well fancy’d reafons to begin; 
And achoyce Mould, to caft good Verfes in: 
But wanting thefe, what power (alas) have I 
To write of any thing? will men rely 
On my opinion? which in Verfe, or Profe, 
Hath jutt that credit, which we give to thofe 
That fagely whifper , fecrets of the Court. 
Having but Lees, for Effezce, from Report. 
And that’s the knowledge which belongs to me; 
For by what's faid , I guefs at Poetry. 
As when I hear them read ftrong-lines I cry : 
Th’are rare, but cannot tell you rightly why: 
And now I finde this quality was it, 
That made fome Poet cite me for a wit: 
Now God forgive him for that huge miftake! 
If he did know 3 but with what paines I make 
A Verfe, hee’ld pittie then my wretched cafe; 
For at the birth ofeach, I twift my Face , 
Asif I drew a Tooth; I blot, and write, 
Then look as pale, as fome that go to fights 
With the whole Kennel of the Alphabet, 
I hunt fometimes an hour, one Rime to get: 
What I approv’d of once, I ftreight deny , 
Like an unconftant Prince, then give the lye 
To my owninvention, which is fo poor , 
As here I’de kifs your hands, and fay no more3 
Had 1 not feen a childe with Sizors cut, 
A folded Paper unto which was put 
More chance then skill, yet when you open it, 
You'd think it had been done, by Art and Wit: 
Sol (perhaps) may light upon fome ftrainc, 
Which may in this your good opinion gaine3 
And howfoever, if it be a plot 
You may be certain that in this, y’ have got 
A foyle to fet your Jewel off, which comes 
From Madagascar, {centing of rich gummes5 
Before the which, my lay conceits will {mell, 
Like ar abortive Chick, deftroy’d ith’ fhell - 
Yet fomething I muft fay, may it prove fit, 
VJe do the beft I can and this 1s it. 
What lofty fancy was’t poffeft your braine, 


And caus’d you foare into fo high a ftraine! on 
i 
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Did all the Mufes joyne, to make this piece 
Excel what we have had , from Rome or Greece ¢ 
Or did your ftrive, to leave it as a Friend 

To {peak your praifes, when there is an end 
Of your Mortality? if you did fo, 

Envy will then, fcarce find you out a Foe: 
But Jet me tell you (Friend) the heightning came , 
From the reflection of Prince Rupert’s name 3 
Whofe glorious Genius caft into your Soul, 
Divine conceits, fuch as are fit t’‘inrole 

In great Apolfo’s court, there to remain 

For future ages to tranfcribe again: 

For fuch a Poem, in fo fweet a ftile , 

As yet was never landed on this Ifle: 

And could I {peak your praifes at each Pore , 
Twere little for the work; it merits more. 


Endimion Porter. 


To my Friend Wiliam D’avenant ; upon bis Poem 
of Madagalcar. 


Hat mighty Princes Poets are¢ thofe things 
The great ones ftick at, and our very Kings 
Lay down,they ventureon; and with great eafe 
e Difcover, conquer, what, and where they pleafe. 
Some Flegmatick Sea-Captaine, would have ftaid 
For mony now, or Victuals 5 not have waid 
Anchor without’em; Thou (Wi/l.) do’ft not ftay 
So much as for a Wind, but go’ft away , 
Land’, View ft the Country 5 fight’ft, putt’ft all to rout 
Before another cou’d be putting out ! 
And now the news tn Town ts, Dav’xant’s come 
From Madagafear » Fraught with Laurel home, 
And welcome (Will) for the firft time, but prithee 
In thy next Voyage, bring the Gold too with thee, 


F. Suckling. 


On 


On his other Poems. 


‘Hou haft redeemed us (W2i,) and future times 
Shall not account unto the Age’s crimes : 
Dearth of pure Wit: -fince the great Lord of it 
Be (Donne) parted hence, no man has ever writ 
So near him, in’s own way: I would commend . 
Particulars, but then, how fhould I end 
Without a Volume? Ev'ry Line of thine 
Would aske (to praife it right) Twenty of mine 


ve Suckling. 


— Ce 


To Will. D’avenant my Friend. 


Hen IT beheld, by warrant from thy Pen, 
A Prince rigging our Fleets, arming our Men, 
Conducting to remoteft fhores our force 
(Without a Dido to retard his courfe) 

And thence repelling in fuccefsful fight 

Th’ ufurping Foe (whofe ftrength was all his right) 

By two brave Heroes, (whom we juftly may 

By Homer's Ajax or Achilles lay, ) 

I doubt the Author of the Tale of Troy, 

With him, that makes his Fugitive enjoy 

The Carthage Queen , and think thy Poem may 

Impofe upon Pofterity, as they 

Have done on us: What though Romances lie 

Thus blended with more faithful Hiftorie ? 

We, of th’ adult’rate mixture not complaine, 

But thence more Charaters of Vertue gaine- 

More pregnant Patterns of tranfcendent Worth, 

Then barren and infipid Truth brings forth: 

So oft the Baftard nobler fortune meets, 

Thenthe dull Iffue of the lawful theets, 


Thomas Carew. 


a et 


To my Friend, William D’avenant. 


Crowded ’mongft the firft, to fec the Stage 

(Infpir’'d by thee) {trike wonder in our Age, 

By thy bright fancie dazled ; Where each Sceane 

Wrought like a charme, and forc’t the Audience leane 
To th’ pafflion of thy Pen: Thence Ladies went 


(Whofe abfence Lovers figh’d for) to repent 
Their 
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There unkinde fcorne; And Countries who by art 7 


Made love before, with a converted heart, 
To wed thofe Virgins, whom they woo’d t’ abufe: 
Both rendred Hymen’s pros’lits by thy Mufe, 

But others who were proofe ’gainft Love, did fit 
To learn the fubtile Dictates of thy Wit; 
And as each profited, took his degree, 
Matter, or Batchelor, in Comedie. 
Who on the Stage, though fince they venter d not 
Yet on fome Lord, or Lady, had their plot 
OF gaine, or favor: Ev'ry nimble jeft 
They fpeak of thine, b’ingth’ entrance to a Feaft, 
Or nearer whifper: Moft thought fit to be 
So far concluded Wits, as they knew thee. 

But here the Stage thy limit was. Kings may 
Find proud ambition humbled at the Sea, 
Which bounds dominion: But the nobler flight 
Of Poefie, hath a fupreamer right 
To Empire, and extends her large command 
Where ere th’ invading Sea affaults the land. 

Ev’n Madagafcar (which fo oft hath been 
Like a proud Virgin tempted, yet ftill feen 
Th’ Enemy Court the Wind for flight) doth lie 
A trophie now of thy Wits Vidorie : 
Nor yet difdains deftruction to her ftate, 
Encompaft with thy Laurel in her fate. 


William H abington. 


Mada- 


Written to 


PRINCE RUPERT. 


sx Y Soul, this Winter, has been twice about 


S To fhift her narrow Manfion, and look outs 
IN To aire her yet unpradtis’d wings, andtrie 
Where Soules are entertain’d when Bodies die : 
For this intended journey was to cleare 
Some fubtile humane doubts, that vex her here‘ 
And for no other caufe; how ere the Court 
Believe (whofe cruell wits turn all to fport ) 
Twas not to better my Phylofophie 
That I would mount, and travell through the Skic, 
As if I went, on natures embaflie; 
Whole Legate there, Religion termes a Spie. 
But thefe fick offers to depart, they call 
A wearinefs of Life, each Spring, and Fall : 
And this beliefe ¢ though well refolv’d before ) 
Made me fo tullen, that le die no more 
Than old Chaldean Prophets in their leep; 
Who {till fome reliques of their Soules, would keep, 
As gage for the returne of what they feat, 
For vifious to the {tarry Firmament, 
Thus in a Dream, I did adventure out 
Jutt fo much Soule, as Sinners giv’n to doubt 
Of after ufage, dare forgoe a while : 
And this fwift Pilot fteer’d unto an fle, 
Between the Southern Tropick and the Line; 
Which (noble Prince) my prophecie calls thine: 
There, on a Chrifta! Rock I fate, and faw 
The empire of the Winds, new kept in awe, 
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By things fo large, and weighty, as did prefs 
Waves to Bubles, or what unf{well’d to leis: 
The Sea for fhelter haftned to the fhore 3 
Sought harbor for it felf, not what it bore:. 
So well thefe Ships could rule; where ev'ry Saile, 
The fubdu’d Winds, court with fo milde a gale, 
As if the {pacious Navy lay adrift, 
Sailes fwell’d , to make them comely more than {wift : 
And then I {pid (as caufe of this command) 
Thy mighty Uncles Trident in thy, hand, 
By which myfterious figure 1 did call 
Thee chiefe , and univerfal Admirall! 
For well our Northern Monarch knowes, how ere 
The Sea is dully held, the proper {pheare 
Wherein that Trydent {wayes, yet, in his hand 
It turnes {trait to a Scepter when on land: 
And {oon this wife affertion prov’d a truths 
For when thy felf, with thy advent’rous Youth 
Were difimbargu’d 3 ftrait with one librrall minde, 
That long-loft, fcatter’d-parcell of Mankinde, 
Who from the firft diforder’d throng did ftray 
And then fix here, now yield unto thy fway: 
On Olive-trees, their Quivers empty hung, 
‘Their arrowes were unplumd, their bowes unftrung: 
But fome from farr, with jealous Opticks trace 
Lines of thy Mothers beauty in thy face : 
By which, fo much thou feem’{t the God of love, 
That with tumultuous hafte they ftrait remove, 
And hide, their Magazin of Archerie 5 
Left what was their defence, might now fupply 
Thy Godhead, which is harmlefs yet, but know 
When thou fhalt head a Shaft, and draw a Bow, 
Each then thou conquerft, muft a Lover be 5 
The worft eftate of their Captivity, 

What found is that! whofe concord makes a jarre ? 
‘Tis noife in Peace, though harmony in Warr: 
The Drum, whofe doubtfull Mufick doth delight 
The willing eare , and the unwilling fright, 
Had wet Orion chofen to lament 
His griefs at Sea, on fuch an Inftrument 5 
Perhaps the martiall Mufick might incite 
The Sword-fifh, Thrafher, and the Whale to fight, 
But not to dance; the Dolphin he fhould lack, 
Who to delight his eare, did load his back, 
And now as Thunder calls ere Stormes doe rife; 
Yet not forewarnes, ‘till juft they may furprife 5 
Till the aflembling clouds are met, to powre 
Their long provided fury in one fhowre 3 
Even fo this little thunder of the Drum, 
Foretold a danger juft when it was come: 
When ftrait mine Eye, might ratifie mine Eare; 
And fee that true, which heard, was but my feare : 
For in a firme well-order’d body ftood, 
Fretted Pikes, like a young leaflefs Wood; 
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And that fhew’d dark, they were fo clofe combin’d ; 
And ev'ry narrow File was double J/in'd ; 
But with fuch nimble Minifters of fire, 
That could fo quickly charge, fo foon retire, 
That thot fo faft; to fay it lightned were 
No praife, unto a Gunners motion there 5 
Nor yet to fay, it lightned evry where ; 
Their number thence, not fwiftnefs would appeare 3 
Since fo inceflant fwift; that in mine eye, 
Lightning feem’d flow, and might be taught to flie! 
‘Tis Jawfull then to fay, thou didft appear 
To wonder much, although thou could not feare: 
Thy knowledge (Prince) were younger then thy time, 
If not amaz’d; to fee in fuch a clime, 
Where Science is fo new, Men fo exaét, 
In Tadick Arts, both to defigne, and a&. 
Thefe from unweildy Ships (the day before) 
The weary Seas disburdened on the Shore : 
In eavy of thy hopes they hither cames 
And Envy men in warr Ambition name 5 
Ambition, Valour ; but ‘tis valor’s fhame 
When envy feeds it more then noble Fame: 
Strait I difcern’d by what their Enfigne weares , 
They are of thofe ambitious Wanderers 5 
Whofe avaricious thoughts would teach them run, 
As long continu’d journeys as the Sun: 
And make the title of their ftrength, not right, 
As known, and univerfal as his light: 
For they believe their Monarch hath fubdu’d 
Already fuch a {pacious latitude : 
That fure, the good old Planet’s bus:nefs is 
Of Jate, only to vifit what is his; 
And thofe faire beams, which he did think his own 
Are tribute now, and he, his fubjec&t grown ; 
Yet not impair’d in title, fince they call 
Him kindly, his Surveyour-Generall. 
Now give me Wine! and let my fury rife, 
That what my travail’d Soul’s immortal! eyes 
With joy, and wonder faw., I may reherfe 
To curious Eares, in high, immortall verfe ! 
Two of this furious Squadron did advance 5 
Commanded to comprife the publick chance 
In their peculiar fates: Their fwords they drew< 
And two, whofe large renown their ‘<ation knew. 
Two of thy party ( Prince ) they call’d to try | 
By equal! duell fuch a Victory, 
As gives the Victor's fide a full command 
Of what poffetsd by both, is neithers Land, 
And this to fave the Peoples common blood; 
By whom, although no caufe is underftood 5 
Yet Princes being vex'd they muft take care 
To doe not what they ought , but what they dare: 
Their reafon on their courage mutt rely, 
Though they alike the quarrel juftifie, ee 
An 
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And in their Princes kind indiffrent eye 
Are dutyous Fooles, that either kill, or die, 

This fafe agreement by the gen’rall voice 
Was ratifi’d with vowes, then ftraight thy. choice 
For the encounter (Prince) with greedy eye 
I did intirely view, and both I fpie 
March to the Lift, whilft eithers cheerfull look 
Fore-told glad hopes, of what they undertook. 
Their lookes; where forc’d-ftate-clouds, nere ftrive to lowre, 
As if {weet feature, bus’nefs could make fowre: 
Where folemn fadnefs of a new court face, 

Nere meant to fignifie their pow’r, or place, 
You may efteem them Lovers by their haire , 
The colour warnes no Lady to defpaire ; 

And nature feem’d to prove their ftature fuch, 
As took not fcantly from her, nor too much: 

So tall, we can’t mif-name their ftature length, 
Nor think’t lefs made for comlinefs, then {trength. 
Their hearts are more, than what we noble call, 
And ftill make envy weary of her Gall. 

So gentle foft, their valours with more eafe, 
Might be betray’d to fuffer than difpleafe : 
Compar’d to Lovers, Lovers were undone; 

Since ftill the beft gain by comparifon. 

Of thefe, the Godlike siduey was a Type, 
Whofe fame ftill grows, and yet is ever ripe 5 
Like Fruits of Paradife, which nought could blatt 
But ignorance 3 for a defire to tafte, 

And know, produc’d no curfe; but neut’rall will, 
When knowledge made indiffrent, good, and ill. 
So whilft our judgment keeps unmix’d, and pure, 
Our Siducy’s full grown Fame will ftill indure : 
Sidney, \ike whom thefe Champions ftrive to grace, 
The filenc’d remnant of poor Orphews race, 

Firft thofe, whom mighty Numbers fhall infpire 5 
Then thofe, whofe eafier art can touch his Lyre. 
And they prote&, thofe who with wealthier fate, 
Old Zenxis lucky Pen(ill imitate. 

And thofe , who teach Lyfippws Imag’ry 5 

Formes, that if once alive, would never die! 
Which though no offices of life they tafte, 

Yet, like th’ Elements (life’s prefervers) laft ! 
An Art, that travailes much, deriv’d to us 

From pregnant Rome, to Rome from Ephefus ! 

But whether am I fled? A Poets fong, 

When love directs his praife, is ever long. 

The challenge was aloud, whil’ft evry where 
Men {trive to fhew their hopes, and hide their feare, 
They now ftood oppofite, and neer: a while 
Their Eyes encounter’d , then in {corn they {mile. 
Such did difguife the fury of his heart, 

A fafe, and temp’rate exercife of Art 
Seem‘d to invite :hofe thrufts they moft decline, 
Receive , and then return in one true line, 
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As if, all Archymedes {cience were 

In duell both exprefs’d, and better’d there. 

Each {trove the others judgment to fupprefs : 

Stood ftiffe, as if their poftures were in Brafs. 

But who can keep his cold wife temper long, 

VVhen Honour warmes him, and his blood is young : 

Thofe fubtill figures, they in judgment chofe 

As guards fecure, in rage they difcompofe: 

Now Hazard is the Play, Courage the Maine, 

VVhich, if it hits at firft, aflures the gain: 

But Honor throwes at all, and in this {trife, 

VVhen Honor playes, how poor a {take 1s life ? 

VVhich foon (alafs!) the adverfe Second found: 

Made wife, by the example of a wound: 

Rut Gamfters wifdome ever comes too late, 

So dear ’tis bought, of that falfe Merchant Fate: 

For our bold Second by that wound had wone 

The treafure cf his ftrength; whilft quite undone, 

He fhrunke from this unlucky fport: but now 

More angry wrinckles on his Rivals brow 

Appear’d, than hundred Lions weare3 and all 

His ftrength, he ventures on our Priocipail. 

Vvho entertain’d his ftreame of fury fo 

As Seas meet Rivers whom they force to flow: 

It is repulfe makes Rivers fwell, and he 

Fore’d back, got courage from our victory: 

Rivers. that Seas do teach to rage, are toft. 

And troubled for their pride, then quickly loft: 

So he was taught that anger, which he {pent 

To make the others wrath more prevalent, 

For in the next aflault he felt the b-{t, 

Firft part of Man, ( the Monarch otf his breft) 

To ficken in its warme, and nsrrow Throne, 

His Rivals hafty Soule, to fhades unknowne 

VVas newly fled, but his made grearer hafte, 

His feares had fo much fenfe of fufferings pafte : 

Such danger he difcern’d in’s Vidors eye, 

VVhom he believ'd, fo skill’d in victory 5 

As if his Soul fhould near his Body ftay, 

The cruell Heavens, would teach him find a way 

To kill that too, by which, no pride (we fee) 

Can make us fo prophane as mifery? 

This when their Campe beheld, they {trait abjure 

That pitty in their vow; which to fecure 

The publick blood, ventur'd their hopes, and fame 

On Two. caufe they could die, were cenfur d tame 3 

And to exhort, fuch vex’d, and various Minds, 

VVere in a {torme, to reconcile the VVinds, 

WVith whifper’d precepts of Philofophy: 

Armes, and Religion, feldome can comply. 

Their Faith they break, and in a body draw 

Their loofer ftrength, to give the Victors law. 
Charze! charge ! the Battel is begun! and now 


I faw thy Uncles anger in thy brow: 
VVhich 
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Which like Heavens fire, doth feldome force affume, 
Or kindle till ’tis fic, it fhould confume: 
Heavens flow, unwilling fire 3 that would not fall, 
Till two injurious Cities feem’d to call 
With their loud fins, and when ‘twas time it muft 
Deftroy; although it was feverely- juft 
To thofe, fo much perverted in their. will ; 
The righteous faw the fire, yet fear’d no ill. 
So carelefs fafe, here all the Natives were, 
Who ftood, as if too innocent te feare, 
As if they knew, thy Uncle bred thy fate, 
And his juft anger thou did{ft imitate. 
But thy proud foes, who thought the Morne did rife, 
For no chief caufe, but to falute their eyes 5 
Are now enform’d by Death, it may grow Night 
With them, yet others ftill enjoy the light: 
For ftrait (me thought) their perifh’d Bodies lay 
To foyle the Greund, they conquer’d yefterday, 
©, Why is valour priz‘d'at fuch a rate ? 
Cr if a Vertue, Why fo fool’d by Fate ? 
That Land, achiew'd with patient toyle, and might 
OF emulous encounter in the fight, 
They muft not onely yeld, when they muft die, 
But dead, it for the Victor frudtifie. 
And now our Drums fo fill each adverfe Eare, 
Their fellowes groanes, want roome to enter there 5 
Like Ships near Rocks, when ftormes are grown fo high, 
They cannot warne each other with their cry - 
Evn fo, not hearing what would make them flie, 
All ftay’d, and funke, for fad focietie : 
Their wounds are fuch, the Neighb’ring Rivers need 
No Springs to make them flow, but what they bleed: 
Where Fifhes wonder at their red-dy’d flood, 
And by long nourifhment on humane blood, 
May grow {fo neer a kin to men, that he 
Who feeds on them hereafter, needs muft be 
Efteem’d as true a Canzball, as thofe 
Whofe lufcious diet is their conquer’d Foes, 
Sure Adam, when himfelf he firft did {pie 
So fingular, and only in his eyes 
Yet knew, all to that fingle felf pertain’d, 
Which the Sun faw, or Elements fuftain’d 5 
He not believd, a race from him might come 
So num’rous, that to make new off-{pring roome. 
Is now the beft excufe of Nature, why 
Men long in growth, fo eafily muft die, . 
Fden, which God did this firft Prince allow, 
Bat as his Privy-Garden then, 1s now 
A fpactous Country founds elfe we fupplie 
With dreamces, not truth, long loft Geographie: 
And each high Ifland then (though nere fo wide) 
Was but his Afount, by Nature fortifi'd 5 
Aad every Sea, wherein thofe I{lands float, 
Molt aptly thea, he might have call’d his Asoat, 
Parts, 
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Parts, and divifions were computed {mall, 
When rated by his meafure that had all: 
And all was Adams when the world was new ; 
Then ftrait that all, fucceeded to a few 3 
Whilft Men were in their fize, not number {trong ; 
But fince, each Couple is become a Throng: 
Which is the caufe we bufie ev'ry winde 
( That ftudious Pilots in their compafs finde ) 
For Lands unknown: where thofe who firlt do come 
Are not held ftrangers, but arrive at home; 
Yet he that next thall make his vifit there, 
Is punifh’d for a Spie and wanderer: 
Not that Man’s nature is averfe from peace 5 
But all are wifely jealous of increafe : 
For Eaters grow fo faft, that we mutt drive 
Our Friends away to keep our {elves alive: 
And Warr would be lefS needfull, if to die, 
Had been as pleafant as to multiplie. 

Forgive me Prince, that this afpiring Flame 
CFirft kindled as a light, to thew thy fame) 
Confumes fo faft, and is mif-fpent fo long, 

Ere my chief Vifion is become my Song, 

Thy felf I faw, quite tir’d with victory 5 

As weary grown to kill, as they to die: 

Whilft fome at laft, thy mercy did enjoy 

*Caufe ‘twas lefs paines, to pardon than deftroy ; 
And thy compaffion did thy Army pleafe, 

In meere beliefe, it gave thy valour eafe. 

Here in a calme began thy regall fway 5 
Which with fuch cheerfull hearts, all did obey, 
As if no Law, were jufter than thy word: 

Thy Scepter ftill were fafe, without a Sword. 

And here Chrovologers pronounce thy ftile 

The firft true Monarch of the Golden Tfle : 

An Tle, fo feated for predominance, 

Where Navall {trength, its power can fo advance, 
That it may tribute take, of what the Eaft 

Shall ever fend in traffique to the Weft. 

He that from curfed Atahomet derives 
His finfull blood: the Sophy too, that ftrives 
To prove, he keepes that very Chaire in’s Throne, 
The Macedonian Youth \att {ate upon: 

And he, whofe wilder pride, makes him abhor 
All but the Sun, for his Progenitor 5 

Whofe Mother fure , was ravifh’d in a dreame, 
By fome o’re hot, lafcivious Noon-day-beame 5 
From whence, he calls himfelf, The wealth of fight. 
The Atore’s Executor, the Heire of Light: . 
And he, that thinks his rule extends fo farr, 
He hopes, the former Three his Vaflals are : 
Compar’d to him, in Warr he rates them lefs, 
Than Corporalls ; than Conftables in peace: 
And hopes the mighty Presbiter ftands bare 

In rev’rence of his name, and will not dare 
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To weare (though fick) his purple Turbaxd on 
Within a hundred Leagues, of his bright throne, 

Thefe Mortall Gods, for traffique ftill difperfe 
Their envy’d wealth, throughout the Univerfe , 

In Caracks, built fo wide, that they want roome 
In narrow Seas; or in a funck, whofe wombe 

So {wels, as could our wonder be fo mad, 

To think that Boats, or Ships their fexes had 5 
Who them beheld, would fimply fay, fure thefe 
Are neare their time, and big with Piamaces: 

Yet though fo large, and populous, they all 

Muft tribute pay, unto thy Admirall, 

Now wealth (the caufe, and the reward of War) 
Is greedily explor’d: fome bufie are 
In Virgin Mines; where fhining Gold they {pie, 
That darkens the Celeftiall Chymicks eye : 

T wifh’d my Soul had brought my body here, 

Not as a Poet, but a Pioner. 

Some near the deepeft fhore are fent to dive 5 
VVhilft with their long retentive breath they ftrive 
To root up Corall-Trees, where Mermaids lie, 
Sighing beneath thofe Precious boughs, and die 
For abfence of their fcaly Lovers loft 

In midnight ftormes, about the Indian coatt. 

Some find old Oyfters , that lay gaping there 

For evry new, frefh floud, a hundred years 

From thefe they rifle Pearles, whofe pord rous {ize 
Sinks weaker divers, when they ftrive 9 riie: 

So big, on Carckonets were never {: 

But where fome well-trus’d-Giantefs is Queens 

For though th’are Orient, and defigne te aeck, 
‘heir weight would yoke a tender Ladtes Neck. 
Some climbe, and fearch the Rocks, till each have found 
A Saphyr. Ruby, and a Diamond: 

That which the Sultan’s gliftring Bride doth weare, 
To thefe would but a Glowormes eye appeare : 
The Tux/cax Dukes compar’d, fhewes fick, and dark 5 
Thefe living Stars, and his a dying fpark. 

And now I faw (what urg’d my wonder more) 
Black Sudds of Amber-Greece, float to the fhore: 
Whilft rude dull Mariners, who hardly can 
Diftingifh Buffe, or Hides, from Cordovan, 

(Since Gloves they never weare) this Oyntment ufe 
Not to: perfume, but fupple their parch’d Shooes. 
Now others haften to the Woods, and there 

Such Fruits for taft and odor, ev'ry where 

Are feen; that the Merabolan by fome 

fs {lighted as a courfe fower winter plumme. 
Then new temptation make them all in love 
VVith wand’ring, till invited to a Grove, 

They ftrait thofe filken little VVeavers {pie, 
That work fo faft on leaves of Mulbery: 

The Perfaz VVorme (whofe weary fummer toyles 
So long hath been the rufling Courtiers {poiles ) 
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Compar’d to thefe, lives Se ena fe 
And for neat {pinning is a bungling Flie ! 
Such hopes of wealth difcern’d, ‘tis hard to fay 
How gladly reafon did my faith obey; 
As if that miracle would now appear, 
Which turnes a Poet to an Ulurer: 
But reafon foon will without faith confpire, 
To make that eafie which we much defire: 
Nor , Prince, will I defpaire, though all is thine, 
That Proners now dig from ev’ry Mine; 
Though all, for which on flipp’ry Rocks they ftrive; 
Or gather when in Seas they breathlefs dive; : 
Though Poets fuch unlucky Prophets are, 
As ftill foretell more bleffings than they fhare ; 
Yet when thy noble choice appear’d, that by 
Their Combat firft prepar’d thy victory ; 
Endimion, and Arvigo 3 who delight 
In Numbers, and make ftrong my Mufes flight ! 
Thefe when I faw, my hopes could not abftaine, 
To think it likely I might twirle a Chaine 
On a judicial Bench: learn to demurre, 
And fleep out trials in a Gown of Furre: 
Then reconcile the rich, for Gold-fring’d-gloves, 
The poor for God-fake, or for Sugar-loaves ! 
When I petceiv’d, that Cares on Wealth rely, 
That I was deftined for authority, 
And early Gowts 5 my Soul in a ftrange fright 
From this rich [fle began her hafty flight; 
And to my halfe dead Body did returne, 
Which new infpir’d, rofe cheerfull as the Morne. 
Heroick Prince, may ftill thy acts, and name, 
Become the wonder and difcourfe of Fame 35 
May evry Laurell, ev’ry Mirtle Bough, 
Be ftrip’d for Wreaths, t adorne, and load thy brow; 
Triumphant Wreaths, which caufe they never fade, 
Wife elder times, for Kings and Poets made: 
And I deferve a little fprig of Bay, 
To weare in Greece on Homers Holy-day 5 
Since [ affume, when I thy Battels write, 
That very flame, which warm’d thee in the fight: 


ELIZIUM, 


BETZ iE ueM: 
To the Duchefs of Buckingham. 


MADAM, 
O {leeps the Anchoret on his cheap bed, 
(Whofe fleep wants only length to prove him dead) 
As I laft night, whom the {wift wings of Thought, 
Convey’d to fee what our bold faith had taught; 
Elizinw, where reftored formes nere fade 
Where growth can need no feeds, nor light a fhade; 
The joyes which in our flefh, through fraile expence 
Of flrength, through age, were Joft tour imjur’d fenfe, 
We there do meet agen: and thofe we tafte 
Auew, which though devourd, yet ever laft : 
The fcatter’d treafure of the Spring, blown by 
Autumn's rude winds from our difcovery 5 
Lillies, and Rofes; all that’s faire and {weet, 
There reconcil’d to their firft roots we meet 3 
There, only thofe triumphant Lovers reiga, 
Whole paflions knew on earth fo little ftain, 
Like Angels they ne’re felt what fexes meant3 
Vertue was firft their nature, then intent: 
There, toyling Victors fafely are poffeft, 
With fervent youth, eternity, and reft; 
But they were fuch, who when they got the field; 
To teach the congquer’d, victorie, could yield 
Themfelves again 5 as if true glory were 
To bring the foe to courage, not to feare, 
There are no talking Greeks, who their blood loft, 
Nor for the caufe, but for a Theame to boaft 5 
As if they {trove enough for Fame, that fought 
To have their Battels better told, than fought. 
There [a Vestal’s Shadow firlt did fpy, 
Whe when alive with holy hufwifry, 
Trick’d up in Lawne, and flow’ry Wreathes (each hand 
Cleane as her thoughts) did fore the Altar ftand: 
So bufie ftill , ftrewing her Spice, and then 
Removing Coales, vexing the Fire agen, 
As if fome queafie Godde/s had profefs’d, 
To tafte no {moak that day, but what fhe drefs’d: 
This holy coyle fhe living kept; but farre, 
More bufie now, with more delightful care 
Than when fhe watch’d the confecrated Flame, 
Sh’attends the shade of gentle Buckingham 3 
Who their unenvy’d fins, with Chaplets crown’d : 
And with wife fcorn, fmiles on the Prophets vvound 5 
He call’d it fo, for though it touch’d his heart, 
KTis Nation feels the rancour, and the {mart. 
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E that are Orpheus Sons , and can inherit 
By that great title, nought but’s num’rous {pirits 
His broken Harpe, & when we re tir'd with moan 
? A few {mall Trees of Bay to hang it on. 

We that fucceffive can claime no more . 

From fuch a poor unlucky Anceftor; 

Muft now (my Noble Lord) take thrifty care , 

To know , what modern wealth the Mufes fhare > 

Ox how it is difpos’d ? and ftrait we finde 

Great, powrful Love, hath bount’oufly refign’d 

Into your happy Armes, the Chief, and Belt, 

OF all that our ambitious hopes poffett : 

Your noble Bride ; to whofe eternal Eyes . 

We daily offer’d wreathes in Sacrifice 

Whofe warmth gave Laurel growth, whofe evry beame, 

Was firft our influence, and then our theame: 

Whofe breft (too narrow for her heart) was ftill 

Her reafons Throne, and prifon to her will : 

And fince, this is your willing faith, ’tis fit 

What all the kinde, and wifer Starres commit 

Unto your charge, be with fuch eager love, 

And foft endearments us’d , as well may prove, 

They meant, when firft they taught you how to wooe, 

She fhould be happy , and the Mufes too. 

Live ftill, the pleafure of each other fight 

To each, a new made wonder, and delight; 

Though two, yet bothfo much one conftant minde, 

That t’will be art, and miftery to finde 

CYour thoughts and wifhes, being ftill the fame) 

From which of eithers loving heart they came. 
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A Fourney into Worcelterthire, 


ae Hefe who (if kinder Deftinies fhall pleafe} 
May all dye rich, though they love Wit and eafle; 
And], whom fome odd hum’rous Planets bid 
To regifter the doughty atts they did, 

Took horfe; leaving ith’Town, ill Plays, fowre Wines 

Fierce Serjeants and the plague ; befides of mine 

An Ethnick Taylor too, that was far worfe 

Than thefe, or what juft Heaven did ever curfe. 

Scarce was the bufie City left behind, 

But from the South arofe a bufier Winde; 

Which fent us fo much raine, each man did with, 

His Hands and Legs were Finnes, his Horfe a Fith, 

Dull as a thick-skull’d-Juffice, drunk with Sloth ; 

Or Alderman, (far gone in Capon broth) i 

We 
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We all appear’d, no man gave breath to thought 5 
But like a filent Traytor ina Vault, 

Digg’d on our way 3 or as we Traytors were 

T’our felves, and jealous of each others*Eare : 

And asi’'th Worlds great Showre, fome that did {pie 
CHors’d on the Plaines) Rivers, and Seas drew nigh; 
Spurr’d on apace ; in fear all loft their time, 


That couldnot reach a ground where they might climbe; 


So we did never think us fafe, until 

We had attain’d the Top o’th firft high Hill : 
And now it clear'd fo to my travail’d Eie, 

Looks a round yellow Dane, when he doth fpie 
Neer his puifflant Arme, a boule fo full, 

That it may fill his Bladder, and his skull, 

As Phoebus at this moyfture falne 3 who laught, 
To fee fuch plenty for his morning draught : 

But like Chamelions Colours that decay 

But feemingly to give new colours way 3 

So our falfe griefs , had not themfelves outworn, 
But {tep’d afide, to vary in returne. 

Bear witnefs World ! for now my tir’d Horfe ftood, 
AsI, a Vaulter were, and he were Wood: 

As if fome Student fierce, the day before 

Had fpur’d his full half Crown from him, or more. 
Endimion cryes away! what make we here ? 

To draw a Map, or gather Juniper? 

More cruel then Shrove-Prentices, when they 
(Drunk in a Brothel Houfe) are bid to pay 3 

Or than the Bawd at Seffions, to that vilde 
Indicted Rout, which firft her Houfe until’de, 

Is now the Captaine , who laughing {wore; thus, 
Each puny Poet rides his Pegafus. 

But what’s the caufe my Lord fpurs on amaine, 
Asif t’outride a Tartar, not the Raine; 

Somefuch fwift Tartar as might fafely fay, 

To aninviting friend, that tempts his ftay ; 
Farewell, thou feeft the Sun declin’d long fince, 
And I'm to fup a Hundred miles from hence. 

My Lord (methought) as he had thought this fame, 
Rod poft, to eat that fupper ere he came. 

And now, my Mule moves too 5 but with fuch fpeed, 
As Pris’ners to a Pfalme, that cannot read: 

Yet we reach’d Wickham, with the early night: 
Which to defcribe to Eares, or draw to fight 5 
For fcituation, or for forme, for height, 

For ftrength, or magnitude, (wouldin good faith) 
But ftale the price o’th Map, fmall credit be 
T’our Poem, lefs to our Geographie: 

Oras your riding Academicks ufe, 

To toyle, and vex, a long fed mutton-Mufe, 

With taking the circumference of mine Hoit, 

Of his Wives fumitrie, were time worft loft 5 
Since nor Taurentius, nor Van-dike, have yet 
Command to draw them for the King in great, 
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He that to night rul’d each delight’d breaft, 
Gave to the pallat of each Ear a Featt; 

With joy of pledges made our fowre wind {weet, 
And nymble as the leaping juyce of Crete 5 

Was brave Exdimion , whofe triumphs clear , 
From cruel Tyranny, or too nice fear 5 

Having wit ftill ready, and no huge finne 

To caufe a fadnefs that might keep it in, 

Let fly at all; the fhafts were keene and when 
They mifsd to pierce, he ftrongly drew agen, 
But fleep, whom Conftables obey, though they 
Have twenty Bills to keep him off till day: 
Sleep, whom th’high tun’d Cloth-worker, Weaver call, 
Nor Cobler thril , with Catches or his Aule, 
Knowes to refift, feal’d up our lips, and fight 5 
Making us blind, and filent as the Night. 

Our other Sallies, and th’adventures we 
Achiev’d, deferve new braine, new Hiftorie. 
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Yo Endimion Porter, 


Gave when laf{t I was about to die; 
The Poets of this Ifle a Legacie; 
Each fo much wealth, as a long union brings 
T” induftrious States, or Victorie to Kings: 
So much as hope’s clos’d Eies, could with to fee, 
Or tall Ambition reach; I gave them thee. 
But as rich Men, who in their ficknefs mourne 
That they muft go, and never more returne, 
To be glad Heirs unto themfelves, to take 
Again, what they unwillingly forfake; 
As thofe bequeath, their treafure, when they dye, 
Not out of love, but fad neceflity ; 
So I (they thought) did cunningly refigne 
Rather then give, what could no more be mine: 
And they receiv’d thee not , from bounteous ‘chance, 
Or me, but as their own inheritance. 
This, when I heard, I cancell’d my fond Will ; 
Tempted my faith to my Phyfitians skil ; 
To purchafe health fung praifes in his Ear 
More than the living of the Dead would hear, 
For though our gifts, buy care > nought juftly payes 
Phyfitians love, but faith, their art, but praife : 
Which I obferv’d; now walk, as I fhould fee 
A death of all things , fave thy memory, 
But if this yearly Vintage thall create 
New wifhes in my blood, to celebrate 
Endimion thee thy Mufe, and thy large heart, 
Thy wifdom that hath taught the world an art 
How (not enform’d by cunning ) courtfhip may 
Subdue the minde, and not the man betray, 
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If me (thy prieft) our curled Youth afligne, 
To wath our Fleet-ftreet Altars with new Wine 3 
I will (fince ’tis to thee a Sacrifice) 

Take care, that plenty {well not into vice, 

Left by a fiery furfeit I be led , 

Once more to grow devout in a ftrange bed, 
Left through kind weaknefs in decay of health, 
Or vanity to thew my utmoft wealth; 

I fhould again bequeath thee when I die, 

To haughty Poets as a Legacies 


To the Queen, entertain'd at night by the Countefs of 
Anglefey. 


Aire as unfhaded Light; or as the Day 

In itsfirftbirth, when all the Year was Alay 3 
Sweet , asthe Altars fmoak, or as the new 
& Unfolded Bud, {weld by the early dew 5 
Smooth, as the face of waters firft appear’d, 
Ere Tides began to ftrive, or Winds were heard: 
Kind as the willing Saints, and calmer farre, 
Than in their fleeps forgiven Hermits are : 
You that are more, then our difcreter feare 
Dares praife, with fuch full Art, what make you here? 
Here, where the Summer is fo little feen, 

That leaves (her cheapeft wealth) f{carce reach at green 
You come, as if the filver Planet were 
Mifled a white from her much injur’d Sphere, 

And teafe the travailes of her beames to night, 
In this {mall Lanthorn would contract her Jight. 


In remembrance of Mafter William Shakef pire. 


ODE 1. 


To welcome Nature in the early Spring : 
Your num’rous Feet not tread 
The banks of Avon; for each Flowre 
‘As it nere knew a Sun or Showre) 
Hangs there, the penfive head. 


Br: (delighted Poets!) when you fing 


2 
Fach Tree, whofe thick and fpreading growth hath made 
Rather a Night beneath the Boughs, then fhade, 
(Unwilling now to grow.) 
Looks like the Plume a Captain weares, 
Whofe rifled Falls are fteept 1’th teares 
Which from his laft rage flow. 
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The pitious River wept it felf away 
Long fince (Alas!) to fuch a {wift decay 3 
That reach the Map, and look 
If you a River there can {pie : 
And for a River your mock’d Eye, 
Will finde a fhallow Brooke. 


Yo the Lady Bridget Kingfmull fent with Mellons 
after areport of my Death, 


Adam, that Ghofts have walk’d; and kindly did 
/ Convey Men heretofore to Money hid 5 
That they wear Chaines,which rattle ’till they make 
More noyfe, than injured Ale-wives at a Wake; 
All this is free to faith, but Sozominc , 
Nor th’ Abbot Treteheim , nor Rhodigine, 
Nor the Jew Tripho, though they all defend 
Such dreams, can urge one Ghoft that verfes pend : 
Therefore, be pleas’d to think, when thefe are read 5 
I am no Ghoft, nor have been three weeks dead. 
Yet Poets that fo nobly vaine have been, 
To want fo carelefly, till want prove fin; 
Through avarice of Jate, to th’ Arches fent, 
To know the chief within my Teftament: 
And th’ Aldermen by Charter, title lay 
(Caufe writ ‘ith City’s Verge) to my new play: 
So if the Proclamations, kind, nice, care, 
Keep you not (Madam) from our black raw Aire , 
Next Term, you'l find it own’d thus on each Wall 
rit by the Lord May'r, and aded at Guild-Hall. 
2yt then I mult be dead , which if you will 
In curteous pitty feare , and fufpect ftill, 
Thefe Mellons thall approach your penfive Eye, 
Not as a Token but a Legacy. 
Would they were fuch, as could have reach'd the fenfe, 
To know what ufe they had of excellence , 
Since deftin'd to be yours; fuch as would be 
(Now yours) juftly ambitious of a Tree 
To grow upon; fcorne a dejected birth, 
Courfe German Tiles, low Stalkes, that Jace the Earth, 
Such as fince gladly yours, got skill, and pow’r, 
Ko choofe the ftrongeft Sun, and weakeft Showre : 
Such as in Groves Cecilian Lovers eat , 
To cool thofe wifhes , that their Ladies heat. 
But if the Gard’ner make (like Adam) all 
Our humane hopes, bold, and apocryphal : 
And that my Mellons prove no better than 
Thofe lovely Pompeon’s, which in Berbican, 
Fencers, and Vaulters Widows pleafe to eat, 
Not asa Sallad, but cheap-filling Meat , 
Think then I’m dead indeed; and that they were 
Early bequeath’d, but pay’d too late i’th Year 5 


So 
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So the juft fcornes, of your lov’d wit, no more 
Can hazard me, but my Executor. 


To the King on Newyeares day. 1630. 
ODER: 


He joyes of eager Youth, of Wine, and Wealth, 
Of Faith untroubled, and unphyfick’d Health 5 
Of Lovers, when their Nuptial’s nie, 
Of Saints forgiven when they dies 
Let this Year bring 
To Charles our King : 
To Charles, who is th’ example, and the Law, 
By whom the good are taught, not kept in awe, 


2, 
Long proffer’d Peace, and that not compafi’d by 
Expenfive Treaties but a Victorie 5 
And Victories by Fame obtain’d, 
Or pray’r, and not by flaughter gain’d 5 
Let this Year bring 
To Charles our King. 
To Charles; who is th’ example, and the Law. 
By whom the good are taught, not kept in aw. 


A Seffion too, of fuch who can obey, 
As they were gather'd to confult, not fway: 
Who now rebel, in hope to git 
Some office to reclaim their wit; 
Let this Year bring 
To Charles our King; 
To Charles ; who is thy example and the Law, 
By whom the good are taught, not kept in awe. 


4, 
Prétors, who will the publick caufe defend, 
With timely gifts, not Speeches finely pend; 
To make the Northern Victors Fame 
No more our envy, nor our fhame - 
Let this Year bring 
To Charles our King 5 
To Charles; who is th’ example, and the law, 
By whom the good are taught, not kept in aw. 
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To the Queen, prefented with a Suit, in the behalf of 
F.S. diretled from Orpheus Prin ce of Poets. 


To the Queen of Lights In favor of a young liftner to bis Warp. 


Sing thefe numbers in the fhady Land , 
Where Ayrie Princes dwell, which I command 
Some Spirit, or fome Wind , gently convey 
_ To you, whofe breath is Spring, whofe Eie beames day 
*Gainft your arrival here, which mutt be late - 
(Such pow’r the pray’rs of Mortals have with Fate) 
Fields I have drefs'd, fo rich in fcent, and fhow; 
As if your influence taught our Flow’rs to grow 
Where ftill delighted you thall nobly move, 
Not like a fad Shadow, as they above 
With learned falfhood moft unkindly dreame 
Of evry Ghoft; but like a beautious Beame. 
The Lilly, and the Rofes; which Lovers feek, 
Not on their ftalkes, but on their Ladies Cheek ; 
Shall here not dare take root , nor yet the ftrange 
And various Tulip 5 which fo oft doth change 
Her am’rous Colours to a different hew, 
That yearly Men believe the Species new. 
Inftead of thefe; on evry Bank I’le fhow 
(Blith on his ftemme) the nice Adonis grow 5 
Who though, in’s beauties warm’th belov’d of old ; 
His tranfmutation only makes him cold 3 
For the amazed Goddeffe now perceives, 
Him fcarce fo fair in’s Flefh, as is his Leaves. 
Then proud Narciffus, whofe rare beauty had 
Far leffe excufe, and caufe , to make him mad, 
When in his own eyes, flourifhing alive; 
Than fince he was become a Vegetive. 
With thefe, the jealous Crocus, and the chafte 
Anemone, whofe blufhes ever laft. 
Now for a cooling Shade, what ufe have we 
OF the delightful Deeper Ties. 
Which Xerxes fo much lov’d? or of the Lime, 
Or the tall Pine, which {preads, as it doth ctimbe? 
Or Lovers Sicamore, or mine own Bay > 
On which, fince my Exridices fad day, 
My Harpe hath filent hung? No Trees your Bowre 
Shall need ; the flender ftalke of ev'ry flow’r , 
When you arrive among us, and difpence 
The lib’ral comfort of your influence, 
Shall reach at Body, Rinde, and Boughs, then grow 
Till’t yield a fhade, as well as Scent, and Show. 
For your attendants here; Tomiris the 
That taught her fex, the ways to victories 
The Queen of Ithica, whole precious name 
For chaft defires, is dear tous and Fame: 


And 


And Artemifia whom truths beft Record , 
Declar’d a living Tombe unto her Lord, 

Shall ever wait upon your fway, and when 

The Deftinies are fo much-vex’d with Men, 
That the juft God-like Monarch of your breft, 
Is ripe , and fit to take eternal reft; 

To court his fpirit here , I will not call 

The tefty Pyrrkus, or malicious Hannibal 5 

Nor yet the fiery Youth of Afacedon 

Shall have the dignity t’attend his Throne : 

But mighty Julias whohad thoughts fo nigh 
They humble feem’d , when th aim’d at Vidtorie 5 
And own’d a Soule fo Jearn’d, Truth fear’d that fhe 
Too naked were, near his Philofophie: 

In anger valiant; gently calme in love: 

He foar’d an Eagle, but he {toop’d a Dove! 
Know Queen of Light , he only doth appeare , 
Fit to imbrace your Royal Lover here: 

Nor think my promife is the ayrie boaft 

Of a dead Greek, a thinne-light-talking-Ghoft : 
It fhall be well pertorm’d; and all I dare 

For thofe juft toyles commend unto your care: 
Is but a Poets humble fuit; who now 

With everlafting Wreaths may deck his Brow: 
Since firft your Poet call’d, and by that ftile 

He is my Deputy throughout your Ifle. 


To the Lord". in performance of avow, that night 


to write to him, 


@ Y Lord, it hath been ask’d, why ‘mongft thofe few 
I fingled out for Fame, I chofe not you 
With early {peed thre firft> but I, that ftrive 
A 3. My manners fhould preferve my Verfe alive: 
That read Men, and my felf; wouid not permit 

The boldnefs of my love, fhould tax my wit, 

There are degrees, that to the Altar lead 5 

Where ev'ry rude, dull Sinner muft not tread: 

’Tis not to bring, a fwift thankes-giving Tongue, 

Or Prayers made as vehement as long, 

Can priviledge a zealous Votarie, 

To come, where the High Prieft fhould only be: 

Then why fhould I (where fome more skilful hand 

May offer Gummes, and Spice) ftrew Duft, and Sand? 

And this (my chief of Lords) made me defigne 

Thofe noble flames, fprung from your nobler Wine, 

To keep my fpirits warme, till I could prove 

My Numbers {mooth, and mighty as my love: 

Yet fuch my treach’rous fate, that I this night 

(Fierce with untutor’d heat) did vow to write: 


But 


en 


But happy thofe, who undertake no more 
Than what their ftock of rage hath rul’d before ! 
It is a Poet’s fin, that doth excel 

In love, or wine, not to refolve how well, 

But ftrait how much to write, for then we think 
The vaft tumultuous Sea is but our Ink 5 

The World, our Forreft too, and that we may 
Believe each Tree, that in it grows, a Bay. 

My vow now kept, I’m loth (my Lord) to do 
Wrong to your juftice, and your mercy too 3 
The laft if you vouchfafe, you will excufe 

A ftrong Religion here, though not a Mufe 


Jo Endimion Porter. 


i Ow fafe (Exdimion) had I liv’d? how bleft, 
a f In all the filent privacies of reft ¢ 
# FY How might I lengthen fleeps, had I been wife 
BA Unto my felf, and never feen thine Eies > 
My Verfe (unenvy’d then) had learn’d to move 
A flow, meek pace; like fober Hymns of love 
By fome noch’d-Brownift fung, that would indear 
His holy itch, to fome chafte Midwives Ear: 
The pleafure of ambition then had bin, 
To me loft in the danger, and the finn : 
The Mirtle Sprig (that never can decay) 
I had not known , nor Wreaths of living Bay : 
Inftead of thefe, and the wild Ivy Twine, 
(Which our wife Fathers juftly did affigne, 
To him that in immortal Verfe exceeds 
My brow had worn, fome homely Wreath of Weeds: 
And fuch low pride is fafe: for though the Bay, 
Lightning, nor Winds can blaft, yet Envy may. 
If hidden ftill from thee, I fhould have leffe 
To anfwer now, for glory, and excefle: 
My furfeits had not reach’d the cunning yet, 
To feek an expiation from their wit: 
For more then Village Ale, and drowfie Beer , 
(Cawdles, and Broth tothe dull Ilander) 
Tn’ere had wifh’d 5 now, My Man, hot, and dry, 
With fierce tranfcriptions of my Poefie: 
Cryes, Sir, I thirft! then ftrait I bid him chufe 
(As Poets Prentices did furely ufe 
Of Greece and Rome) fome clear, cheap Brook, there ftay , 
And drink at Natures charge his thirft away : 
Though Fafts (More then are taught i’th’ Kalender ) 
Had made him weak 5 this gave him ftrength to (wear, 
And urge that after Horace the divine 
Meacenas knew , his flaves drunk ever Wine: 
So whillt Exdimion lives, he vows to pierce 
Old Gafcoine Cask, or not tranfcribe a verfe. 
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If never known to thee, miffing the skill 

How to do good, I fhould have found my ill 

Excus’d 5 th’ exceflive charge of Ink, an Oyle, 

Expence of quiet fleeps, and the vain toyle, 

In which the Prieft of smirna took delight, 

(When he for knowledge chang’d his precious fight) 

Had fcap’d me then, now whilft I ftrive to pleafe 

With tedious Art, I loofe the luft of eafe. 

And when our Poets (envioufly mif-led) 

Shall find themfelves out-written, and out-read 5 

’*Twillurge their forrow too, that thou didft give 

To my weak numbers, ftrength, and joy to live, 
But O! uneafie thoughts! what will become 

Of me, when thou retir’{t into a Tombe ? 

The cruel, and the envious then will fay : 

Since now his Lord is dead; he that did {way 

Our publick fmiles, opinion, and our praife, 

Till we this childe of Poefie did raife 

To Fame, and love; let's drown him in our Inke 3 

Where like a loft dull Plummet let him finke 

From humane fight; from knowledge he was borne 

Unlefs fucceffion find him in our {corne, 

Remembrance, never to repentance fhowes , 

The wealth we gaine, But what we fear to lofe 5 

Thou art my wealth; and more than Light ere f{py'd, 

Than Eaftern Hills bring forth, or Seas can hide; 

But this when I rejoyce, my fears divine, 

I want the fate, ftill to preferve thee mine: 

And Kings depos’d, wifh they had never known 

Delight, nor {way 5 which ere they toyl’d to owne, 


Jeffereidos, on the Captivity of Jeffery. 
Canto the Firft. 


Sayle! a fayle! cry’d they, who didconfent 
Once more to break the eighth Commandement 
For a few Coles, of which by theft fo well 
Th’are ftor’d 5 they have enow to furnifh Hell 

With penal heat, though each fad Devil there 

A frozen Mufcovite, or Ruffian were ; 

The chace grew fwift, whilft an old weary Pinke, 

Not usd to fly, and foméwhat loth to finke, 

Did yield unto the Foe, who boards her ftrait: 

And having rifled all her precious Freight 5 

A trembling Britaine kneels, and did befeech 

Fach compofition there, of Tar and Pitch, 

That they would hear him fpeak: ‘tis not (quoth he) 

Our kind refpect to wealth, or libertie, 

Begets this fear, but leaft blind fortune may 

Unto fome fierce , unruly hand betray, 
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The trueft Servant to a ftate, that coud 

Be giv’n a Nation out of fleth and blood: 

And he tall Jeffery hight! who not much us’d 
To fights at Sea, and loth to be abus’d, 

Refoly’d to hide him, where they fooner might 
Difcover him, with fmelling than with fight. 

Each Eye was now imploy’d,.no man could think 
OF any uncouth Nooke, or narrow Chinke, 

But ftrait they fought him there; in holes not deep 
But fmall, where flender'Magot’s us’d to creep : 
At laft, they found him clofe, beneath a {pick 
And almoft {pamnew-peuter-Candleftick. 

A crafty Diego, that had now command 

Of Ships and Vittorie, took him in hand: 
Peis'd him twice , tafted his difcourfe, at length 
Believ’d, that he diffembled wit, and {trength: 
Quoth he, Vittors, and Vanquifhed! I bid 

You all give ear, to wifdom of Atadrid! 

This that appears to you, a walking Thumbe, 
May prove, the gen’ral Spie of Chriftendome : 
Then calls for Chaines, but fuch as fitting feeme 
For Elephants, when manag’d in a Teeme. 
Whilft puiflant Fefferey *gins to with (in vaine) 
He had Jong fince contriv’d a truce with Spaine. 
His Sinews faile him now: nor doth he yield 
Much truft unto his Buckler, or his Shield; 
Yet threatens like a fecond Tamberlaine. 

To bring them “fore the Queens Lord-Chamberlaine ; 
Becaufe without the leave, of him, or her, 
They keep her Houfhold-Servant prifoner, 

Diego, that ftudy’d wrath, more than remorfe, 
Commands, that they to Dunkirke fteer their courfe : 
Whilft Captive-Feffrey thews to wifer fight, 

Juft like a melancholy Ifralite, 

In midft of’s journey unto Babylon; 

Melt marble hearts, that chance to think thereon! 
The winds are guilty too ; for now behold! 
Already landed this our Brittaine bold ! 

The people view him round ; fome take their oath 
He's humaine Iffue, but not yet of growth: 

And others (that more fub’tly did confer) 

Think him afmall, contraéted Conjurer: 

Ther Diego, Bredro, names! Hemskerke! and cryes, 
Hanfoan Geulick! Derick too! place your Thighs 
On this judicial Bench, that we may fit 

T’ undoe, this fhort Embafladour with wit, 

One faine would know’s defcent: Thou Pirat-Dogge 
(The wrathful Captive then reply’d) not Ogce 
(The Bafhan King) was my Progenitor ; 

Nor did I ftrive, to fetch my Anceftor 

From Azeck’s Sonnes, nor from the Genitals 

Of wraftling-Cacus, who gave many falls, 
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No matter for his birth, faid Diego then 5 
Bring hither ftrait the Rack! for it is Ten 
To one, this will inforce from out his Pate, 
Some fecrets, that concern the Englith State, 
But O! true, loyal Heart! he’d not one word 
Reveale, that he had heard at Councel-bord. 
Some ask’d him then, his bus’nefs late in France; 
What Inftruments lay there conceal’d t’advance 
The Britifh caufe>? when they perceiv’d his heart 5 
Was big, and whilft enfore’d , would nought impart 
Diego arofe, and faid, Sir, I befeech you, 
Acguaint us if the Cardinal de Richeben 
Intends a war in /taly, or no? 
(Moft noble Jeffery ftill/ ) he feems to know 
Nought of that point 5 though divers think, when there, 
The Cardinal did whifper in his eare 
The Scheame of all his plots; and fought to gaine 
His company along with him to spaine; 
For thither he'll march, if he can by th’ way 
Sweep a few durty Nations into th’ Sea, 

A folemn Afonke , that filent {tood clofe by, 
Believ'd this little Captive , a Church-Spie! 
Quoth he, that fhrivled face, hath Schyfme in its 
And Jately ther’s a learned volumne writ, 
Wherein Ben-Jharky and Ben-Ezra too, 
And Rabin Kimky cke, a learned Jew, 
Are cited all , it labours to make good, 
That there were Proteftants before the Flood; 
And thou its Author art; Jeffery {wore then, 
He never knew thofe Hebrew Gentlemen! 
When chey perceiv’d, nor threats, nor kindnefs fought 
From lerve, could get him to difcover ought 5 
Diego ‘eaves the Table , fweares by his Skarffe ; 
Ths thing they doubted thus, wasa meer Dwarffe. 
The fleeteft Izeland-Shock, they then provide : 
On which they mount him ftrait, and bid him ride: 
He weeps a teare or two, for’s Jewells loft 5 
And does with heavy heart, to Bruxels poft. 


Casto the Second. 


XO runs the nible Snaile, in flimy track, 
Se, Halt’ning with all his Tenement on’s back, 
“® And fo, on goodly Cabidge leafe, the fleet, 

\_ 9 Swift-Caterpiller moves with eager feet, 
As this fad Courtier now 3 whofe mighty Steed 
May for an eafie amble, or for fpeed, 

Compare with gentle Bull in Yoke: But O! 

Here now begins a Canticle of woe ! 

Chide cruel Fate, whofe bufinefs in the Spheares, 
Wile Jeffery notes, is but to caufe our Teares: 


Their 


More in the harm they do us, than the good : : 

And this he faid, becaufe he fcarce had driven 

Along that Coaft, the length of Inches feven ; 

But down his Izeland fell; fome Authors fay 

A burley Oake, lay there difguis’d in’s way; 

Others a Ruth; and ftom report, his fteed 

Did ftumble, at the fplinter of a Reed ; 

And fome (far more authentick) fay agin, 

“Twas ata haire, that drop’d fome humane chin > 

But though, the Sage Hiftorians are at ftrife, 

How to refolve this point, his Courfers life 

They hold loft in the fall » whilft the difcreet 

Jeffery was forc’d, to wander on his Feet. 

Old wives, that faw the forrows of this Spy, 

Their wither’d Lips (thinner then lids of Eye) 

Strait opened wides and tickled with his wrongs 

Did laugh, as if twere lech’ry to their Lungs : 

And Diego too, whofe grave, and folemn Brow, 

Was ever knit, grew loud, and wanton now: 

O for a Guard Cquoth he) of switzers here, 

To heave that Giantup! but come not near: 

For now enrag’d, he may perchance fo toffe us : 

As you would think, you toucht alive Coloffus | 

This Jeffery heard 5 and it did ftir his Gall, 

More than his Courfers death, or his own fall. 
Sorrowes that haften tous, are but flow, 

In their departure ; as the learn’d may know 

By this fad ftory , fince new caufe was given 5 

For which our deep Platonick queftions Heaven 

O cruel Starres! (quoth he) will you ftill fo 

Officious be , to trouble us below ? 

‘Tis faid your care doth govern us, d’ye cal! 

That care, to let Ambaffadors thus fall > 

Nay, and permit worfe dangers to enfue ? 

Though all your rule, and influence be true ; 

{ had as leefe (fince mortals thus you handle) 

Be govern'd by the influence of a Candle. 

This he had caufe to fay; for now behold 

A oule of {patious wings bloody , and bold 

T. his afpect; haughty in gate, and ftiffe on’ 

Mis large {pread Claves he ftood, as any Griffon: 

Though by a kind, a Turkey; whofe plot that way 

Was like a fubtile Scowt to watch for prey 5 

Such as is blown about by ev'ry wind: 

But here’s the dire miftake ; this Foule (half blinde } 

At Fefférey pecks, and with intent to eat 

Him up, inftead of a large graine of Wheat: 
efferey in mighty rage ne’re thinks upon’t, 

gs shee ings , but as an affront. 

His {word he drew ; a better none alive 

E’re got from Spanifh Foe, for Shillings Five, 
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And now the Battaile doth begin: found high 


Your Oaten Reeds, t’ encourage Victorie ! 

Strike up the wrathful Tabor! and the Githern; 
The loud Jew’s-trump! and Spirit-{tirring-Cittherne! 
Jeffiry the bold, as if he had o’reheard 

Thefe Inftruments of War, his Arme uprear’d, 
Then cryes S George for England! and with that word 
He mifchief’d (what I pray? ) nought but his {word: 
Though fome report, he noch‘d the Foes left wing; 
And Poets too who faithfully did fing 

This Battaile in Low-Dutch, tll of a few 

Small Feathers there , which at the firft charge flew 
About the fields but do not ftrictly know 

That they were fhed by fury of that blow. 

This they afirme 5 the Turkey in his Jook 

Expre(s’d how much, he it unkindly took 

That wanting food; our Feffery would not let him, 
Enjoy a while the priviledge to eat him : 

His Tayle he{preads, jets back 5 then turns agen; 
And tought, as if, for th’honour of his Hen: 
Jeffery retorts each ftroke 3 and then cryes, Mauger 
Thy ftrength, I will difle& thee like an Augure ! 
But who of mortal race deferves to write 

The next encounter in this bloody fight ? 

Wilely didft thou (O Poet of Anchufin; ) 

Stay here thy Pen, and leur thy eager Mofe ins 
Envoking 4/ars, feme half an houre at leatt , 

To help thy fury onward with the reft: 

For Jeffercy {trait was throwne; whilft faint and weak, 
The cruel Foe, affaults him withhis Beak, 

A Lady-Midwife now, he there by chance 

Efpy’d, that came along with him from France: 

A heart nours'd up in War; that n’re before 

This time (quoth he) could bow, now doth implore - 
Thou that delivered’{t haft fo many, be 

So kinde of nature, to deliver me! 

But ftay: for though the learn’d Chronologer 

Of Dunkerk, doth confefs him freed by her 5 

The fubt‘ler Poets yet, whom we tranflate 

In all this Eptck Ode, do not relate 

The manner how; and we are loth at all 

To vary from the Dutch Original. 

Deeds they report, of greater height than thefe; 
Wonders and truth ; which if the Court-wits pleafe, 
A little help from Nature, leffe from Art, 

May happily produce in a Third part. 


For 
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For the Lady Olivia Porter; A Prefent upon a New- 
years day. 


{ Oe! hunt the whiter Ermine! and prefent 
His wealthy skin, as this dayes Tribute fent 

~ To my Endimion’s Love 3 Though fhe be fare 
N More gently fmooth, more foft than Ermines are! 

Goe! climbe that Rock! and when thou there haft found 

A Star, contraé&ted in a Diamond, 

Give it Exdimion’s Love , whofe glorious Eyes, 

Darkeu the ftarry Jewels of the Skies! 

Go! dive into the Southern Sea! and when 

Th’aft found (to trouble the nice fight of Men) 

#+ {welling Pearle 5 and fuch whofe fingle worth, 

Poaft all the wonders which the Seas bring forths 

G:ve it Exdimion’s Love! whofe ev'ry Teare, 

Would more enrich the skilful Jeweller. 

How I command ? how flowly they obey ? 

The churlith Tartar, will not hunt to day: 

Nor will that lazy fallow-Indzan {trive 

To climbe the Rock, nor that dull Negro dive. 

Thus Poets like to Kings (by truft deceiv’d) 

Give oftner what is heard of, than receiv’d. 


Tol. C. Robbd by his Man Andrew: 


\IR, whom I now Jove more, then did the good 
m Saint Martin , that all-naked-Flefg-and bloud, 
‘Q Whofe Cloake(at Plimouth {pun _)was Crab-tree wood. 
P His own was Tammy fure; which made it teare 
Sy fonn into a gift 5 and thou (I feare) 
Wilt beg half mine, not to beftow, but wear : 
For thy Saint-Avdrew fought not out the way 
To keep thee warme, but make thee watch, and pray 5 
That is, for hts returne; about Doomes-day; 
Worfe Jeft, than blufhing Adam, who withdrew , 
The nakednefs he fear’d , more than he knew3 
Not to a Mercers, but where Fig-leaves ee 
Which few’d with ftrings of {lender weeds, cloath men 
Cheaper than Silks , that muft be paid for, when 
It pleafes the chief Scribe ‘oth’ Chamberlen. 
Though my fick Joynts, cannot accompany 
Thy Hue-on-cry; though Midnight parlies be 
Silene'd long fince, ‘tween Conftables, and me, 
Without their helps; or Suburb-Juftices , 
(Upon whofe juftice now an Impoft lies, 
For with the price of Beef, their Warrants rife) 


Tle 


ee sr i a EA a SO NEE IEE ELE I BE ET A I CC TE An 


le | eee ee 
Se a A ar ee 


Ve find this Avdrew ftrait. See, where the pale 


Wretch ftands : thy guiltlefs Robes (ne’re hang’d for fale; 
He executes, on fundry Broakers Nayle. 

In ftead of him (chas’d thence by his wife feare) 

Does the Mothers joy, abold Youth appear 

Who {waggers up to Forty Markes a year! 

Sometimes he troubles Law, at th’ Inns of Court 3 

Now comes to buy him Weeds of fhining fort ; 

And faine would have thy Cloak, but ’tis too fhort - 
Too fhort (neat Sir) was all thy rifled itore ; 

Which made thofe Brokers curfe thy Stature more, 

Than thou, Friend-Avdrew, the fad day before. 

But hark! who knocks; good truth my Mufe is ftaid, 

By an Apothecaries Bill unpaid; 

Whofe length, not ftrange-nam’d Drugs, makes her afraid. 


SS 


To the Earl of Portland, Lord Lreafurer ; on the 
Marriage of his Son. 


Y Lord, this night 1s yours! each wandring Star 
That was unbufi'd, and irregular 5 
i = =©Moft gravely now. his bright Companion leads, 
pa. To fix ore your glad roofe, their fhining Heads : 
And it is faid, th’ exemplar King’s your gueft 5 
And that the rich Ey’d Darling of his Breaft , 
(To ripen all our joys) will there become 
The Mufick, Odor, Light of ev’ry Roome! 
A mixture of two Noble bloods, in all 
Faith, and domeftick nature, union call, 
No travail’d Eyes have feen, with humbler ftate 
Of love perform’d, where Princes celebrate, 
his when I heard; I know not what bold Starre 
My Spirits urg’d, but it was eafier farre 
The torn, the injur’d Panther, to reftraine 
In’s hot purfuit . or ftroke him coole againe 3 
To tell the caufe, why Winds do difagree , 
Divide them when in ftormes they mingled be; 
Strait fix them fingle, where they breath’d before; 
Or fanne them with a plume , from Sea to Shore; 
Than bind my raging Temples, or refift 
The pow’r that {well’d me, as Apollo’s Prieft. 
Therefore my Robe, that on his Altar lay , 
My Virge, my Wreath, I took; and thus did pray: 
That you (my Lord) with Jafting memory, 
And {trength of fervent youth, may live to fee, 
Your name in this bleft nuptial ftore the Earth, 
With fuch a mafculine, and knowing birth 5 
As fhall at faétious Councels moderate, 
And force injurious Armies to their fate. 
Jet time be fetter'd , that they never may 
[ncreafing others, feel themfelves decay. 
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To you (my Lord) who with wife induftrie , 
Seek Vertue out, then give it ftrength to be; 
Where ere you hall recide let plenty bring 
The pride, and expectations of the Spring 5 
The wealth that loads inticing Autumne grow 
Within your reach; let hafty Rivers flow 

Till on your fhores, they skaly Tribute pay, 
Then ebbe themfelves in empty waves away 3 
Let each pale Flow’r, that {pringeth there, have pow’r 
T’ invite a Sun-beame , and command a Show’r 5 
The dew that falls about you tafte of Wine, 
Fach abje& Weed change root and be a Vine! 
But I with this prophetick plenty grow 

Already rich, and prouds caufe then | know 
The Poets of this Ifle, in Vineyards may 
Rejoyce, whilft others thirft in groves of Bay ! 
Sir, let me not your weary patience move; 
And finne, with two much courage of my love! 
He that in ftrength of wifhes, next thall trie, 
T’ incseafe your bleflings with his Poetry 

May fhew a fiercer Wit, and cleaner Art ; 

But not a more fincere , and eager Heart. 


The Queen returning to London, after a long 
abfence. 


Ow had you walk’d in Mifts of Sea-coale-fmoake 

Such as your ever teeming Wives would choake, 
(Falfe Sons of thrift!) did not her beauties light, 
Difpel your Clouds, and quicken your dull fight? 

As when, th’illuftrious Officer of Day, 

(Firft worfhipp’d in the Eaft) ‘gins to difplay 

The glory of his beames; then Buds unfold 

Their chary Leafes; each dew-drown’d Marigold 

Infenfibly doth ftirre it felf, and fpread; 

Each Violet lifts up the penfive Head ; 

So when the Rayes of her fair head appear, 

To warm, and guild your clouded Hemifpheare, 

Thofe Flow’rs which in your narrow Gardens grow , 

(Narrow as Turfs, which you a lark allow 

In’s wicker Cage) rejoyce upon their ftalks ; 

Imbellifhing your fommer-inch-broad-walks : 

But fhe remov’d, what all your weary’d lives, 

You plant in German pots, to pleafe your Wives, 

Shall fade; fcarce in your Climate fhall be {een 

Enough of Spring to make your Tanfies green. 

Nor fhall your blew-Ey’d Daughters more appear 

(Though inthe hopefullft feafon of the Year ) 

In the dark ftreet, where Taztlin’s Temple ftands, 

With Time, and Marg’rom Pofies in their hands. - 
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We know (diftruftful Bargainers!) you moft 
Love facrifice, that puts you leaft to coft; 
Give her your prayers then; that her looks may 

After long Nights, reftore you unto Day, 

Though Ringing be fome charge, and Wood grow dear, 
In troth, it will become you once a year, 

To offer Bells and Bonfires too, although 

You couzen’t out in Silks, next publick Show, 


Tol. W. upon the death of bis Maiftrefs. 


S the great Sons of War, that are rais’d high 
With long Succefs and frequent Victory, 
Grow to fuch lazy pride; they take it ill 

sa Men ftill thould put them to the paines to kill 5 

And would, at each fterne becken of the Eye, 

Have the fad Foe , vaile Plumes take leave, and dye: 

So thou ; as if thy Sorrows had o'recome 

Halfe the wife world, and ftruck all reafon dumbe 5 

Cry’ft, fhe is dead! and frown’ft, becaufe I now 

Take not my Wreath, (the Treafure of my Brow) 

Then hurle my felf, and it, a Sacrifice 

In hallow’d flames , to her departed Eyes. 

Caufe early Men, their Curtaines draw, and fay 
Behold the Sun is rifen, now ’tis day ; 

Knowing thy Sun is fet, thou fwar’it their fight, 

Is led by bus’nefs tra miftake of Light, 

Lovers believe, if yet th’ Almighty cou’d 
Doubt part of his fo {wift creation good 5 
To eafe him of another Fiat, they 
Can with their Miftrefs beames, make him a day: 

To rule the Night, each Glance (they think) will fit 
Planets to largeft Spheares, if we admit 
Their filly Priefts (the Poets) be but by, 

That love to footh fuch faith t’ idolatry. 

But how have I tranfgrefs’d, thus to declame 
’Gainft forrow I fhould envy more then blame? 

For what is he, though reverendly old , 

And than a Mountaine Mufcovite more cold; 

Though he wants Wit, or Nature to defire 5 
Though his hard heart be Irn, his heart ftrings Wire - 
Or what is he, though blind, and knows no good 
Of love , but by an itching faith in’s blood, 

That when thy Tongue her beauty open layes 
To mental view, and her foft minde difplayes, 

Will think thy grief was over-pay’d, or yet 
Bate the world one Sigh, of fo juft a debt ? 

But fhe is gone! Repine now , if you dare 5 

Like Heav ns unlicenc’d Fools , all punifh’d are 

For Nature as for crimes; yet cannot choofe 

But mourn for evry excellence we loofe 5 


Though 


Though ftill commanded to a tame content 3 

To think no good was given us, but lent: 

And a fond riddle in Philofophy , 

Perfwades us too; the virtuous never dye3 

That all the ills, which we in abfence find 
Concern the Eye-fight onely, not the Mind: 

But Lovers (whofe wife Sences take delight 

In warm conta¢tion, and in real fight) 

Are not with Jean imagination fed, 

Or fatisfi'd, with thinking on the Dead. 

Tis fit we feek her then; but he that finds 

Her out, muft enter friendfhip with the Winds, 
Enquire their dwelling, and uncertain walks 5 
Whither they blow , from their forfaken Stalks 
Flowers that are gone, ere they are {melt ? or how 
Difpofe o’th fweeter Blofloms of the Bough ¢ 

For fhe (the Treafurefs of thefe) is fled, 

Not having the dull leafure to be dead 

But t’ hoord this Wealth; return, and this wealth bring 
Still vary’d, and increas’d in ev'ry Spring. 


Se a A a re 


To Endimion Porter. 


T is (Lord of my Mufe and Heart) fince laft 
Thy fight infpir’'d me, many ages patt, 
In darknefs thick as ill-met Clouds can make. 
In fleeps wherein the Jaf Trump fcarce could waxe 
The guilty dead, I lay and hidden more 
Than Truth, which tefty Disputanis explore. 
More hid than paths of Snakes, to their deep beds, 
Or walkes of Mountaine-Springs from their firft Heads: 
And when my long forgotten Eies, and Mind , 
Awak’d; I thought to fee the Sun declin’d 
Trough age, to’th’ influence of a Star, and Men 
So {mall, that they might live in Wombes agen, 
But now, my ftrength’s fo giantly, that were 
The great Hill-lifters once more toyling here 
Theyl’d choofe me out, for active Back, for Bone, 
To heave at Pelion firft, and heave alone. 
Now by the foftnefs of thy noble care, 
Reafon and Light, my lov’d Companions are 5 
I may too, ere this Moon be loft, refine 
My bloud, and bathe my Temples with thy wine 
And then, know my Endimion (thou whofe name 
To'th World example is, Mufick to Fame) 
['le trie if Art, and Nature, able be 
From the whole ftrength, and ftock of Poelie, 
To pay thee my large debts, fuch as the poor 
In open Blufhes, hidden Hearts reftore. 


Epitaph 
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Epitaph on \. Walker. 


Nvy’d and lov’d, here lies the Prince of mirth! 
Who laugh’d at the grave bus’nefs of the Earth, 
Look’d on ambitious States-men with {uch eyes, 
_ 4 As might difcern them guilty, could not wife. 
That did the noyfe of War, and Battailes hear, 
As mov'd to fmiling pitty, not to fear: 
Thought fighting Princes at their dying fad 5 
Believ'd, both Viétors, and the Conquer’d mad: 
Might have been rich, as oft as he would pleafe, 
But ways to wealth, are not the ways to eafe. 
The wit and courage of his talk, now refts , 
In their impatient keeping that fteale-Jeafts; 
His Jeafts, who.e’re fhall Father, and repeat 
Small mem’ry needs, but let’s eftate be great, 
Danger fo feafon’d them, each hath Salt left, 
Will yet undo the poor fer one fmall theft 5 
The rich, that will own them, what e’re they pay, 
Shall find, ’tis twice a week Star-Chamberday. 


To Dolor Cademan, Phyfitian to the Queen. 


Or thy Viétorious cares, thy ready heart; 
Thy fo {mall tyranny to fo much Art; 

For vifits made to my difeafe 

And me, (alas) notto my Fees: 
For words fo often comforting with fcope 
Of learned reafon not perfwafive hope: 

For Med’cines fo benigne, as feeme 

Cordials for Eaftern Queens that teeme. 
For fetting now my condemn’d body free, 
From that no God, but Devil Aercurie: 

For an affurance I ne’r fhall 

A forfeit be to’ th’ Admiral 
Like thofe in Hofpitals, who dare prefume 
To make French Cordage now of Englifh Rhume ; 

Or flender Ropes, on which inftead 

Of Pearle, Revolted Teeth they thred ; 
For limiting my Cheekes , that elfe had been 
Swoln like the figne , o’th Head ’oth Saracen 3 

For prefervation from a long 

Concealment of my Mother- Tongue 5 
Whilft fpeechlefs, fow’d in Hoods I fhould appear, 
An Antarminian, filenc’d Minifter ; 

Or fome Turks poyfon’d Mute fo fret 
Sofome at mouth , make figns and {pet. 


Whilft 
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Whilft all I eat, goes down with lookes to fight - 
More forc’d, than Quailes t’ each full-cramm’d Ijralite 
Whofe angry {wollowing denotes 
They lay at Flux, and had fore throats. 
For thefe deliverances, and all the good 
My new return of Sences , ftrength, and blood, 
Shall bring, for all I mine can boaft, 
Whilft my Exdimion is not loft, 
By'th’ feeble influence of my Starre; or turns 
From me, to one whofe Planet cleerer burnes, 
May (thou. fafe Lord of Arts) each {pring 
Ripe plenty of Difeafes bring 
Unto the rich 5 they ftill tour Surgeons be 
Experiments, Patients alone to thee : 
Health to the Poor; leaft pitty fhoud 
(That gently ftirs, and rules thy blood) 
Tempt thee from wealth, to fuch as pay like me 
A Verfe; thea think, they give Eternity. 


To Endimion Porter, when my Comedy (call’d the Wits) 
was prefented at Black-Fryers. 


7 Ear, how for want of others grief, I mourn 
m= My fad decay , and weep, at mine own Urne! 
m= The Hour's(that ne’re want Wings , when they fhould fly 
fe f3 To haften Death, or lead on Deftinie, ) 
Have now fulfill’d the time, when I muft come 
Chain’d to the Mufes Barre, to take my doom: 
When ev'ry Term, fome tim’rous Poet ftands , 
Condemn’d by whifpers , e’re repriev’d by hands. 
I that am told confpiracies are laid, 
To have my Mufe, her Arts, and life betray’d, 
Hope for no eafie Judge; though thou wert there, 
T appeafe, and make their judgments lefs fevere. 
In this black day, like men from Thunders rage, 
Or drowning fhowres, I haften from the ftage 5 
And with my felf, fome Spirit, had within 
Thofe diftant wandring Winds, that yet have bin 
Unknown to th’ Compafs, or the Pilots skill; 
Or fome loofe Plummit funk fo low , until 
I touch where roots of Rocks deep bury’d be; 
There mourn beneath the leafelefs Coral Tree, 
But Iam grown too tame! what need I fear, 
Whilft not to paffion, but thy reafon clear? 
Should I perceive , thy knowledge were fubdu’d, 
T unkind confent with the harfh Multitude, 
Then I had caufe to weep 5 and at thy Gate 
(Deny'd to enter ) ftand difconfolate, 
Amaz'd and loft to mine own Eyes 5 there I 
(Scarce griev'd for by my felf) would winke and die, 


Olivia 
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Olivia then, may on thy pitty call 
To bury me, and give me funeral. 


_ 
pee 


In celebration of the yearly Preferver of the Games 
Coftwald. 


Ear me you Men of ftrife! you that have bin, 

Long time maintain’d by the dull Peoples fin. 
At Lyon's, Furnifold’s, and Clement's Inne! 
With huge, o’re-comming Mutton, Target-Cheele, 

Beefe, that the queafie f{tomack’d Guard would pleafe, 

And limber Groats, full half a Score for Fees. 

Hear you Grown’d Lackeys that on both fides plead 5 

Whofe hollow Teeth , are ftuff'd with others Bread 5 

Whofe Tongues will live (fure) when your felvesare dead. 

Hear you Alcaldos, whofe fterne faces look, 

Worfe than your Pris’ner’s that’s deny’d his Book 5 

Than Pilat painted like Sir Edward Cook, 

Lift all that toyle for pow’r to do Men wrong, 

With penfive Eare, to my prophetick Song! 

Whofe Magick fayes, your Triumphs hold not long. 

The time is come, you on your felves fhall fit 5 

Whilft Children finde (if they endeavour it) 

Your tearting , Chronicle; Clinches your Wit. 

Ere you 2 Year are dead. your Sones fhall watch, 

And roare ali night with Ale in houfe of Thatch ; 

And frend, *till Swords are worn in Belts of Match. 

Whilft Dover (that his knowledge not imploy’s 

T’ increafe his Neighbours Quarrels , but their Joyes) 

Shall in his age; get Money, Girles, and Boyes! 

Money at Cot/wald Games fhall early fly 5 

Whilft the Precife, and envious fhall f{tand by, 

And fee his Min’ral Fountain never dry. 

His Girles, fhall dowr’-lefs wed with Heirs of birth; 

His Boyes , plough Lozdon Widows up like earth; 

Whilft Potfwald Bards Cartol their Nuptial Mirth! 

Dover (the Gentr’ys Darling) know this flame , 

Is but a willing tribute to thy Fame, 

Sung by a Poet, that conceals his name. 


On 
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On the Death of the Lady Marquefs of Win- 
chefter. 


N care, left fome advent’rous Lover may 
(T’ increafe his love) caft his own Stock away; 
I (that finde, th’ ufe of grief is to grow wife) 
Forbid all traffique now , ’twixt Hearts and Eyes * 
Our remnant-love, let us difcreetly fave, 
Since not augment; for Love lies in the Grave. 
Left Men; whofe patience is their fenfes floth, 
That onely live, vt expect the tedious growth 
OF what the following Summer flowly yields 
Whofe fair Elizinm , is their furrow’d Fields , 
Left thefe , fhould fo much prize mortalitie 5 
They ne’re would reach the wit, or faith to die 5 
Know Summer comes no more; to the dark bed 
Our Sun is gone; the hopeful Spring is dead, 
And leaft kind Poets that delight to raife 
(With their juft truths, not extafie of praife) 
Beauty to Fame; fhould rathly overthrow 
The credit of their Songs 5 I let them know 
Their Theame is loft, fo loft, that I have griev’d, 
They never more can praife, and be believ'd. 


To Endimion Porter, upon bis recovery from a long 
Sicknefs. 


Uft fo the Sun doth rife, as if laft Night 
He cal to’accompt the Moon, for all the light 

She ever ow’d 3; now looks fo full of f{corne, 
«2 And pride; as fhe had paid him all this Morne ! 
So clear a day , timely foretelss I now 
Shall fcape thofe Clouds, that hung upon my Brow, 
Whilft I thy ficknefs mourn’d 5 and lefs did fleep, 
Than faithful Widowes, that fincerely weep. 
A true prefage! My hopes no fooner tell i 
What they defir'd, but ftrait find thee well. 
Blefs’'d be the Stars; whofe pow’rful influence 
Our healths, by Minerals, and Herbs difpence ! 
And that’s their chiefeft ufe: who thinks that Fate 
So many Stars did purpofely create. 
And them fo large, meerly for fhow, and light; 
Concludes, it took lefs care of day then Night. 
Since thou art fafe, thofe Numbers will be loft, 
Which I laid up, to mourn thee as a Ghoft: 
Unlefs I fpend them on fome Tragick Tale, 
Which Lovers fhall believe , and then bewaile - 

Next 


Next Term, prepare thee for the Theater! 
And until then, referve thy skilful Eare 5 
Fer I will fing imagined Tragedy, 

‘Till Fates repent their eflence is fo high . 
From paflion rays’d, *caufe they can ne’re obtaine 
To talte the griefs, which gentle Poets feigne, 


Upon the Nuptials of Charles Lord Herbert, and the 
Lady M. Villers 


Ofes "till ripe, and ready to be blown, 
Their beauty hide, whilft it is yet their owne 5 
‘Tis ours but in expettance , whillt th’ are greens 
And bafhfully they blufh when firft ‘tis feen, 
As if to f{pread their beauty were acrime ; 
A fault in them , not in all-ripening-Time, 
So ftands (hidden with Vayles) in all her pride 
Of early flourifhing, the bafhful Bride / 
And ’till the Prieft, with words devoutly faid, 
Shall ripen her a Wife, that’s yet a Maid, 
Her Vaile will never off: fo modeft ftill, 
And fo exprefs'd by Nature, not by skill, 
That fure fhe drefs’d her looks when fhe did rife , 
Not in her Glafs , but in her Mother’s Eyes. 
The jolly Bridegroom ftands , as he had t’ane 
And led Love ftrongly fetter’d in a Chaine: 
Forgetting when her Vailes are laid afide, 
Himfelf is but a Captive to the Bride. 
The Prieft now joynes their hands, and he doth find 
By mifterie divine , in both one mind, 
Mix d, and difpers d 5 his fpirits ftrait begin 
(As they were rap’t) to vex, and talk within: 
His Temples fweat, whilft he ftood filent by, 
Not as prepard to blefs, but prophefie- 
What needed more? fince they muft needs poflefs, 
All he fore-told, though he fhould never blefs : 
And blefling unto fuch as moft reftores , 
Or but repeats what was their Anceftors. 


Prologue 
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Prologue to 4 revivd Play of Mr. Fletchers, calld 
The Woman-hater. ; 


Adies take’t as a fecret in your Eare, 
1 In f{tead of homage, and kind welcome here 
4 Lheartily could with, you all were gone; ; 
For if you ftay, good faith, we are undone. 
Alafs ! you now expett, the ufuall wayes 
Of- our addrefs, which is your Sexes praife: 
But we to night, unluckily muft fpeake, 
Such things will make your Lovers Heart-ftrings breake 
Bely your Virtues, and your beauties ftaine, ; 
With words, contriv'd long fince, in your difdaine, 
Tis ftrange you ftirr not yet; not all this while 
Lift up your Fannes to hide a fcornfull {mile: 
Whifper, or jog your Lords to fteale away ; 
So leave us tact, unto our felves, our Play: 
Then fure, there may be hope, you can fubdue, 
Your patience to endure, an Act, or two: 
Nay more, when you are told our Poets rage 
Purfues but one example, which that age 
VVherein he liv’d produc’d; and we rely 
Not on the truth, but the variety. 
His Mufe believ’d not, what fhe then did write, 
Her VVings, were wont to make a nobler flight 5 
Soar’d high, and to the Stars, your Sex did-raife 5 
For which, full Twenty years, he wore the Bayes. 
*Twas he reduc’d Evadue from her fcorne, 
And taught the {ad Afpacia how to mourne; 
Gave Arethufa’s love, a glad reliefe 5 
And made Panthea elegant in griefe, 
If thefe great Trop ies of his noble Mute, 
Cannot one humor ’gainft your Sex excufe 
VVhich we prefent to night; you'l finde a way 
How to make good the Libell in our Play: 
So you are cruel] to your felves 5 whilft he 
(Safe in the fame of his integritic) 
VVill be a Prophet, not a Poet thought; 
And this fine VVeb laft long, though loofely wrought, 


eee 
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To Endimion Porter, pafsing to Court to him by Wa- 


ler. 
ODES! 


ite truth and wifdome of your Compafs boaft 
(Dull Men of th’ Sea ! ) when you the flow’rie Coaft} 
Have reach’d, to which you fteeze ; 
Think then, thofe Clouds are fhrunk again, 
That {vvell’d, as if they hoorded Rain 


For all the Yeare 
Think 
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Think then, thofe ruder Winds are dumbe, 
That would endeavour Storms to come 3 
And that the Rocks no more 
(As they were wont) fhall hide themfelves, 
To prattife mifchief on the Shelves 
So near the Shore. 


2, 
Into the Silver Flood I lanch’d , and fraught 
My bark with Hope the Parafite of thought : 
To Court my voyage tends; 
But hope, grew fick, and fade me feare, 
The Bark would fplit, that harbour’d there 
To trade for Friends. 
Wife Love, that fought a noble choice 
To tune my Harp, and raife my Voice, 
Forbids my Pinnace reft, 
Fill I had cur’d weak Hope again, 
By fafely Anchoring within 
Endimion’s Brett. 


2 
Endimion! who, with Numbers {weet can move 
Soules (though untun’d) to fuch degrees of love; 
That men fhould fooner fee, 
Th'inticed Needle difobey 
The tempting, Adamant, than they 
His Poefie: 
And I (exalted now) ne’re minde 
Their breath, who ftorm’d t’increafe the Winde 
By which th’are overthrowne5 
Their Stock of rage, and Lyrick Skill, 
They boaft in vain 3 the Poets Hill 


Is all mine own, 


Elegie on B. Hafelrick, /lain in’s youth, in a 
Duell. 


Ow in the blind and quiet time of Night, 

N So dark as if the funerall of Light 

Were celebrated here;. whither with flow, 

Unwilling feet, fad Virgins do you goe ? 
Where have you left your reafon, and your fear? 
What meane thofe Violets that down-ward wear 
Their heads, as griev'd, fince thus imploy’d they grew 2 
Lilies, fearch’d by your looks, to their pale hew ! 
Rofes, that loft their blufhes on the Bough, 
And Laurell ftoln from fome dead Poets Brow ¢ 
Thefe, and your loofer Hair, fhew that you come 
To fcatter both, on that relenting Tombe, 
But ftay! by this moift pavement it appears, 
Some Ladies have been earli’r here with Tears 


Than 


Than I, or you; and we can guefs no more, 

Thofe that fucceed, by thefe that drop’d before 3 

Than by the Dew, faln in a Cowflips wombe, 

Heav’n’s Treafurie of Showrs that are to come. 

The Curtain’s drawne! look there and you fhall {pie 

The faded God of your Idolatrie! 

Cold as the feet of Rocks, filent in fhade 

As Chaos lay, before the Winds were made. 

Yet this was once the Flow’r, onwhom the Day 

So {mil’d, as if he never fhould decay: 

Saft, as the hands of Love, fmooth as her brow 3 

So young in fhew, as if he {till fhould grow 5 

Yet perfected with all the pride of {trength, 

Equall in Limbs, and fquare unte hts length : 

And though the jealous World hath underftood, 

Fates only Seal’d the firft Creation good 5 

This moderne worke ( fterne Fates!) rofe up to prove 

Your ancient skilJ retain’d, but not your love: 

Could you have lov’d, you had wt careful fight 

Preferv’d, what you did frame wita fuch delight. 
O, let me fumme his crimes, let me relate 

Them ftridtly as his Judge, not Acivocate 5 

And yet the greateft number you fhall itnd 

V. ere errors of his youth, not of his mind : 

For had his jealous courage been fo wife, 

As tobelieve it felfe, not others Eyes; 

Had he not thought his littie patience tame 

In faffring quiet Men, t’enjoy a Fame 5 

He might have Jiv’d to fo great ufe, that I 

Had writ bis Acts, and not nis Elegie. 

Goe, <entleft of your Sex! fhou!dT relate 

With bolde: truth, t’unkindnefs of his Fate, 

(Too {tri9 to eh and blood) 1 might infufe 

A Schifine in your Religion, and my Mufe: 

Yet this would be excus’d, fince all we gain 

By gricfe, is but the licence to complain. 


To the QUEEN upon a New-years day. 


The Prefence warme, and quiet whilft you fleep 
Permit me pafs! and then Cif any where 
Imploy'd) you Angels that are bufi' ft here, 

And are the {trongeft Guard, although unfeene, 

Condutt me neere the Chamber of the Queen! 

Where with fuch reverence as Hermits ufe 

At richeft Shrines, 1 may prefent my Mufe: 

Awake ! falute, and fatisfie thy fight, 

Not with the fainting Sun’s, but thine own Light ! 


Yr of the Guard make way ! and you that keep 


24.2 
Let this day break from thine own Silken fpheare, 
This Day, the birth, and Infant of the yeare ! 
Nor is there need of Purple, or of Lawne 
To veft thee in, were but thy Curtaines drawne, 
Men might fecurely fay, that it is morne, 
Thy Garments ferve to hide, not to adorne ! 
Now the appeares, whilft ev'ry look, and fmile, 
Difpences warmth, and beauty through our Ifle: 
Yhilft from their wealthieft Caskets, Princes pay 
Her gifts, as the glad tribute of this Day! 
This Day; which Time fhall owe to her, not Fate 
Becaufe her early Eyes did it create, 
But O! poore Poets / Where are you? Why bring 
Yeu not your Goddefs now an Offering? 
Who makes your Numbers Swift, when they mov’d flow, 
And when they ebb’d, her influence made them flow, 
Alafs! 1 know your wealth: the Laurell bough, 
Wreath’d into Circles, to adorne the Brow, 
is all you have: But goes thefe ftrew, and {pread, 
In Sacrifice, where ever fhe fhall tread, 
And ere this day grow old, know you fhall fee 
Each Leafe become a Sprig, each Sprig a Tree. 


Ete eGa ihe, 


On Francis Barle of Rutland. 


All not the Winds! nor bid the Rivers ftay ! 

‘ For though the fighs, the teares they could repay 
Which injur’d Lovers, Mourners for the ead 
Captives, and Saints, have breath’d away, and fhed 5 

Yet we fhould want to make our forrow fit 

For fuch a caufe, as now doth filence it. 

Rutland! the noble, and the juft ! whofe name 

Already is, all Hiftory, all Fame! 

Whom like brave Anceftors in Battaile loft, 

We mention not in pitty, but in boaft! 

How did {t thou {mile, to fee the folemne {port, 

Which vexes bufie greatnefs in the Court ? 

T’obferve their Lawes of faction, place and Time, 

Their precepts how, and where, and when to climbe¢ 

Their rules, to know if the fage meaning lies, 

In the deep Breatt, i’th’ fhallow Brow, or Eyes > 

Though Titles, and thy blood, made thee appeare, 

COft *gainft thy eafe) where thefe {tate-Rabbins were, 

Yet their Philofophy thou knew’tt was fit, 

For thee to pitty, more then ftudy it, 

Safely theu valu’d{t Cunning, as ‘thad been, 

Wifdome, long fince, diftemper’d into Sin: 

And knew ’ft, the actions of th’Ambitious are 

But asthe falfe Alarmes in running warre, 


Like 


Like forlorne Scouts’ (that raife the coyle) they keep 
Themfelves awake, to hinder others fleep - 
And all they gaine, by vex’d expence of breath 5 
Unguietnefs, and guilt; 1s at their death, 
Wonder, and mighty noife; whiltt things that be 
Mott deare and pretious to Mortalitie 
(Time, and thy Self) impatient here of ftay, 
With a grave filence, feeme to {teal away 5 
Depart from us unheard, and we ftill mourne 
In vaine (though pioufly) for their returne, 
Thy Bounties if I name; Te not admit, 

Kings when they love, or wooe, to equall it : 
It fhew’d like Natur’s felf, when the doth bring 
All the can promife by an early Spring 5 

Or when the payes that promife where the beft 
Viakes Summers for Mankind ; in the rich Eaft. 
\nd, as the wife Sun, filently imployes 

His lib’rall Beames, and ripens without Noife 5 
\s precious Dewes, doe undifcover'd fall, 

and growth infenfibly doth fteale onall 5 

So what he gave, conceal’d in private came, 

(As in the dark) from one that had no name; 
like Fayries wealth, not given to reftore, 

Cr if reveal’d, it vifited no more. 

If thefe live, and be read (as who fhall dare 
Sifpeé, Truth, and thy Fame, immortal! are? ) 
What need thy noble Brother, or faire She, 
That is thy felf, in pureft imagrie 5 
Whofe breath, and Eyes, theFun’rall-Spie, and flame 
Continue ftill, of gentle Buckingham 5 
Waat need they fend poore Pioners to grone, 

In lower Quarries for Corinthian {tone ? 

To dig in Parian Hills? fince ftatues muft, 
-And Monuments, turne like our felves to duft: 
Verfe, to all ages can our deeds declare, 
Tombs, but a while fhew where our Bodies are. 


To Endimion Porter. 


Ould thou wert dead! fo ftrictly dead tome, 
V V That, nor my fight, nor my vex’d memorie 

Could reach thee more : fo dead, that but to name 
Thou wert, might give the fawcie lie to Fame 5 

That the bold Sonnes of Honour, and the milde 

Race of Lovers (both thy difciples ftil’d ) 

Might ask; who could the firft example be 

Toall their good ¢ yet none fhould mention thee : 

Knocking at my Breft, when this hour is come 5 

I hope, I onct fhall find my heart at home. 


Say 


i sane nee ah EE a 


oA eee 
Say thou artdead5 yet whifper’t but to me35 
For fhould thy fo well-fpent mortalitie, 
End to the world, and that fad end be knowne 3 
I might ( perhaps) ftill live, but live alone : 
The better world would followthee, and all 
That I fhonld gaine, by that large Funerall. 
Would be, the wanton vanity to boaft, 
What they enjoy, was from my plenty loft, 


To the Countefs of Carlile, on the death of 
the Earle her Husband. 


Thefe Tapers winking, and thefe Curtaines drawne5 
What may they meane ? unlefs to qualifie 
And check the luftre of your Eye, you'll trie 

To heneur darknefs, and adorne the Night, 

So ftrive, thus with your Lord, to bury Light. 

Call back, your abfent Beauties to your care; 

Though clouded, and conceal’d, we know you are 

The Morning's early’{t Beame, life of the Day, 

The Even’s laft comfort, and her parting Ray! 

Buc why thefe Teares, that give him no reliefe, 
For whem you waite the virtue of your griefe > 
Such, as miynt be prefcrib’d the Earth, to drink 
For cure of her old Curfe; Teares you would think 
Toorichit» water Cif ye knew their price) 

The chiefeft Plant deriv’d from Paradife. 
ButO! Where is a Poets faith? how farre 
Weare ms-led ¢ how falfe we Lords of Numbers are, 
Our Love, is paflion, our Religion, rage ! 
Since, to fecure that mighty heritage 

Entail’d upon the Bay, fee how I {trive 

To keep theglory of your looks alive 5 

And to perfwade your gloomy Sorrows thence, 
As fubt’ly knowing, your kind influence 

Is all the pretious ftock, left us t’infpire, 

And feed the flame, of our eternal! fire. 

Butt r cant: ’Tis fit you mournea while, 
And winke, untill you darken all this Ifle 5 
More fit, the Bay {hould wither too, and be 
Quite loft, than he fhould lofe your obfequie : 
He that was once your Lord; who ftrove to get 
That Title, caufe nought elfe could make him great, 
A Title, by which his name he did preferre 
To have a day, 1th’ Poets Kalender. 

His youth was gentle, and difpos’d to win, 
Had fo much courtfhip in’t, ’twas his chiefe fin 5 
Yet fure, although his coyrtfhip knew the way 
To conquer Beauty; it did ne’re betray. 


Tt Cyprefs folded here 5 in ftead of Lawne, 


When 


When wife with years, thefe foft affairs did ceale, 
He whifper’d VVar abroad, then brought home Peace; 
He was fupreme Ambaflador, and went 
To be that Prince, whom Leigers but prefent 5 
And foon with eafie ceremonies got, 
VVhat they did lofe with care, and a deep plot: 
Chearfull his age, not tedious or (evere; 
Like thofe, who being dull, would grave appeare 5 
VVhofe guilt, made them the foule of Mirth defpife, 
And being fullen, hope men think them wife. 

Yet he that kept his Virtues from decay, 
Had that about him needs muft were away: 
The daily lefs’ning of our life, fhewes by 
A little dying, how out-right to dig: 
Obferve the Morning, Noon, and Evening Sun, 
Then (Madam) you that faw his Hou'r-glafs run, 
In wifer faith, will not be more oppreft 
To fee the laft Sand fall, than all the reft. 


Epilogue , to LOVE and HONOR, 
A Tragicomedy, 


T’excufe my Mirth; I cannot chufe but fmile! 
And ’tis to think, how like a fubtle Spie, 
Our Poet waits, to hear his deftinie : 

Juft ith’ pav’d-Entry as you pafles the place 

VVhere firft you mention your diflike, or grace. 

Pray whifper foftly , that he may not hear; 

Or elfe, fuch words, as hall not blaft his Ear, 


Tre Gentlemen, you muft vouchfafe a while 


Epilogue, to a Vacation Play at the Globe. 


The Speaker enter’d with a Sword drawn. 


Believe, my fury was fo much {uppreft 
I'th’heat of the laft Scene, as now you may 
Boldly, and fafely too, cry down our Play ! 
For if you dare but Murmure one falfe Note, 
Here in the Houfe, or going to take Bote 5 
By Heav'n [le mowe you off with my long Sword 3 
Yeoman , and Squire, Knight, Lady, and her Lord! 
Vvith reafon too ; for fince my whole part lies 
I’'th’ Play to Kill the King's chief Enemies 5 
How can you fcape? (be your own Judges) when 
You lay fad plots, to begger the Kings Men, 


Fe your own fakes ( poor Souls ! ) you had not beft 


To 


ee 


To the QUEEN, upon a New-yeares day. 


His day, old Time, doth turne his Annual! Glafs, 
And {hakes it, that the Year may {wiftly pafs- 
This day; on which the formoft leading-fand 
Falls from that Glafs, (hook by his hafty Hand: 

That Sand’s th’exemplar Seed, by which we know 
How th’Hour’s of the enfuing Year will grow. 
Awake, great Queen ! for as you hide, or cleere 
Your Eyes, we fhall diftruft, or like the Yeare, 
Queenes fet their Dialls by your beauties light 5 
By your Eyes learne, to make their own move right; 
Yet know, our expectation when you rife 
Is not intirely furnifh’d froin your Eyes 5 
Bnt wifely we provide, how to rejoyce, 
In the fruition of your Breath, and Voice : 
Your breath, which Nature the example meant, 
From whence our early Bloffomes take their {cent3 
Teaching our Infant-Flow’rs how to excell 
(Ere ftrong upon their ftalks) in fragrant {mell: 
Your voice, ‘which can allure, and charme the beft 
Moft gawdy-feather’d Chaunter of the Eaft, 
To dwell about your Pallace all the Spring, 
And ftill can make him filent whilft you fing. 
Rife then! for I have heard Apollo {weare, 
By that firft luftre, which did fill his Spheare; 
He will not mount, but make eternall Night, 
Unlefs reliev’d, and cherifh’d by your Sight: 
Your fight; which is his warmth, now he is old, 
His Horfes weary, and his Chariot cold. 


To Edward Earl of Dorfet, after bis Sicknefs, and 
happy Recovery. 
My Lord, 

Find the Gentry fo o’re-joy’d i’th’ Towa, 
| As if all Prifons (fafely) were rac’d down; 

As if the Judges would no more refift 

Wrongs with the Law, but each turne Duelift 5 
And not with Statutes, but with Rapiers fence. 
At Afafon’s ward to fuccour Innocence. 
As if fome trufty Poet now had bin 
Chofen with full voice City-Chamberlins 
Their Treafure kept, and might difpofe of it 
And th’Orphans Goods, as his free Mufe thought fit ; 
As if grave Benchers had been feen to weare 
Loud German Spurres, tall Feathers, and long Haire. 
Such wilde inverfions, both of Men, and Lawes, 
Amaz ad my Faith , untill | knew, the caufe 


Was your return to health; which did deftroy 
All griete in greater Minds, and {well their joy: 
Which made me gladly vow to dedicate 

Each Year, a folemn facrifice to Fate 5 

Such as fhould pleafe old E/culapins too, 

More than diflected Cocks were wont to doe, 

(If there be Prophecie in Wine ) and then 

You fhall be known to Altars, as to Men 


a 


Written, when Collonel Goring was believ'd to be [lain 


at the Siege of Breda, 


His Death lamented by Endimion y Arigo. 
The SCENE the Sea. 


LOND PM LON: 


eg le Pilot! change your Courfe! for know, we are 
a Not guided by the Sea-mans ufuall Starre: 
# i) Storme-frighted-Foole! dull, wat’ry Officer > 
Doft thou our Voyage by the Compafs fteere> 

Tn all the Circle of thy Card, no Winde 
Tame or unruly, thou wilt ever finde 
Can bring us where the meaneft on the Coaft 
Immortal] is, and a renowned Ghoft. 

Agi @inGaO) 
Let the affembled Winds in their next Warre, 
Blow out the light of thy old guiding Starre 5 
Whillt on uncertaine VVaves, thy Bark is toft, 
Untill thy Card is rent, thy Rudder loft. 
Nor Star, nor Card, though with choice VVinde you fill 
Your Sailes ({ubdu’d by Navigators skill ; ) 
Can teach the rule thy Helme, ’till ’twaft us o’re 
Pacifique Seas, to the Flifran Shore. 

JES INE DY TE SUE VEO) IE 

Who on that flow’ry Land, fhall fearch his way, 
No mortall Pilots Compafs mult obay 5 
Nor truft Coluwbys art, although he can 
Boatt longer toyles, than he, or Afagilan: 
Though in Sea-perills, he could talke them dumbe, 
And prove them lazy Criples; bred at home, 
By’s travailes, he could make the Sun appeare, 
A young, and unexperienc’d Travailer, 

wi jee dt TE (0). 
If thou wilt {teere our courfe, thou mutt rely 
On fome majetticx , Epik-Hiftory 5 
(The Poet’s Compats) fuch as the blind Prieft 
To fury writ, when lke an Exorcitt, 
His Numbers charm’d the Grecian Hoaft ; whofe Pen, 
The Scepter was, which rul'd the Soules of Men, 


Survey 


24.8 


Survey his myftick Card learn to what Coatft, 
He did tranfport . each brave unbody'd Ghoft, 
New fhifted from his flefh; that valiant Crew, 
Which fierce Achilles, and bold Hector flew > 
ENDIMION. 
Enguire, where thefe are now? beneath what Shade, 
In dear-bought reft, their weary Limbs are laid, 
That trod on rugged wayes ¢ for Honor ftill 
Leaves the {mootb Plaine, t’afcend the rough, fteep Hill. 
There feek, the Macedonian Youth 5 who knew 
No work fo full of eafe, as to fubdue : 
Wto fcarce believ'd his Conquefts worthy fame, 
Since others thought, his fortune overcame. 
ARRIGO, 
Neer him, th’ Epir of Warriour doth lie5 
Lookes, as he fcorn’d his immortalitie , 
Becaufe of too much reft; feems ftill at ftrife 
With Fate, for lofs of troubles, not of life : 
Griev’d that to dye, he made fuch certain halt, 
Since being dead, the noble Danger’s paft. 
ENDIMION. 
Neer thefe go feek (with Mirtle over-grown) 
The Carthaginian ViGor’s fhady Throne 3 
Who there with fullen thoughts, much troubled lies 
And chides the over-careful Deftinies ? 
That thefe Ambitious Neighbours thither fent 
So long before his birth; thus to prevent 
Difhonour at their deaths ; O fond furmife, 
Of one, who when but mortal was fo wife! 
As if betimes, they haitned to a Tombe, 
Left he b’ing borne, they had been overcome. 
ARIGO. 
Neer him the wondrous Roman doth appear , 
Majeftick, as if made Dictator there 5 
Where now the Philofophick Lord, would heale 
The wound he gave him for the publick Weale: 
Which he more ftrives to hide; as fham’d his Eye 
Should find , that any wound could make him die. 
ENDIMION. 
If thou by the wife Poets Card or ftarre, 
Canft bring us where thefe faded Heroes are3 
Shift all thy Sayles , to husband ev’ry Winde 3 
‘Till by a fhort {wift paflage we may find, 
Where Sidney's ever-blooming-Throne is fpread 5 
For now, fince one renown’d as he is dead 3 
(Goring, the {tilllamented, and belov’d! ) 
He hath enlarg’d his Bow’r , and far remnowd 
His lefs Heroick Neighbours, that gave place 
To him; the laft of that foon number’d Race, 
ARRIGO. 
Whom he muft needs delight ta celebrate, 
Becaufe himfelf, 1n manners and in Fate, 
Was his undoubted Type, Gerivg , whofe name 
Though early up, will ftay the laft with Fame ; 
ENDF- 


ENDIMION. 
Though siducy was his T ype fulfill’d above 
What he foretaught, of Valor, Bounty, Love: 
Who dy’d like him, even there, where he miftook 
Betray’d by pitty then, to their defence, 
Whofe poverty was all their innocence: 
And fure, if to their he pa Third could come, 
Beguild by Honour, to fuch Martyrdome; 
Sufficient like thefe Two in braine, as blood ; 
The world in time would think, their caufe is good. 
ARRIGO. 
Thus he forfook his glories being young: 
The Warriour is unlucky, who lives long 5 
And brings his courage in fufpect; for he 
That aimes at honour, ith’ fupreme degree, 
Permits his Valor tobe over bold, 
Which then ne’re keeps him fafe, ’till he be old, 
EN DIMION. 
His Bounty like his Valor, unconfin’d; 
As if notbornto Treafure, but aflign’d 
The rents of lucky War; each Day to be 
Allow’d, the profits of a Victory ! 
Not of poor Farmes , but of the World the Lord! 
Heir , to inteftate Nations by his {word, 
ARKIGO. 
In Valor thus, and Bounty, rais’d above 
The vulgar height, fo in defignes of love 5 
For onely gentle love could him fubdue 5 
A noble crime , which fhew’d his Valor true: 
It is the Souldier’s teft; for juft fo far 
He yeilds to Love, he overcomes in War. 
ENDIMION, 
But why 4rigo, do we ftrive to raife 
The Story of our lofs, with helplefs praife ? 
Why to this Pilot mourne , whofe Eares can reach 
Nothing lefs loud , than Winds or Waters breach! 
Or think that he can guide us to a Coaft, 
Where we may find, what all the World hath Joft? 
ARKIGO, 

About then! Helme a Lee! Exdimion! fee 3 
Loofe Wreaths (not of the Bay, but Cyprefs tree) 
Our Poet wears, and on the Shore doth mourn, 
Fearing, t Elizinm bound, we can’t return, 

Steer back ! his Verfe may make thofe Sorrows laft 
Which here, we ‘mongft unhallow’d Sea-men watte, 
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Lo the Lord Cary of {_epington , upon bis Tranfla- 


tion of Malvezzi. 


To ruin’d Babel, and return’d to Night: 
So {trong,that Time,( whofe courfe no pow’r could flack) 
IT have enfore’d fome Forty ages back : 
Tome , that great diforder and decay, 
Was both begun, and confummate to Day : 
My {clf, fome {trong Chaldean Mafon there, 
Still fore with maflie Stones they made me bear: 
Juft now (methinks) Ime ftruck for fome command 
Miftook, in words I could not underftand. 
So Jafting are great griefs, we ftill retaine 
Remembrance of them, though we loofe the paine: 
And that Confafion did a grief comprife, 
Greateft, in that it moft concern’d the Wife : 
For thefe (who beft deferve the care of Fate) 
The firft great Curfe much lefs did penetrate , 
Which makes us labor for cur food fo long, 
Than that which mix’d, or cancell’d ev'ry tongue : 
"Caufe now we toyle, and fweat for knowledge mere , 
Than for the Body’s nourifhment before. 
Knowledges ere it did practice to controle, 
No Weapon was, but Diet of the Soule; 
Which as her nourifhments fhe might enjoy , 
Not like controverts, others to deftroy : 
And this her Food (like Milk) did ncurifh beft, 
*Caufe it was fafe, and eafie to digeft : 
Which Milk, that Curfe on Languages turn’d fowre, 
For men {carce tafte what they could once devoure: 
Since now, we are preparing to be dead, 
Ere we can half interpret what we read. 
Yet he, that for our bodies took fuch care. 
That to each Wound, there feveral Med’cins are 3 
In nobler pitty, farely hath affignd 
A cure, for evry mifchicf of the Mind : 
So this revenge (perhaps) was but to try 
Our patience firft, and then our induftry , 
Since he ordained, that beautious Truth fhould {till 
Be overcaft, and hid from humane skill; 
Sure he affects that War, which Schoolmen wage; 
When to know truth, doth make their knowledge rage 5 
So Truth, is much more precious than our peace 5 
Though fome fond Politicks, efteem her lefs : 
Lazy obedience, is to them devout 5 
And thofe rebellious that difpute or doubt : 
But you (my Lord) muft valiantly defpife 
‘their threats, that would keep knowledg in difguife 


S° {wift is thoughts this Morn’I took my flight, 
b 


And 
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And toy] with Languages to make her clear ; ; 
Which is to abe juft Interpreter. 
And this felected peece, which you tranflate 
Foretels, your ftudies may communicate : 
From darker Dialeéts of ‘a ftrange Land, 
Wifdom, that here th’ unlearn’d {hall underftand , 

What noble wonders may in time appear, 
VVhen all that’s Forreign, grows domettick here? 
VVhen all the fcatter'd world you reconcile ‘ 
Unto the Speech, and Idiom of this Ile: 
How like a gen’ral Seepter rules that Pen . 
VVhich Mankind makes, one kind of Country-men¢ 


eh re 


YoHenry Jarmin. 


Ais wicked am I now? no Man can grow 


More wicked , till he fwares I am not {o: 
Since VVealth, which doth authorife men to err , 
Since Hope, (that is the lawfull't Plattcrer) 
VVere never mine one hour; yet am F Iéth’ 
To have lefs pride , then men pofle(s'd of both: 
-Fuller of glory, than old Viéors be., 
That thank themfelves , not Heav'n for Vigorie: 
Prouder than Kings firft Miftrefles , who think 
Their Eies, gazing on Stars; would make Stars winke, 
That hope, they rule not by Imperial place, 
But by fome beautious Charter in the Face. 
Yet this my pride and glory, I think loft 
Unlefs declar'd , and heightned with a boat, 
Am I not bravely wicked then! and ftill 
Shall worfe appear , in Nature as in will 
VVhen with my Malice (the grave VVit of Sin) 
T excufe my felf, I draw the whole VVerld in; 
Prove all in pride, in trival glory fhare ; 
Though not fo harmelefs in’t 5 as Poets are. 
VVhen Battails joyne alas! what is’t doth move 
CGainft all Celeftial harmony of Love ) 
The Gallant VVarriour to affault this Foe > 
VVhofe Vices, and whofe Face, he ne’re did know: 
VVhy would he kill? or why, for Princes fight ? 
They quarrel-more for glory, than for right ; 
The pride then he defends, he’ld punith too, 
As if more Juft in him, than in the Foe. 
Th’ Ambitious States-man not himfelf admires 
For what he hath, but what his pride defires 5 
Doth inwardly confefs, he covets fway, 
Becaufe he is too haughty to obay: 
VVho yeild to him, do not their reafon pleafe, 
But hope, their patience may procure them eafe. 
How proudly glorious doth he then appear, 
VVhom ev’n the Proud, envy, the humble, fear, . 
VE 
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The Studious (that in Books fo long have fought) 
VVhat our wife Fathers did, or what they thought ) 
Admit not reafon to be natural , 

But fore’d, harfh, and uneafie unto all: : 

VVell may be it fo, when from our Soul’s Eyes, 
VVith dark Schoole-Clouds , they ‘keep it in difguife : 
They feem to know, what they are loth t’ impart; 
Reafon (our Nature once) is now their Art: 

They by Sophiftick , ufelefs-fcience, trie 

T ingage us fill , to their falfe induftry 5 

T unite that knot, which they themfelves have ty'd, 
And _ had been loofe to all, but for their pride; 
Their pride; who rule as chief on earth, becaufe 
They only can expound, their own hard laws, 

Since thus, all that direct what others do, 

Are proud; why fhould not Poets be fo too ? 
Although not good, tis profperous at leaft 

To imitate the greateft, not the beft, 

Know then I muft be proud! but when I tell 
The caufe that makes my nourifh’d glory {well , 
I fhall like (lucky Penfils) have the fate 

T’ exceed the Patterns which I imitate, 

This not implies, to be more proud than they . 
But bravely to be proud, a better way: 

And thus (Arigo) I may fafely climbe , 

Rays’d with the beaft, not loaden with the crime: 
Thofe with their glorious vices taken be, 

But I (moft right’oufly.) am proud of thee. 


To Tho. Carew, 


I. 


Pon my confcience whenfoe're thou dy ft 
(Though inthe black,the mourning time of Lent) 
There will be feen, in Kings-{treet (where thou ly’ft) 
More triumphs, than in days of Parliament. 


ig 


2 
How glad, and gaudy then will Lovers be ? 
For ev'ry Lover that can Verfes read , 
Hath been fo injur’d by thy Mufe and thee, 
Ten Thoufand, Thoufand times, he wifh’d thee dead, 


oy 
Not but thy Verfes are as {mooth and high, 
As Glory, Love, or Wine, from wit can raife 5 
But now the Devil take fuch Deftinie! 
What fhould commend them, turnes to their difpraife, 


4. 
Thy Wit’s chief Vertue, is become its vice 5 
For evry Beauty thou haft rais’d fo high, 
That now courfe-Faces carry fuch a price, 


As muft undoe a Lover that fhould buy, 
Scarce 
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5. 
Scarce any of the Sex, admits commerce ; 
It thames me much to urge this in a Friend ; 
But morethat they fhould fo miftake thy Verfe, 
Which meant to conquer, whom it did commend. 


To Dottor Duppa De anof ChriftChurch, and Tu- 
tor to the Prince. An acknowledgment jor bis Col- 
lection, 1n Honour of Ben. Johnton’s Memory. 


H:: fhall I fleep to night, that am to pay, 


By a bold vow, a mighty Debt ere Day? 
Which all the Poets of this Ifland owe- 
Like Paines neglected, it will greater grow. 

How vainly from my fingle {tock of Wit, 

CAs {maJl, as is my Art, to Husband it) 

I have adventur’'d what they durft not do, 

With ftrong confed’rate Art, and Nature too. 

This Debt hereditary is, and more 

Than can be pay’d for fuch an Anceftor ; 

Who living, all the Mufes Treafure fpent, 

As if they him, their Heir, not Steward meant; 

Forrefts of Mirtle , he disforrefted, 

That near to Helicon their thades did fpread ; 

Like Modern Lords, w’ are fo of Rent bereft; 

Poets, and they have nought but Titles left - 

He waftted all in wreaths, for’s conqu’ring Wit; 

Which was fo ftrong , as nought could conquer it , 

But’s Judgement’s force, and that more rul’d the fenfe 

Of what hewrit, than’s Fancy’s vaft expence, 

Of that he ftill was lavifhly profufe 5 

For joyn the remnant-wealth of ev'ry Atufe, 

And twill not pay the Debt we owe to thee, 

For honors done unto his Memory: 

Thus then; he brought th’ Eftate into decay, 

With which, this Debt, we as his Heirs fhould pay. 

As fullen Heirs , when waftful Fathers die, 

Their old Debts leave for their pofterity 

To clear; and the remaining Akers ftrive 

T’ injoy, to keep them pleafant whilft alive 5 

So I (alas!) were to my felf unkind, 

If from that little wit, he left behind , 

I fimply fhould fo great a debt defray; 

Ile keep it to maintaine me, not to pay. 

Yet, for my foul’s laft quiet when I die, 

I will commend it to pofterity: 

Although ’tis fear'd (’caufe they are left fo poor) 

They'll but acknowledge, what they fhould reftore : 

However, fince I now may erne my Bayes 5 


VVithout the taint of flattery in praife 5 . 
Since 


Tle let them know , to whom this Debt is due: 
Due unto you, whofe Jearning can direct 

Why Faith muft truft, what reafon would fufped - 

Teach Faith to rule, but with fuch temp’rate Jaw, 

As Reafon not deftro.s, yet keeps’t in awe : 

Wile you; the living-Volume, which containes 

Ajl that induftrious Art, from Nature gaines; 

The ufeful , open-Book, to all unty’d; 

That knows more, than half-Knowers feem to hide 

And with an eafie cheerfulnefs reveal, 

What they, through want, not fullennefs conceal. 

That to great faithlefs-Wits, can truth difpence 

‘Till’c turne, their witty fcorne, to reverence : 

Make them confefs their greateft error {prings, 

From curious gazing on the leaft of things; 

With reading Smaller prints, they {poil their fight 

Darken themfelves, then rave, for want of light : 

Shew them, how full they are of fubtil fin, 

When Faith’s great Cable, they would nicely fpin 

To Reafon’s {lender Threads; (then falfly bold) 

When they have weakned it, cry, twi!l not hold! 
To him, that fo victorious ftill doth grow , 

In knowledge, and tinforce others to know; 

Humble in’s ftrength; not cunning to beguile, 

Wor {trong, to overcome, but reconcile: 

To Arts milde Conqueror ; that is, to you, 

Our fadly mention’d Debt , is juftly due - 

And now Pofterity is taught to know, 

Why, and to whom, this Mighty Summe they owe, 

I fafely may go fleep3 for they will pay 

Jt all at times, although I break my Day. 


To 
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To his Excellency the Lord General Monck. 


Ur fiery. Sects feorn’d your triumphant night , 
When only Bonfires ient the City light. 
* More proudly they like Nero did defigne , 

> ee The City’s flame fhould make the Country thine: 

And ali thofe Bells which rung in your applaufe, : 

They would have melted to maintain the Caufe. 

Alas! How little you in Aion feem, 

When by their great intent we meafure them* 

You the Fanatick party would correct; 

They rifle all rich Chriftians as a Se&. 

To Bonfires, you their rouling Pulpits turn; 

But they , inftead of Tubs, would Churches burn 
How weak are you, who to advance your caufe ¢ 

Call in the firm fupport of Church and Lawes ? 

Their Independant f{trength boldly upbraides 

The old difcretion‘of fuch formal Aides, 

You court the City, and the Nation too, 

They bravely meant to ravifh whom you wso. 

Their daring Chiefs, a War did undertake, 

Follow’d by thofe , who {till their Chiefs forfake, 

By fuch as only would confult and fway , 

But you chofe thofe who fight and can obey. 

By their advantages you gain’d the field, 

And what they judg’d your weaknefs made them yield. 
As in deftructive War , fo you no lefs, 

Tranfcend them in the growing Arts of Peace. 

You can converfe, and in a dialeét, 

Where no ftrange drefs makes us the truth fufpec; 

Where plainefs graceful is, and free from blame, 

As truths fair Nakednefs is free from fhame. 

They write the {tyle of Spirits, you of Men; 

Yet are their Swords lefs powerful then your Pen, 
Aufpicious Leader! None fliall equal thee, 

Who mak’ft our Nation and our Language free. 

The firft they fetter , not with publick Lawes, 

But with their Wills, peculiar as their Caufe. 

Our Language with fuch Scripture-phrafe reftrain, 

As makes the borrow’d holinefs prophane. 

And fuch ftrange crimes attempt that whilft they lack 

All precedents for Plea, they wreft and rack 

The good oijd Prophets, till they falfly draw , 

From ill trantlated Hebrew Englifh Law. 
How foon, how boldly, and how fafely too, 

Have you difpatch’t what not an age could do? 

Yet greater work enfues, fuch as will try 

How far three Realms may on your ftrength rely. 

Nor can our Hove need Anchors where we find 

A fudden Courage and delib’rate mind. 


In 


256 


In doubtful Battails we may trult your Sword, 
And in fufpe&ted Faétions take your word. 


POEM upon His Sacred Majeftie’s moft happy 


Returnto His Dominions. 


Y Hen from your Towns all haftned to the fhore, 
What flame could urge your peoples blwfbes more, 
Than to behold their Royal Martyr's Son 
Appeas'd, even with their grzef for what was done ? 

So great your Afercy is, that you will grieve, 

If your wife Senate cannot all forgive. 

Nor can the Spies of Malice e’re difcern, 

That you from Intereft did this Vertue learn, 

Great Fulius in difguife, might @& that part: 

But Nature has in you out-done his Art. 

Your perfec Father to fuch height did come 

Cf God-like pitty , near his Afartyrdom, 

That he his SubjeG-Fudges did forgive, 

And left it as their punifhment to Jive. 

Pitty not onely flowes from him to you, 

But doubly, from your A/other’s Mercy too: 

The limits of it none could ever know, 

No tothe bounds of her compaffion go 5 

WV bofe Father in forgivenefs did tranfcend 

The infolence of all that durft offend ; 

When his Reaorfe feem’d Jed by their Defpair, 

Beyond the fight of Hope , or voice of Prayer, 

No more fhaii your bold subjeds ftrive to Reign ; 

And fatal Honour on each other gain. 

Their courage, which miftook the way to Fame, 

(And may find pitty where it meets with /hame) 

Shall, by your valor guided, far out-fhine 

Our Glory got in France and Paleftine. 

No more fhall facred Priefis fall from their own 

Supported Pow'r, by fhrinking from the Throne: 

Nor in divided shapes that Garment .tear , 

Which their Great Chief did whole and feemlefs wear, 

No more fhall any Avtient of our Law, 

From old Records {uch Modern Meaning draw, 

As made even Lawyers lawlefs, and enquire, 

How juftly Kings to armed Pow'r a(pire > 

The Civil Robe did Swords Power fulpect, 

Though onely Armed Pow’r can Law protect; 

And refcue Wealth from Crowds , when Poverty 

Treads down thofe Laws on which the Rich rely, 

Yet Law, where Kings are arm’d, refcues the Crowd 

Even from themfelves, when Plenty makes them proud. 

No more fhall any of the Noble Blood 

Too faintly fem the People’s rifling Flood. 


But 
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But when the Wind, Opinion does grow loud, 
Moving like waves, the Many-headed Crowd 3 
Then thofe great ships fhall faft at Anchor ride, 
And not be hurri’d backward with the Tyde. 
The Throne’s the Port to which their Cour/é fhall bear 
As well at diftance too as failing near: : 
Or, Anch’ring, fhall for change cf weather ftay , 
And never lofe when they can gain no way. 
No more fha!l publick wealth on Spies be fpent 
To hunt the Loyal and the Innocent : ; 
Nor Jaylors in contrated Prifons be 
The Keepers of the Peopl’s Libertie : 
Nor Chéefs in Civil Caufes toy], and do 
The task of Judges, and of Jurors too 
In whofe High-Courts their Wills for Laws were knowa. 
And all the C7vil Pow’r was AZartial grown. 
How ufeful muft the Regal Office be. 
Where both thofe Pow’rs for publick good agree ? 
Where Fujiice in a Ballance weighs the Caufe, 
And wears a Sword but to enforce the Laws. 
When (Mighty Monarch) your Three Nations count 
To what their gain, by gaining you, will mount; 
They juftly reckon, that the leaft you bring 
Of Greatnefs is, that Blood which makes you King : 
And cafting up what Satisfaction they, 
In full return of all your Vertues, pay, 
The Produé fhews, you bring in value more, 
Than thofe Three Realms, which they do but reftore, 
You bring fuch Clemency , as fhews you have 
More Pardons, than your God-like-Father gave, 
Which fhews a Greatnefs that does moft incline 
To what is greateft in the Pow’r Divine. 
Tis that to which all Human kind does bow, 
And tend’reft fenfe of obligation owe. 
For wretched Man (by evry paflion led, 
Born finful, and to many errors bred) 
Has ufe of Mercy ftill, and does efteem 
Creation a \efs work than to Redeem. 
You bring a Judgement deeper than the Sea : 
And as in deepeft Seas we fafeft be, 
So in your Fudgement’s depths we may endure 
All Empire’s fuddain {torms, and fleep fecure. 
And as in deaper Seas we never found, 
Or feek that Depth which never can be found, 
(Unlefs as Pilots, who for trial, near 
The Ocean’s Borders, calt a Plummet there 5 
But ceafe to found when they no bott»m find) 
So, whilft I try to meafure your deep Mind, 
I ftop even at the Verges of your Court, 
Knowing my Plummet light , and Line too fhort, 
You bring, with depth of Judgment, all the height 
And fire of Thought, that can give wings to Weight. 
A Mind fo fwift, that in a moment’s {pace 


Not only flies o’re the Dinrnal Race, 
But 
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But does colleé all objeds of the Sun, 


And marks, what through the Globe the Great have done. 
You no endowment can like this poffefs, 
Which will preferve what Valor can increafe, 
For Pow’r requires an univerfal Eye: 
Tt fhould like yours, fee all and fuddainly, 
If thus it watch not ever for the State , 
It either fees too little, or too late, 
You bring fuch Valour as dares farther tread , 
Then Love dares follow; or Ambition lead. 
Valour , fo watchful as may fafely keep 
A Camp untrencht, and fuffer Scouts to fleep : 
Fit to furprife Surprizers early Spys , 
It danger loves , as good for exercifé, 
The honor you near Severn’s Banks obtain’d , 
Did make the victors lofe by what they gain’d ; 
When you reclaim’d their malice, who with thame 
Bluth’t that they kept your Realms , yet gave you fame. 
You bring fuch charming vertues as move more 
Then all the fecret giftsof bounteous Pow’r: 
Your kind approaches to invite accefs; 
Your patient Eare to troublefome Diftre(s. 
Your nat’ral greatnefs , never artful made 5 
Nor fo retir’'d as if you fought a fhade. 
And by referu’duefs would mifterious feem: 
As formal men retire to get efteen. 
But you would fo be wifible and free , 
As Truth and Valor {till would publick be. 
Thofe hate obfcurenefs and would ftill be fhown, 
They grow more lov'd as they become more known. 
You bring Religion, which before like Fame, 
Was nothing but a Trumpet and a Name. 
Here moft feem’d holy but in Atafquerade 5 
Moft wizards wore, and in difguife were clad, 
Abroad, your firme Religion gain’d renown 
Through all the trials of Comparifon. 
Tt will, at home, unmask diffembling Art 5 
And what was wholy Face fhall grow all Heart, 
Thus fhewing what you are, how quickly we 
Infer what all your Subje%s foon will be! 
For from the Mozarchs vertue Sabjects take , 
Th’ ingredient which does publick-vertue make, 
At his bright beam they all their Tapers light, 
And by his Dial fet their motion rights 
Your Clewzency has taught us to believe 
It wife, as well as vertuous, to forgive. 
And now the moft offended hall proceed 
In great forgiving till no Laws we need - 
For Laws flow progreffes would quickly end, 
Could we forgive as faft as men offend. 
Revenge of patt offences is the caufe 
Why peaceful minds confented to have Laws. 
Yet Plaintiffs and Defendants much miftake 
Their cure, and their difeafes lafting make 5 
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For to be reconcil’d | 


» and to comply , 
Would prove their cheap and fhorteft remedy. 
The length and charge of Laws vex all that fue $ 
Laws punifh many , reconcile but few. 
Intire forgivenefs, thus deriv’d from you, 
Does Clients reconcile and Faéions too. 
No Faétion fhall hereafter own a name 5 
But their diftinéions vanith with their fhame, 

Your careful judgment teaches us to prize 

Affliction, and to grow, by troubles, wife. 

To clear the fullen count’nance of Diftrefs ; 

And not with hafte precipitate redrefs, 

Your judgments patience has ev’n vertue taught 
That her reward fhould be with patience fought. 
Tis elfe requir’d too boldly and too foon; 

As if fhe boafted that her work was done. 

We fhall not boaft of conftant Loyalty, 

Whofe Light goes out, when held by us too high, 
Tt is a vertue, but ‘tis duty too; 

And our reward is had in having you, 

Your minds fwift motion (which hath often brought 
Actions, even farther paft, to inftant thought 5 
Which in a moment does all compafs run ; 

And then contra& all objects into one : 

And judge all Empires as the Sun might do, 

If he had life and reafon too like you. ) 

Has taught our feeble Thoughts to mend their paces 
And follow though they lofe you in the Race. 
And now your Nations fhall with early Eyes, 
Watch the firft Clouds e’re ftorms of Rebels rife, 
Though Orators (the Peoples Witches) may 
Raife higher Tempefts then their skill can lay; 
Making a civil and f{taid Senate rude, 

And ftoplefs as a running multitude : 

Yet can they not to full rebellion grow 3 

Not knowing how much now the People know 5 
Who from your influence have’ attain’d the wit 
Not to proceed from grudgings to a Fit. 

Your Valour has our rafher courage taaght 

To do, not what we dare, but what we ought; 
Not to pretend renown from high offence ; 

Nor braver boldnefs turn to impudence >? 

Nor claim a rzght where we by force enjoy; 

Nor boaft our firength from what we can deftroy. 

Your other Vertues bear inftrudive fway : 
Their fair examples we like Laws obey 5 
Which through your Realms fuch Harmony difperfe, 
As if Love ruld, and Laws were writ in Ver/é. 
Whilft our Czvzlities grow fo refin’d 
That now they more then former Statutes bind, 
The high in pow’r, make their approaches low , 
To meet and /:ft the humble when they bow. 

Such Exglifh-flifenefs freely they forfake , 
As tnade wife Strangers wonder and go back, - 
our 
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Your firm Religion thall our firmnefs breed, 
And turn into a Rock our fhaken Reed, 
A Rock, which like a rowling wave before 
Flow’d with the Flood , and ebb’d with ebb’s of Pow’r, 
And that refpe which your indulgent Eye, 
Pays as your bleffed Fathers Legacy. 
To facred Priefis, with chearful bowzty’s too, 
Does teach what we with rev’rence ought to do, 
And well may Priefts (who are Heav’ns Liegers) be 
Nobly defray’d in ev'ry Embafte +. 
They treat not for the profit of that King, 
From whofe bright Palace they Credentials bring, 
But for the Peoples benefit to whom 
They are in pitty {ent and charg’d to come, 
To thefe we fhall with rev’rence Offrings make 5 
Which they may juftly and with honour take. 
‘Tis done with fome refpeé# when Princes give 
Gifts to Ambaffadours , and they receive 
Thofe gifts with confidence, as if they knew, 
Though they are gifts, yet Cuj?om makes them due. 

Too boldly, (awful Avonarch) am I gone, 


Through all your Guards, to gaze about your Throne. 


Yet ‘tis the ufe of Greatnefs to excufe, 
The daring progrefs of the facred Mufe : 
She taught the Lover, love, and Warriour, wars 
And isthe Guide, when Honour would go far, 
The Studious follow, till they lofe their fight , 
When to the upper Heav’z fhe makes her flight. 
She mounts above what they pretend to kyom, 
And leaves their foaring Thoughts in depths below. 
Why nam’d I Heav’x, where all meet all reliefs , 
Where beft of joys fucceed the worft of Griefs5 
Yet naming it, muft Clouds of forrow wear, 
For thae dire caufe which brought your Father there? 
Kings muft to Heav’n through fhades of forrow pafs, 
And taking leave of Nature, Death imbrace. 
But he, with more then a devout intent, 
To people foon that Heav’n to which he went. 
Did, dying, leave three Nations (when they count 
To what his vallew, and their /ofs will mount. 
What he did fuffer, and what they did do) 
Sorrow enough to bring them thither too. 
Much was he favour’d by the Pow’r Divine, 
Which to encourage Vertue with fome figne, 
Or likely tafte of future happinefs , 
Did Jet him many bleflings here poffefs. 
Your Royal Afother , in his life, fulfill'd 
All griets that Afourning Widowhood could yield 5 
And has continu’d, fince he reign’d above , 
Her care ore all the Pledges of thezr love, 
You, in your Manhoods bloome, expreft an aw, 
Not of his Kegal but of Natures Law: 
Obeying him in all, by no defigne, 
Or force, but fo as Nature did incline, 


And 


And with your growth your kind obedience grew 3 i 

Which love, not precept (hew’d you was his due. 

You rev’rene’d him in deep afflictions more, 

Then on thofe heights where he did thine before. 

This vertuons Joftnefs made your people melt 5 
ho in your triumph all that kindnefs fele 

Which to their sa/vt your duty had exprett, 

And drew from ev'ry Eye, and evry Breatt, 

Such tears and fighs, as ina happy time, 

Pay’d back your forrows, and excusd their crime. 
And your heroick Brothers (early grown 

Fame’s Favorites, and Rivals in renown) 

Did in their Dawxe fuch beams of comfort give 

As they had almoft made him with to liye. 

That he might fee the Glory of their Noon: 

But ah! Lifes glafs he fhook to make it run. 

The mighty Martyr gaz'd on Heav’ns reward : 

Then ftruggling Nature found him ftrait too hard 

For all her force, Religion watcht the ftrife ; 

And Honour call’d him back from proffer'd Life. 
T’will not fuffice (heft King) that we have fhown 

Your Pure , with Two worthy’s next your Throne: 

But we would now of all the Copy’s boaft 

From fuch a great Orig’zal as is loft. 

Two, of the gentler sex, remain to grace 

The matchlefs number of his Royal Race. 

dhe Firft, with prattis'd patience, even when young, 

Whilft various winds made ftorms of Empire long) 

Has liv’d the great example, and the good, 

OF graceful and of prudent Widow-hood. 

The other has fit vertue to difpence , 

Even to a Cloyfter’d Virgin, innocence 5 

And fuch diferetion as might Faéfions guide 5 

And fo much beauty as She much might hide , 

Yet lend that Court, where Lilly’s wildly grow , 

More then their glorious Nuptials now can fhow, 
Tell me, (O Fame!) what triumph thou would ft found? 

In all thy boafted Flights thou {carce hat{t found 

One Theam like mine. Afcend! and ftrait difperfe 

(As far as ever Thou wert led by Verfe , 

Or Light ere flew) my Sov’raign’s full renown: 

Then reft thy wigs, and lay thy Trumpet down. 


POEM 


POEM tothe Kings moft Sacred Majefty. 


“Hough Peets (Mighty King) fuch Priefts have bin 
As figur'd Virtue and disfigur'd Sin 5 
Did in fo fair a fhape Religion draw, 

yh As might , like Beauty, both allure aad awe? 

Did tied Rules in cheerful Songs difperfe 5 

Whilft all were Lai'ty but who dealt in Verfe: 

Yet now of Priefthood they retain no more 

Then frequent caufe Compaffion to implore : 

For if there any fhadow’d ftrokes appear , 

By which to Priefts they can refemblance bear, 

Tt onely may be faid that both agree 

In willing or unwilling Povertie, 

Though Poets with the Poor now reckon’d are , 

(Whom all expofe to God’s peculiar care) 

Yet as the PaeE by want great Gainers be, 

When Want leads them to God for Remedie 3; 

So Poets, when their Days are over-catt , 

And from their Noon, they to the Evening hafte , 

When Age, which is their longeft Winter, ftays 

T’ increafe their fhame by fhewing their decays 5 

When that long Winter grows at laft fo keen 

That even their Bays cannot continue Green, 

Yet again{t Frofty Age they may be arm’d: 

Poets by double Infl'ence have bin warm’d , 

And therefore may expect a Second Spring : 

We had our Phebus, and have now our King, 

Whofe Palace to th’ Affinied is as free 

As Temples where they God’s Domefticks be. 

How happy is 4ffizétion which may come 

Where God allows not Aferit any room ? 

Kings fit their Gifts to thofe who them receive, 

And to Afiiion fo much favor give, 

As may not well to dferit be allow’d, 

Left thofe the y would encourage thould grow proud. 

Kings, wifely jealous, watch how Merit grows, 

That they may know it ere it felf it knows. 
Aufpicious Monarch! here I lofe my -way - 

Yet as thofe Sea-men luckily did ftray, 

Who with Columbus were by Tempefts blown, 

Till they from Wand’rers were Difcov'rers grown , 

And found rich Nature’s laft Referve, a new 

Great World ; fo { by Starms am brought to you: 

By Storms of Guer, which in my barren Breaft, 

Like Winds in Defarts, with themfelves conteft. 

Yet ‘tis not abje& Grief, fuch as does mourn 

For want of We alth the Body to adorn; 

But rather Sorrow of a noble kind, 

Which does complain for maint’nance of the Minds 
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For want of that dexterity of Thought , 

Which in a moment has to Fancy brought 

All {cater’d Forms collected till the {pie 

A fingle Map of all Diverfity ; 

As at an inftant to the rifing Sun 

All Objects are compris'd and made but one. 

That heat is fpent which did maintain my Bays; 

Spent early in your God-like Father's praife ; 

Who left the World more than it ever knew 

Before fo great and good, his Fame ‘and You. 

By many Wonders you were hither brought; 
Which ftrangely too , by their concurrence wrought 
Our whole Redemption in fo hort a fpace 
As did the floath of humane aids difgrace. 

Thofe who did hold Succefs the Caft of Chance, 
And Providence the Dream of Ignorance , 

Might in thefe Miracles Defign difcern, 

And from wild Fortune's looks Religion learn, 

Yet when we fhall contemplate God, from whom 
Your Crown did through a Cloud of Terrors come ; 
When all thofe cares to which it muft fubmit, 
And ceremonious forms which wait on it 
Are fully fumm’d (Cares which to Age belong, 
And forms which tire, with tedious length, the Young) 
Then like the Law which @ofés had from Heaven, 
It feems to be impofed as well as given, 

You now are deftin’d to more watchful care 
Then Spies of Faction or the Scouts of War; 

To Care which higher and more {wiftly flows 
Than that which from defign of Conqueft grows 5 
Such as may feem to other Monarchs new 3 

Care toreform thofe whom you might fubdue, 

Conqueft of Realm’s compar’d to that of Minds, 
Shews but like mifchief of outragious Winds ; 
Making no ufe of force but to deface, 

Or tear the rooted from their native place, 
Who by diftrefs at laft are valiant made, 

And take their turn Invaders to invade. 

From Woods they march victorious back agen 
To Cities, the Wall’d-Parks of Hearded-men, 
Vidtors by conquring Realms are not fecure5 
Nor feem of any thing, but hatred fure. 

A King who conquers Minds does fo improve 
The Conquer’d that they ftill the Victor love. 

How can you reft where Pow’r 1s ftill alarm’d: 
Each Crowd a Faction , and each Faétion arm’d? 
Who fafhions of Opinion love to change , 

And think their own the beft for being ftrange - 
Their own if it were lafting they would hate 5 
Yet call it Conference when ’tis obftinate. 

When weary of a Scepter here, they flie 

To feek new ftafhions of Authority 

In foreign States, then bring Rebellion home, 


And take juft Punifhment for Martyrdom. ‘ 
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The Saints of old, not ftrugling for defence, 

Did fatisfie themfelves with innocence: 

In Deaths {tern Court did gracefully appear, 

And civil to their worft Tormentors were, 

But thefe fo fullen are, asif they thought ~ 

Saints could not Death defie unlefs they fought : 
As if their Church fhould fpring not from the feed 
Of their own blood , but that which others bleed. 
. Though Confcience is in others fecret fhame 

Of doing ill, yet they in publick claim 

Not onely freedom for the ills they do, 

But call for liberty to preach them too. 

They feek out God in cruel Camps, and boatt 
They God have found, when they have Nature loft 5 
Nature, the publick Light which is held out 

To all dim Minds who do of God-head doubt, 
She openly to all does God-head fhew ; 

Faith brings him, like a Secret but to few, 

Setts, who would God by private Opticks reach, 
Invent thofe Books by which themfelves they teach3 
And whilft with Heaven they too familiar grow, 
They to the Gods on earth difdain to bow. 

You fafe amongft thefe diffrent Sects remain, 
Where all would rule, and each a while did reign: 
And having reign’d, are apt to reckon it 
Worfe than Idolatry when they fubmit, 

And though thefe Sects in Do@rine diffrent be, 
Yet inthe ufes of it they agree, 

Which firft they for the novelty approve, 

And after for the gainful mifchief love, 

What confidence but yours durft undertake 
To give them Laws, who dare Religion make ? 
Whole private Confcience checks the publick Laws, 
Whilft many Modern sects have one old Caxfe. 

That Feaver, Zeal (the Peoples defp’rate fit) 
You cool, and without bleeding, mafter it: 
Diffembled Zeal (Ambition’s old difguife ) 

The Vizard in which Fools out-face the Wife. 

You keep with prudent arts of watchful care 
Divided Setts from a conjunctive War 3 
And when unfriendly Zeal from Zeal diflents , 
Look on it like the War of Elements 5 
And, God-like, an harmonious World create 
Out of the various difcords of your State, 

Kings fafeft are when Zealots furious grow 
Then when their malice will no paffion fhow: 
For Thrones fhould ever fear to be furpris’d5 
Not dreading Arms difplay’d but Foes difguis'd : 
Se&ts, which through zealous brav’rie not {ubmit, 
Deal plainly but when tame they counterfeit. 

When {welling Subjects are victorious grown, 
They leave, like Nile, where it has overflown, 
Monfters from fatnefs of corruption {prung, 
Which as they grow up foon {fo laft not long, 
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A monfters hafty birth makes that ill fhape 
From which, as foon as feen, men ftrive to f{cape, 
With fodain ftrangenefs it does Strangers fright; 
And they as quickly chafe it from their fight. 
So Sects, with monf{trous impudence , may {care 
A while, thofe who their boldnefs foon out-dare. 
Thefe, when by Juftice of the Laws fubdu'd , 
Call their unwilling Suffrings Fortitude, . 
Qr Confcience , though they nothing ule to bear 
But from the bafeft caufe of Confcience, fear. 
Through hideous Montters, by Religion bred , 
And by the choice of humane flaughters fed, 
You move fo boldly, that they rather feem 
To ftrive to {cape from You, than You from them. 
The truth of Refurrection is by You 
Confirm’d to all, and made apparent too 3 
Apparent in the Church, the world’s beft part 5 
For of the world’s whole Body ’tis the Heart, 
The Church You have reviv’d: for well we may 
Confefs it more than refcu’d from decay , 
Since having loft, by Martyrdom, the Head, 
The Limbs had all the figns of being dead. 
But though, when it does flourifh , Se¢ts deride 
The Churches Ornaments as Papal pride 5 
Yet why with Sects (whole Congregations are 
But Men well difciplin’d for Civil War, 
Not meek Affemblies but a fullen Crowd, 
Who out of haughty pride difdain the Proud) 
Should Calvin's froward Sect be rudely bent, 
Like Zealous Goths , againft all Orwament ? 
Why do they verbal Ornaments efteem 
In Pulpits where they garnifh out their Theme 5 
And are in dottrine to their fpir’tual Guefts 
Long as in Graces which but cool their Featts¢ 
VWVith Flow’rs of Rhet’rick they intice the Ear , 
As if they and their Audience Poets were. 
If they in curious Tropes and Figures Preach 
(VVhich were the Ethvick Ornaments of Speech) 
And to our Ears provocatives allow , 
VVhy fhould our Eyes th’ ailurements want of Show « 
All thefe You have forgiv’n; fo much forgiv’n 
That fuch an 4& ne’r pafs'd unlefs in AHeav'n, 
Their crimes are fo much banifh’d from your Mind, 
As if Tou had forgot what Ad You fign’d, 
Yet who dares fay You not remember it ? 
Since You as much of Courage, Faith, and VVit, 
Have hewn in keeping ftill that 4d in force, 
As when it firft was fign’d You fhew’d remorfe. 
Thus thorowly to pardon does comprife, 
The utmoft goodnefs that in Greatnefs lies, 
If we confider what in God does feem 
To be that Goodnefs which we molt efteem 5 
And which fhould Temples fill with his applaufes 
It is, that all his Meffages and Laws red 
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And of his works, all that to us are known 
Are fafhion’d for our int’reft not his own, 
So by example of his goodnefs, You 
An int'reft diffrent from your own purfue, 
For Such your mercy is that even your Foes 
Gain by their crimes what You by virtue lofe, 
But though this does appear the utmoft height 
That Mercy e’re did reach at her firft flight 5 
Yet yours at laft fo high a pitch may fly 
That even the Tempters of your conftancy 
(Who did the force of human reafon bring 
Againit your heav’nly ftrength of pardoning , 
And what was done did labour to undoe) 
You, as your hardeft task , will pardon too, 
To royal Faith (preferv’d inviolate 
By native honour, not defign of State) 
Confpicuous bleffings, as rewards, are due, 
Which we receive, and owe them all to You. 
For after Twenty years in rapines fpent 
(th'illegal Ads of Lawlefs Parliament ) 
In Fields we Harvefts find , in Cities Wealth, 
And after War, the Sire of Sicknefs, Health. 
If Nations by the plenty they obtain, 
When youthful Monarchs have begun their reign, 
May prophefie degrees of future Store , 
No Prince e’re brought fo much , orpromis’d mores 
To You, who ftill are eafie of accefs , 
Suitors can need no Guide but their diftrefs, 
And though Diftrefs long in complaint appears , 
That length no meafure with your patience bears. 
You can indure a tedious narrative, 
And fuffer the Afflicted to believe 
His Cafe is not as others cafes are, 
But intricate , and very fingular 3 
And that it never yet at beft appear’d 
Becaufe he never has bin fully heard; 
And it would find redrefs could it be known 
To any comprehenfion but his own, 
Some Princes that they may the rumour gain 
Of minding bus’nefs, mighty bus’nefs feign 5 
And are lockt up, to have it then fuppos’d 
They are more thoughtfull when they are inclos’d3 
But they from Concourfe privately remove 
Only to fhun what they pretend to Jove. 
Pow’r whichit felf does fo referv’dly keep , 
As if the being feen would make it cheap - 
Should ufe the proper Seafons for retreat : 
For though decrepid Age may think it meet 
To hide ftale objects from the Peoples fight 5 
Yet in a Thrones new glory all delight: 
All love young Princes in their flourifhing , 
As all, with joy, walk out to fee the Spring. 
Your Countries Genius and your own agree 
To make you rule as Soveraignof the Sea, 
Nature 
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Nature has nothing made more unconfin’d 

Than your {trong Ifland » but your mighty Mind. 

Tou love the Sea , which the unprattis’d fear 5 

Tis your own Element and proper Spheare. 

Their fear does from their thoughtlefs ign’tance grow 
Your love does from your Study’d knowledge flow, — 
So knowing Minds to God affection bear , 
Whom th’ Ignorant are only apt to fear. 

Since You are prone by Nature to difcern 

All that by Naval Art men ftrive to learn, 

Tou, with peculiar Glory, will obtain 

That Neptune’s pow’r which Poets did but feign. 

The Neighb’ring Monarch (wealthy and at cafe) 

Will build a City all of Palaces: 

A work which does the Founders wealth exprefs 

And that he weary is of that accefs: ; 
Why fhould he elfe his folid Treafure wafte 

To make the fhadow of his Mem’ry laft? 

Since by that {trength which he from Quarries brings, 
To make his Name out-wear all other things , ; 
He but provides his purpofe to prevent; __ 

His name may perifh e’re the Monument: 

For many a City built for future Fame 

Has long out-liv’d the vanifht Founders name. 

By that tall Pyramid (which does appear 
The ftrongeft Pile that Art did ever rear) 
Egyptians now themfelves like ftrangers pafs , 

And but in vaine, ask who the Artif? was > 

Ev’n of the Learz'd but few fo curious feem 

As to defire to know the name of him 

For whom ’twas built: and both their aims have loft, 
One in his Art , the other in his Cof. 

Great Montfters, Cities, over-grown with Pow’r, 
Do Neighb’ring Towns by hungry Trade devour. 
You Cities build which not deftructive be 5 
Ships grown to Fleets are Cities of the Sea. 

And Ships by Trade each other {till improve 
More fruitfully than Sexes do by love. 

Ships, which to fartheft diftances are fent, 
Are fo concern’d their number to augment, 
That they by nought but Number can dilpence 
The vital heat of Trade, Intelligence. 

By pow’r of Number they themfelves difperfe 
For a Collection, through the Univerfe, 
Of all the Freights which ev'ry Country yeilds 
From work of Cities or from growth of Fields. 
They grow to be a Squadron, then they meet 
In a free Road, and make a friendly Fleets 
Where patience , as her: hardeft trial, finds | 
How much tkey can indure who wait on Winds. 
From thence (fuppli'd at length with fev'ral Gales) 
Each to her proper Courfe does fpread her Sails. 
Sea-men , in loudeft Storms, are not difmay’d 
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For of what ufe can high confufion feem 

(When Winds and Waves ftrive which fhall be fupreme, 
And Nature does a frightful Vizard wear) 

Unlefs it be, to teach the World to fear > 

Bold Pyrats, with a Frantick courage, dare 
Maintain again{t the World continual War; 

No Traveller is from thofe Robbers free 
On Natures own High-way, the common Sea: 
But though they dare all other Tempefts meet, 
Yet ftill they fear the Thunder of your Fleet. 

What Monarch would make Levies and provide 
To exercife his Valor, or his Pride, 

Againft fome little peremptory Town, 

Whofe Bullworks and Redoubts fo high are grown, 
That it does rather feem but bafely hid 

By Rebels fears than proudly Fortifid ? 

VVhen he a Town has fo by Sluces drown’d, 

That ’tis by nought but tops of Steeples found, 

He may march home, and poor with triumph, boatft 
That what he gain’d he cheaper might have loft: 
VVhilft other Kings, in taking Towns, difpleafe 
Their Subjects, You, for yours, take all the Seas. 

You to divert your cares (thofe ill-bred Guefts 
VVhich moft unruly grow in Princes Breafts 
VVhere they are oft’neft lodg’d) can lend your Eye 
To Ornament, your Ear to Harmony : 

So Nature, when fhe Fruit defigns, thinks fit 
VVith Beautious Blofloms to proceed to it: 
And whilft fhe does accomplifh all the Spring, 
Birds to her fecret operations fing. 

Kings, to the ftretch of thought for ever bent , 
Have chang’d his Image whom they reprefent : 
VVho in Creation wrought not hard nor long : 
His work is ftill as eafie as ’tis ftrong: 

As all was by his fodain Fiat wrought , 
So ’tis preferv'd without his pains or thought, 

From cruel bondage You the Mufes free, 

And yet reftrain the Poet’s liberty 5 

But fo reftrain him that he now does find 

Tis but the evil Spirit which you bind. 

The Mufe isnow, by her converfion , taught 
Gladly to lofe that freedom which fhe fought : 
How wild her flights have been untill reftrain’d 5 
And, by your power, how greatly has the gain’d? 
By bad Ideas fhe did Heroe’s paint 5 

But now , You of a Mufe have form’d a Saint. 

Men knew not what they took or Monarchs gave, 
VVhen they did Jiberty of subjects crave: 

Even Poets would , like other Subjects, be 
Licentious Writers had they liberties 

And ftudy all the madnefs of freewill , 
VVhich is, old Englifh Freedom to do ill. 

The Theatre (the Poets Magick-Glafs 
In which the Dead in vifion by us pafs 5 
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Where what the Great have done we do again, 
But with lefs lofs of time and with le(s pain) 
Is in the scene fo various now become, 
That the Dramatick Plots of Greece, and Rome, 
Compar’d to ours, do from their height decline, 
And fhrink in all the compafs of defign. 
Where Poets did large Palaces intend, 
The fpacious purpofe narrowly did end 
In Houfes, where great Monarchs had no more 
Removes than Two low Rooms upon a Floor: 
Whole thorom lights were fo tran{parent made, 
That Expectation (which fhould be delai’d 
And kept a while from being fatisfi'd ) 
Saw, ona fudden, all that 4rt fhould hide; 
Whilft at the plain contrivance all did grieve 5 
For it was there no trefpafs to deceive. 
If we the antient Drama have refin’d, 
Yet no intrigues, like Lab’rinths, are defign’d, 
In Counterturns fo fubtle as but few, 
VVhen entred, can get forth without a Clue: 
VVhere Expectation may intangled he, 
But not fo long, as never to get free: 
VVhere Love throughout the Charad er doe laft; 
And fuch unblemifh’d love as all the chafte 
May ftill endure with publick confidence, 
And not at wanquifh’d Beauty cake offence ; 
VVhere Valour we fo probable exprefs, 
That we fhould wrong the Great tomake it lefs, 
If to reform the publick Mirrour (where 
The Dead, to teach their living Race, appear) 
May tothe People ufeful prove, even this 
(VVhich but the object of your leifure is 
To refpite Care, and which fucceflivelie 
Three of our laft wife Monarchs with’d to fee, 
And in a Century could not be wrought) 
You, in Three years, have to perfection brought, 
If ‘tis to height of Art and Virtue grown, 
The form and matter 1s as much your own 
As is your Yribute with your Image coin’d : 
You made the Art, the Virtue You enjoyn'd. 
But now methinks, I hear my Pinnacc hal’d! 
Which boldly in a Mift too far has fail’d; 
And I difcover, through the Glafs of Fear, 
That the whole world’s High-Admirall is near. 
Too long my wither’d Lawrel I have worn 3 
The Poet's Flag, by Grief’s foul weather torn: 
Grief which is taught by Reafon to complain, 
That I, when all are better’d by your Reign, 
Should feem unworthy, in my faded Bays, 
To carry Fame a Prefent of your Praife. 
Whoever is more happily defign’d 
To bear a Prefent of this noble kind _ 
(Which Emprefs Fame to all the World will fhow, 
And which examin’d will more valu’d grow) oe 
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Mutt from the Mufes his Credentials take 5 
Who both the Embaffy and Prefent make. 
And as he knows from whom he comes, fo he 
Should not to Sov’raign Fame a Stranger be ; 
For Fame (whofe cuftom is to have a care 
Onely of thofe who her Familiars are) 
Does with a proud neglect o’re Strangers flie , 
As if unworthy of her Voice or Eye, 
She feldom is acquainted with the Young, 
And weary is of thofe who live too long. 
When the wife world, by correfpondence, fhall 
To gen’ral Council ev'ry Poet call 
For prudent choice of this Ambaffadour, 
Then all that Seffion it will foon abhor : 
Thofe who in concord there and glory came, 
Shall part from thence in difcord and in fhame, 
The young will not agree who is too young, 
Nor th’old determine who has liv’d too long. 
And as in free Affemblies each may prize 
His fingle worth to gen’ral prejudice 5 
And in the votes of chufing, every voice 
May {top fome progrefs in the publick choices 
So now (where none their own defects will fee , 
And each would for the whole elected be) 
Th’ Election likely is to end in vain; 
All loofing that which each prefum’d to gain, 
The Mufes proud Ambafladour may ftay 
His journey ere he does begin his way3 
And keep his great Poetick Prefent too: 
Which may prove well for Poets Fame and You. 
Poets are truly poor, but onely then 
When each a Hero lacks for his own Pen. 
They pine when mighty Arguments are fcant 5 
And not when they that trifle, Treafure, want. 
As at fuch dearth they languifh, fo they feem 
To {well when they have got a plemtious Theme, 
For rafhly then the Afmes take their flight: 
Yet as a man, ovre-joyd at fodain fight 
Of Treafure found , grows jealous, and through care 
Left others in his Prize fhould claim a fhare , 
Bears haftily from that which he did find 
Much lefs away than what he leaves behind - 
So, whilft thus rafhly I convey to Fame 
Your Virtues , I fo few of them proclaim 
That many more are left behind unprais’d, 
Than thofe which on this Poem’s Wings are rais‘d- 
How glad will all difcreeter Poets be. 
Recaufe (whilftin their choice they difagree) 
They this swperfe Prefent thall prevent, 
Which darkens Tox to whom it luftre meant; 
Ur rather it does quite extinguifh me; 
Who looking up to You, do onely fee 
I by a fainting Taper lofe my aim, 
And, Sifting it too high, put out the flame. 
Fame 


Fane may rejoyce when any Image wrought 

Thus iil, is never to her Temple brought : 

She fhould examine what fhe does receive , 

And Poets watch the worth of what they give. 
Kings rais’d to Heaven, by an unskilful Pens 
Scarce look, when made ill Gods fo well as Men. 

The Painter whofe Spectators were at ftrife 
Which the refemblance was, and which the life . 
Deferv’d high praife when he a Face did draw; 
The Face, which all fuppofe he often faw ; 

But when we mention Hower’s high renown j 
Apelles then may lay his Pencil down: 

Fcr Heav’n ne’r made but one, who, being blind , 
Was fit to be a Painter of the Mind. 

As juftly Pocts may with Fame rejoyce, 

That Songs of Worthies {et below her voice , 
(Where Numbers rife not to Heroick height) 
Are hindr’d from accompany’ng her flight ; 
So you, your felf, may be content to fee, 
That though all Poets in your praife agree , 
Yet all, with joynt fubmiffion, think not one 
Can, at the rate your virtue has begun, 

So follow you with offer’d Wreaths, as you 
Do other Hero's for their Wreaths purfue. 
Behind your Chariot Poets lag with fhame, 
As if the Num’rous Feet of Verfe were lame. 

But then ’tis time to caft my Anchor here: 
Who dares bear Sail where none are fit to fteer ¢ 
Or how dare Poets venture at your praife> 
For though fo great a Trophie none can raife 
But Poets, yet the weight of it they fear , 

As wanting ftrength to move what they fhould rear, 
All Painters {trait would lay their Pencils by , 
Were they enjoyn’d to paint the Deity. 

Hereafter of what ufe will Numbers prove, 

If in that Theme we fail which moft we love? 
But though this kind of Trophy needs excufe , 
Yet even a Poem is of greater ufe 

Than any other work, by whichyour name 
We would to all fueceedirg Times proclaime: 
And, fince your name fhould be perpetual made, 
You mutt vouchfafe t’ accept a Poet's aid. 

Poets {till made the mighty Hero’s known, 

And drew in full proportions their Renown 3 
Which Fame can onely , by the pow’r of Verfe, 
Ever preferve, and ev'ty where difper/é. 
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Y Lord, I will hoitt faile; and all the wind 


My Barke can bear (hall haften me to find 
A great new World: for fince Philofophie 
Plainly difcovers any man to be 
A little World, *tis confequent that you 
Mutt be a great, and may be reckon’d new, 
If my difcovery draw the Curtain more, 
And make the Object wider then before : 
Th .e profpects are not feen in fhadow’'d Lights - 
iNWo darknefs hides your depths , no Cloud your heights; 
So dear is all about your radiant Minde 
That Ignorance feems now through Envy blinde 5 
Whilft Envy grows reclaim’d, and turnes afide, 
Griev’d onl, that her fame fhe cannot hide. 

And yet as he, whofe firft difcovery 
Did for this world the new Weft-World defery; 
Attain’d fome glory, though he found not then 
More then in mifty Woods the tracks of men; 
So fome renown may be already due 
To me, for but beginning to find you. 
Unlefs I vaunt, and am audacious grown 
When in the Poets Mapp I write you down 
A new difcover’'d World found out by me 5 
As if your Mindes great Flame could hidden be 
From any Eyes; a minde fo eminent 
As does the need of being fought prevent. 

You are the great difcov’ry made by all 5 
And it would feeme as much fantafticall 
To fay that you were found by me alone, 
As if I boafted that I found the Sun; 
Which to the publick fhines, and fends the light 


That fhews us him, and makes us find our fight. 
Befides, 
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Befides, as he who made difcovery 
Of the weft-world, could not directly ply 
To make thofe Harbours which he after found; 
Who, though he weftward fteer’d , was no where bound; 
So can I not to you, no, not by guefs, 
Appoint my felf particular accefs, — 
Till, coafting part of you, your depths be found 5 
Which no Line elfe but Jength of Time can found. 
Aad as he knew not, when he firft faw Land, 
The place of Silver Oare, or Golden Sand; 
Nor knew to dive near Rocks where Mermaids dwell 
And lock their Pearles in Cabinets of fhells 
So are there feveral treafures of your minde, 
Which none but fuch wife Travellers can find 
As long within your Mindes vaft Country ftay 
And get advice to perfect their furvey, 
And as at firft, ere any dreames he tod 
OF his new world to any of our old, 
Though he (lept well, not {tarting then with feare 
He fhould miftake his courfe, or want Mines there; 
Yet he did often grieve, and doubtfull grow 
That this unworthy World fcarce ought to know 
Even whence he would fet faile, or with what windes 
Mauch lefs poflefs the Mountaines he fhould finde, 
So I have tendernefs enough to doubt 
Whither this world fhould learne to find you out: 
Where many Goths give frighted Science chace, 
All Empires covet, and would all deface. 
But as he then his voyage did purfue 
Proudly, for fpecial Intereft, and of few 5 
Or rather did that Ages ills pafs by, 
And would oblige fome good Pofterity - 
SoT, with pride 5 tomydifcovery move, 
But of a braver world then his could prove 3 
Putting full Trimme, gay Flaggs, and Streamers forth 3 
In hope to find you out for Mindes of worth: 
Which are fo few. that we muft add, to raife 
The Count, fuch as fhall fhine in future dayes. 
And as when Nine unquiet Moones he fpent, 
Yet never faw the Golden Continent 5 
But coafting near the Ifles, found that a Tide 
OF fpacious Sea thofeTflands did divide 5 
Then fayl’d where Sal//a, antl where Coco-Trees, 
Are at farr diftance feated in the Briez 3 
Then came where (warmes of Cochinella’s fly, 
Whofe Blood gives Monarchs Robes their purple dy: 
Things yet fo ftrange made him incline to boatt 
‘That touching at thofe Ifles, he trod the Coaft 
Of the valt Land, where Natures walks are free, 
Her Heards unbounded as her Shoales at Sea 3 
Where her digeftions flacken not with cold, 
For fhe fits warme by furnaces of Gold. 
As thus a Voyage long he {pent , to gain 
Thofe Ifles, which are but fragments of the Maine ; 
Yer 
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Yet blefs'd his Carde, as if he had poffett ae ee sens Ske 
All Natures great Referve in the wide Wett; 
So I, by length of Progreffes, may find 
The outward parts, or borders of your Mind ; 
Your gracefull temper, foft civility 5 
Formes without which Courts but in Chaos liec- 
And which the outward fignes have ever been — 
Of Greatnefs fafe, and fatisfy’d within 5 
Which covets toyling Pow’r for others eafe : 
Not as tis able to offend, but pleafe. 

The Windes are mine! and to thofe flreams muft blow 
Where your full eloquence does gently flow ! 
I have a Gale fhall drive me farther yet 
To reach the rifing profpect of your wit. 
The Teneriff, afcending to the Sky, 
Lifts not fo fharp a {pire, nor mounts fo high 5 
Whofe Top, farr off, does in dark Clouds appear s 
But, at approach, that and your wit grow clear. 
And yet all thefe, and more , and better farr 
Then thefe which firft we meet, but countlefs are 
To thofe, which, being excellently beft, 
Seeme lockt like precious Mines within your breaft: 
The firft, are like the Druggs, and like the Fly 
The Ifles afford for Med’cine, and to dy 
Court-Colours, which muft fall to triviall worth, 
Compar’d to what the Continent brings forth 5 
Whole facred Gold cures Pow’rs unpittyd griefe 5 
Giving to Sick and dying States reliefe, 
The vertues which thofe Ifland-Druggs comprife 
Are flow, and byt for common maladies, 
How great is the diftinction, when we find 
Thofe heale the Body, this does cure the Mind ? 
Andasinthefe the difference large appears, 
So tis in you, who all our Eyes and Eares 
Well entertain by your more obvious parts 5 
Your greater and referv’d oblige our hearts, 

Yet, as he thought he faw, when he faw fhore, 
All Natures fafhions chang’d from what fhe wore 
In his own Clime 5 and that fhe did appeare 
So rich, as if her hoord of Mines were there 5 
Then tackt about, and ftrait grew homeward bound, 
To fee in Seamens Mapps, his Image crown’d 5 
So I, when firft your Ornaments I find, 
Prefume a comprehenfion of your minds 
And think that having gon thus farr, I may 
From further progrefs other Poets ftay: 
Fixing my Pillers fhort like Hercules, 
Who faintly ftcpt at fight of raging Seass 
Or knew not that he there could have a wind 
By which he might the happy Iflands find, 
And then the weftern World His Pillers were 
But monuments of ignorance and feare. 
How vaine are thefe who hafty triumphs make 
When by approach they but the Out-workes take? re 
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As if already they had got within, 
Levell’d the Fort, and fir’d the Magazin. 

But why does wonder thus afcend to teach 
Heights which this grov’ling World can never reach? 
And offer vertues here , as rarities, 

Where moft, even Vice, for being common, prize ¢ 

In me, it equally uncivill were 
To boaft your Crnaments and Vertues here 
(Where few have any , Multitudes have nonce, 
And moft court thofe who are pretenders grown) 
As in a Lover it would be to bring 
A Beauty, frefh, and promifing as Spring, 

There, where her looks might an Afiembly vex 
OF the moft proud and wither’d of her Sex 5 
Where they had Lovers too, who with falfe flame 
Courted their Drefs for beauty, till fhe came. 

But ‘tis fome Juftice to afcribe to chance 

The wrongs you muft expe& from Ignorance. 
None can the Moulds of their Creation chufe 5 
We therefore fhould Mens ignorance excufe, 
When borne too low to reach at things fublime, 

Tis rather their misfortune then their Crime, 

As our renown’d Difcov’rer triumph made, 
When, at returne, he did his fraight unlade 
Of things fo ftrange, that yet they had no name, 
Which frem the neareft Indian Iflands came, 

Though in the Continent he thought they grew, 

And Merchants warinefs he little knew: 

But quickly mourn’d when he perceiv’d that none 

Efteem'd rich Merchandife of Druggs unknown 3 

Then, not their want of knowledge did condemne, 

But found he fail’d, not knowing Trade nor them. 
So I, if all my coafting-Cards prove true, 

May bring the neareft Rarities of you; 

Things of your outward and your hither part, 

As Limmes feeme Outworkes of the Fort your Heart. 

I may in hatte, like him, vaine Trophys raife 

For that which others have not skill to praife 5 

Then foon, like him, judicioufly may grieve, 

Not that I bring what few will here receive, 

But thus their ignorance of you condemne, 

When [ fhould blame my ignorance of them, 

You muft reverfe your Perfpettive to fee 
Mott men at fuch a cyze as they fhould be 
In juft efteeme, little and fhort, for fo 
You fhall contrat what was but ftretcht for fhovv : 
And when you thus their true proportion make, 
You fhall no more undoe them by miftake 5 
But then, by fhrinking your large minde, grow fit 
And ufefull to the Stature of their wit. 

For as our wife Difcov’rer (having found 
How fhort a Line would all the Bofomes found 
OF his wilde Traffiquers)meant when he made, 


Tn his next Voyage, tenders of free Trade, 
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With free Mankind to ftow what fuch efteem; 
Things that might rather pleafe then profit en q 
Not Silks or Cloth (where Feathers and where Shells 
Are Ornaments) but pretty Beads and Bells. 
For who for fuch wilde Merchants would prepare 
That which to fober men is folid ware ? 
So you with fome wilde men may traffick here 5 
Men of a graver wildnefs then 1s there 5 
So folemnly and fo aufterely mad, 
As if all Bedlam were in Mourning clad. 
To thefe your precious Lading muft not come 5 
But when you Trade , confider firftt with whom: 
For when to fuch your temper you difpence, 
Civilitie, or Wit, or Eloquence, 
Your Piller-Judgment, which all weight can bear, 
And Courage, which to fhame turns others fear: 
It fhews as if the Mufes, in diftrefs , 
Fled from their Parents , Lords of antient Greece 3 
To marry Goths and Vandals; or it locks 
Like Trading to Braziel with Grecian Books. 
How can your graceful temper vallew'd be 
By thofe, whofe Temper is Stupiditie 5 
Or fucha numnefs is as blowes will bear 5 
And never can be guickn’d but by Fear, 
Their patience {tops them not from doing ill 
No more then patience makes a Log hte frill : 
For when they ceafe the excercife of rage, 
Tis notas Reafon does our wrath aflwage, 
But as cold Frofts do Torrents quiet keep » 
Or Wrath is dull’d and pacifi'd by Sleep. 
True Temper when provokt, does comely grows 
And evs, when ftudy’d, natural does fhow : 
Like that of Socrates, and fuch as yours , 
Which, in State-Tempefts. oracefully endures 
The threat ning Uhunder of the great and Loud, 
The chol rick. flathes of the Het and Proud ; 
Yet ftands like a Referve, in all parts clos’d, 
So far from Rout that "tis not difcompos'd- 
This is the Temper. and mu(t be the Glafs , 
Where Pow’r, to take the World, fhould drefs her Face. 
What is Civility to thofe who wear : 
Sterne Jooks, thinking “tis grave to look fevere > 
Who evenin youth, carry their Wealth and place 
And Courts lov’d Monfter, Bus’nefs, in the Face. 
VVho all the Signs of being civil lack 
But that they walk in Cities and wear black. 
Yet think the courfe thick Flattery, which they 
Firft on themfelves, then on each other lay, 
Is all that civil wife Humilitie , 
VVhich we in | alaces or Temples fee: 
VVhich ftills with patient Fares 2 reftlefs Tongue, 
Hears the afflicted out , though ever long > 
Not grieving Sutors when conftrain’d to ftop 
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And with fuch fweet compaffion meets Diftrefs 
As it feems fatisfi'd without redrefs. 
This is Civility, by Nature yours: 
And without Art, each crowded Pafs fecures, 
Where Sutors long for flow difpatches ftay , 
And to unquiet Thrones would force their way : 
Bright Thrones, the hardeft Seats in Palaces 5 
Where weary Pow’r does never fit at eafe, 
Civility does thofe with foftnefs gain 
Whom Armies elfe by rigour muft reftrain : 
Armies, whofe civil ftrength prevents the wrongs 
Attempted by unarm’d uncivil Throngs: 
And thus as Pow’r does {catter’d ftrength collect 
And Arm, that it from Throngs may Pow’r protect; 
So fhould the People that form’d Force efteem , 
Since from their own fierce rage it refcues them. 
What is judicious Eloguence to thofe 
Whole Speech not up to others reafon grows, 
But climbs aloft to their own paffions height 5 
And as our Seamen make no ufe of fight 
By any thing obferv'd in wide ftrange Seas, 
But only of the length of Voyages 5 
Or el’e, as Men in Races make no ftay 
To draw large Profpects of their breadth of way, 
So they, in heedlefs Races of the Tongue , 
Care not how broad their T heame is but how long. 
Whilft fome of their low level take wife notes, 
fis Germans do of Tales in Paflage-Boats : 
Which to no ule, nor aime of pleafure tend 
But that their Jergth may with the Journey end, 
And yet they think their Eloquence like that 
By which you fodainly end long debate, 
As if in ambufh Reafon watching lay 
To charge with a Referve and get the day, 
Yours can all Turnes and Counter-turnings find 
To catch Opinion, asa Ship the winde; 
Which blowing crofs , the Pilot backward fteers, 
And fhifting Sayles, makes way when he Laveers, 
As this is Eloquence fo is it yours 5 
Which in the Tongues fierce war, fled Truth fecuress 
And when the Few would tothe Many yeild 
Lifts Reafons Enfignes higher in the Field. 
How can your Wit pleafe Men fo formal grown 
As they believe it wifer to have none ? 
Or (being born but to a narrow Store, 
And ftill in hafte, proudly to make it more, 
By drawing Arts of Empire to their care) 
Have fimply loft their Native little fhare 5 
Then praife their want of it, and pitty fuch 
As they conceive difturb’d by having much, 
Like Men who having but by fits their Sent 
(Aud mifapplying Art till all be fpent) 
Seem 
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Seem Natures purpofe fubt’ly to difdain, 
In making Smell and of the Sence complain , 
As oft’ner ferv’d with noyfome Fumes then Sweet3 
And fome, that fafting Ravens would not meet 
Yee thofe who live contented without VVit, , 
Sin lefs then when they wear the counterfeit 5 
VVhen VVit in Crafts vild Stamp they currant make 5 
Craft, the moft wretched Shape weak Man can take ! 
Slender, and Low; for it through Crowds would pafs 
By flight, not ftrength, and would not cumber Place. 
Tt hath a little Head, and fill’d with Aires 
Small Eies, fo mate’d, that they are {carce a pair; 
Looking with ftrange and with familiar fhow , : 
At once on Two whom equally they know. 
Craft wears this fhape, whofe bofome Milchief lines, 
VVith Stuffe as poor as VVitches low defignes, 
And yet they give their Craft the Name of VVit3 
And weakly think that Pow’r has ufe of it. 
Sure when fo bafe a Metal aims to pafs 
For Gold, the very Blind will cry out, Brafs ! 
Dares fhadow’d Craft affume the fhape of VVit, 
VWVhen nought but Light can well refemble it ? 
VVit flies beyond the limits ot that Law, 
By which our Sculptors grave , or Painters draw, 
And Statuaries up to Nature grow 5 
VVho all their ftrokes of Life to Poets owe. 
Their Art can make no fhape for Wit to wear 3 
It is divine and can no Image bear. 
None by defcription can that Soul exprefs 5 
Yet all muft the effects of it confefs: 
States boaft of thofe effects when they relate, 
How they in Treaties foyl’d a duller State, 
And VVarriours , fhewing how they gain’d the Day , 
How they drewup, and where there ambufh hay : 
And Lovers, telling, why a Rival fail’d, 
VVhilft they but whifp’red Beauty and prevail’d. 
And Cloyfter’d men, when they with {miles declare 
How rigidly they are confin’d from care. 
And how they let the world plough troubled Seas, 
VVhilft they for penance muft endure their eafe. 
Reafon grown bold, becaufe her ftrength fhe knows 5 
VVhich, when with growth enlarg’d, more active grows 3 
VVhich like a Ship of VVar, well ballafted , 
Does with her Ballafts weight augment her fpeed 5 
Which does fuch quicknefs in her ftrength comprife , 
That the to action does together rife 
A ftanding Army and a running Force 5 
As apt to move with Canon as with Horfe; 
Then in {mall ftrengths divides and marches far, 
Where Northern Ignorance makes W inter-war 5 
Yet her Retreat bravely at aft fecures: 
Reafon, like this, is Wit 5 and fuch is yours : 
Whofe Game is Chefs, in which all chief degrees 
Of Empire move, ard by your hand, with eafa 
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Who quickly thofe coherent Forces fpy , 

That march about, to {teal a Victory; 

And whilft the Wit that guides the adverfe hand 
Proceeds but flowly, or does make a ftand, 
Yours in a moment ends the long debate.; 

And, with one check, prevents and gives the Mate, 
How can your Judgment, as profound as Seas, 
Be lik’d by thofe whom feares of depth difpleafe>? 

That fo of deeper knowledge are affraid, 
As Women are with depths of Seas difmay’d ; 
Who rather truft thofe Rivers where they may, 
Still fee the dreaded bottom of their way = 
Whilft more experiene’d feamen Shallows fhun, 
And hoyft all Sailes, where deeper Channels run, 
But as the Spaniards (whom meer wind and chance 
Did Weftward Jead , and to wilde Thrones advance) 
Thought to walk on with Empire till they came, 
Where the declining Sun does quench his Flame, 
Till they did reach the utmoft bounds of Light , 
And faw him fteal into the Bed of Night: 
Then thought , they could that {pacious Empire {way, 
Whilft lazily, they {trecht in Arbours lay. 
Yet foon (unable grown to manage more 
Then what, with eafe, grew fubjet to their Pow’r) 
They checkt each Pilot that would farther go, 
And feem’d fuffic'd with what they firft did know 5 
Leaft yielding to know more, their knowledge might 
To others walks become a happy Light. 
So when Opinion (that outragious winde , 
Which fwells and drives the Peoples failing Mindes 
And when fantaftick chance , which does it fteer) 
Had brought thefe in, to rule wilde Empire here, 
They thought to fit at everlafting eafe 
In Clouds 5 and there from Ayrie Palaces , 
Drop fruitful fhowres of Edids over all, 
Softly as fnow that does in Feathers falls 
But as cold Snow, when it awhile is felt, 
Does heat that hand that after does it melt; 
So they, though cool at firft, did quickly draw 
Forth heat, that did their Pow’r as quickly thaw. 
Then finding they lackt knowledge to difcharge, 
That fway which firft they purpos’d to inlarge, 
They poorly meant this Empire to contract, 
Lefs’ning their Stage where few were fit to act: 
Treating all thofe , as Strangers and as Spies, 
That boldly durft adventure to be wile: 
Proudly confining others knowledge by 
Bounds of their own confin’d capacity. 
Sure they did think abundant knowledge, Vice; 
And thought , it was fo held in Paradife. 
Man there was fin’d for that proud Ignorance 
Which would his thoughts to reachlefs heights advance, 
In this the diffrence does apparent grow 3 
Vian cannot God, nor his high fecrets know : 


Of 


Of him, and his wak’d Reafon can but dream; 
But you afleep may find out theirs and them. 

Could they fo young and new of judgment be 
To think the glorious Robe, Authority , 

Which they patcht up by many hands in hatte 
Then wore all day and night, could ever laft >” 
Wore in all Weathers, and in ev'ry Throng; 
Whilft it through hafte was often put on wrong 5 
Not us’d as onely for Solemnity , 

For order fhewn awhile, and then lay’d by - 

But fo, as fome would by a carelefs Drefs, 
Great fcorn of little outward things exprefs : 

So oft they wore it, that it could not more 
Be feen, if at the publick Senate Dore 
It had hung out, and there a Sign had bin, 

@f fome ftrange innate Pow’r that lodg’d within. 
And in this Robe of Pow’r they did defpife , 
Gay colours which allure the Peoples Eies , 

As if through fullennefs, or by miftake 

Of Empires fafhions, they had dy’d it black. 

Weil might we think Pow’r was in Mourning clad, 
When all took care to keep the People fad; 
Suenc’d their pleafant Schole, the Theatre, 

(Which taught them men) not that they could not there 
The forrows of the Tragick Scene permit, 

But that thofe forrows were but counterfeit. 

They banifht Mufick too , becaufe the fad 

And thoughtful it preferv'd from being Mad: 

For Madnefs then was in a high efteem, 

Allow’d in all, and reverenc’d in them. 

Nature (which is, though dimm, the only Glafs, 
Where all a little fee the Godheads face 
That walk with open Eies) was hardly free, 

From being chid for too much levitie, 
Becaufe ner feather’d Quire but vainly fing, 
When fhe does ufher in the gaudy Spring. 
They thought their painted Plumes ill patterns here, 
By which our Lovers vary what they weare. 
Whilft all her Flowers that do our Meades adorne 
Seem but her Ribbands and for fancy worne, 
If Judgment could in folemn dulnefs lie , 
(Which weaker Rulers wear for gravity) 
Then thofe mu{t needs tranfcendent judgments have, 
That would inftruct wife Nature to be grave. 

A well eftablifht Judgment, fuch as yours 
By perfeét ftrength as certainly fecures 
The aimes of Pow’r as what fhe does poffefs 5 
And Empire ever muft intend increafe : 

Empire, the Tyde of reftlefs Greatnefles , 

Shov'd on at Land as Rivers are from Seas; 

Which at no mark can any moment ftay, 

But when it cannot rife muft ebb away. 

And as your judgment can fo greatly do . 

Preferve poffeffion and inlarge it too, , 
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So can it boldly to great works proceed, 

Without thofe thifts which weaker judgments need : 
In its known forces fafe , as Armies are, 

WV hofe Fame, before the Battail, ends the War. 
Not fpreading Files to cover fpacicus Ground, 
Whilft many Drums beat loud, and Trumpets found; 
Whilft manv feigned Enfignesall the day 

Their glorious Colours to the Foe difplay 5 

Yet bafely cautious, all at night lie clofe, 

Arm’d and enrrencht in a contracted Grofe. 

Hafte cannot make your judgment run aftray, 

Nor follow Pow'r, through fhades , the neareft way. 
You walk, though far about, through open Plaines , 
Till Pow’r the high o’relooking Station gaines: 
Whofe lofty Top muft often cloudy fhow; 

For Hulls, by ftaying Clouds , clear all below, 

Your Judgment with thofe Arts of Thrones is mov’d 
Which whilft they heighten Pow’r. can make it lov’d: 
When publick glories, and gay Triumphs eafe 
Strain'd Thought , and the diverted People pleafe: 
Who when they fee Courts thoughtful, think they fear: 
And fuch fufpition Empire cannot bear. 

Tis ill when Subjects are by Pow’r difmay’d; 
Worfe, when they fear that Rulers are affraid. 

Should profp’rous Courts, to make them ftill appear 
Solemn and ferious , alwife Mourning wear ¢ 
As tf by blacks they could the credit have, 

To be believ’d mifterious, {tayd and grave >? 

Or fecret and difcreet by being fad ? 

VVhen Martial Courts are like the Papal clad, 
Then let the conqu’ring Troops turn Clergy too , 
Unarme, and preach fubjection tothe Foe: . 
Let ev'ry Subject the lov’d Drama fhun , 

(To which our pleafant Anceftors did run) 

And growing ferious, ferve feven Years the State, 
Be firft their Prentice, then a Magiltrate. 

VVhat object can your Courage be, when fhown, 
To thofe who have a prowder of their own ? 

VVho the civility of Honour hate , 

Becaufe they fear it is effeminate > 

They think, that fullen rudenefs 13 a grace 5 

And Congqueft is lefs brave then to deface : 

And that deform’d Deftructions are the fair 

And well proportion’d Images of VVar : 

They civil Government enough deteft 

Becaufe ’tis by that Epithet expreft: 

But with exceeding reafon much abhor, 

Thofe that command the ftrengths of civil Pow’r 5 
As Cannibals have caufe totake it ill, 

From Men who refcue thofe whom they would kill; 
Men civil held when they forbid that Meat, 
VVhich beii:r Stomacks then themfelves would eat. 

All that by courage daring Rome or Greece 
Mave done, thefe have outdone by boyft’ roufnefs: 


VVhofe 
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The ancient League between all Arms and Arts, 
The Mufes Regents were in Greece and Rome: 

In all the civil world they were at home. 

No Chief could think his battail highly fought 
Till won again by being higher wrought. 

And here they us’d in Palaces to dwell 

Till thefe rofe up , and they and Emprre fell. 
Thefe, who obfcure confufion love, blinde chance, 
And their great Guide, though blinder, Ignorance. 

But fince the moft important Things (which are 
Empire and Arts) require Heav’ns fpecial care; 
Becaufe they ftill with difficulty grow , 

And are, in progrefs to perfection flow - 

Or elfe becaufe both ufe to Spring and rife, 
Where {till their growth is watcht by Enemies: 
Heav n therefore hath the League and Union made, 
Which {trikes at all that either would invade, 

The Mufes muft (where fate in Empires lies) 
With Empire fall, as they with Empire rife. 

That Courage which the vain for Valor take 
(Who proudly danger feek for Glory’s fake) 

Is impudence; and what they rafhly do, 

Has no excufe, but that ’tis madnefs too. 

Yet when confin’d , it reaches Valors name; 
Which feeks fair Vertue and is met by fame. 
It weighs the caufe ere it atrempts the Fact, 
And bravely dares forbear as well as act. 

It would reclaim much rather then fubdue 5 

And would the Chacers not the Chac’d purfue : 
Would rather hide fuccefs then feck applaufe: 
And though of ftrength fecurd , yet trufts the caufe. 
Aud all the aid of ftrength it meafures too, 
Not by the ads it did, or ftill can do3 

But paflively. by what it well endures : 

This noble Valor is, and this is yours. 

And this the Foe, with praifes, did efteem 5 
Raifing your deeds when ruinous to them: _ 
When Makroom chang’d the colour cf her Flood, 
And deeply blufht with ftaines of Rebels Blood : 
When Corks prowd River did her flowing ftay 
And, frighted, gave the ebb of Makrocw: way: 
VVhich from her Stream did pale, as Chriftal, flow, 
But in her ebb, as red as Corral fhow. 

And though defignes, the feed of Action, may 

In colder grounds of Courts for {pringing {tay, 
And lie conceal’d awhile, and often waite 

The Seafons and fair weathers of the State, 

Yet in the Fields of War, Chiefs fow in hatte, 
They quicken growth, and reap their Harvelt faft : 
So to your ready valour Fate did add , 

More Wings then Fame after the Batail had. 
When o’re the Rivers Banks you feem’d to pafs 

At once to charge, to vanquifh and to chace. 
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Your Foes brought Fear , but Fear ]ackt VVings for fpeed 5 
For though in former Fields the fwiftly- fled 
As Love advancing , or departing Light, 
Yet now fhe ftood, and they did ftay to fight - 
As if, by your ador’'d Example taught, 
They feem’d to feel that valor which you brought. 
But great examples keep fome excellence 
VVhich others cannot take nor they difpence : 
As fecretly, Originals exprefs , 
Some touches, comings out, and boldneffes 
VVhich Copies {teal but by a weaker hand , 
And credit lofe, when long they near them ftand, 
And though a while, to be compar’d they ftay 3 
Yet foon thev are difgrac’d andta’ne away, 
So all the Adverfe Chiefs (whofe hafty fate 
Advanc’d their Troops, your deeds to imitate) 
No longer held comparing but to yield : 
They found your valor, and they loft the Field. 
VVhen Fame to watchful Rome your conqueft brought 
(For Fame ftill-hovr’d o’re you when you fought) 
The Conclave calmly did their VVrath difguife , 
VVhofe Pow’r by patience not by threats did rife: 
But when they heard their Miter’d Chief did dy , 
Punift’d with fhame for thameful cruelty , 
They blufht more at themfelves then at his doome 5 
VVho reapd in Ireland what they fow’d in Rome. 
Now as our great Cvlumbws honor fought 
From what he left behind not what he brought : 
From Gold and radiant Stones; which he did prize 
Absve his Drugs, or purple Die of Flies : 
Frm Hoords which lay referv’d that tncy mght be 
Rewards to crown his fecond indu!:rie; 
So I fhall patiently expe@ my bet 
Renown from rich Referves with:n your Breatt: 
VVhen next I fhall Imbark with a ful! Gale, 
Be evener ballafted and bear more Sayl5 
VVhen all the Mufes (pittying much to find, 
At Helme my weaknefs in my late crofs VVind) 
Shall on my Decks like Mariners appear 5 
And ttrive to trim my Yards and help to fteer, 
Ye as at laft he wifely jealous grew 
That fome, (who well in his late Voyage knew 
The Courfe he bore) might fhortly ply the fame, 
And then like Rivals fhare his Hopes and Fame, 
So T with jufter avarice, may fear 
Leaft others (watchful of the Cou:fe I fteer) 
May through ambition fecond my addrefs, 
Correct my Scheme , and Sayl, with more fuccefs, 
And this may be a pardon’d jealoufie , 
Becaufe it then looks out with Reafons Eye 
VVhen juft defpaires by known defects are mov’d, 
And merit cannot match the thing belov’d. 
But there is right to firft plantation due, 
And by that Title I lay claime to you, 
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To bin who Prophecy’'d a Succefles end of the Parliament, i 
the Tear 1630. ee 


Rantick and foolifh too! can any curfe 
Which dying Men {till give thee make thee worfe? 
3 Madmen fometimes on fuddain flafhes hit 

pA Of Sence , which feem remote , and found like Wit 
But thou, moft piteoufly, art Madd and Dull: ; 
Thy Braines did ly in parcels in thy Skull, 
Then with a fright together clung, and lay 
Like Curds, but now are melted into Whay. 
Froward with Age, thou feem’{t more hum'rous than 
A sai eee oe rich Curtizan : 

Thou ftrikft at publick peace, whilft thy chi 
Has ever been to hide ne felf in War. Fen 
And through defect of Courage doft prefent 
Thy falfe fear to the fearlefs Parliament , ‘ 
Like him whofe Queries did fome few diftracé 5 
Who were too wife to fuffer, and too tame to aa. 
Keep in a Cage thy ever flying Fear 5 
Which Nefts would build in ev’ry open Eare 5 
Or find out Men whofe needlefs care contrives , 
New flender paths through narrow Perfpectives 5 
Where jealous fight draws fmalleft things from far, 
To make them feem much greater than they are. 
Thefe Men would from the Bofome of the State 
Chafe Truth, or there diftra&t her with debate. 
Canft thou believe, who doft a Storm foretell , 
That it will come becaufe thy paffions fwell ¢ 
The caufes of a Storm thou doft miftake, 
And only blow’ft to make thine own cheecks ake, 
He who efteems thy Northern Prophefie , 
Does but encourage Fools to learn to lie. 
Swet out thy Blood! in a hot Feaver vext, 
By ftriving to interpret this dark Text. 
Thou great Informer, canft thou hope I woud, 
By dang’rous thee , be plainly underftood 5 
Whom all, through all thy State difguifes know 5 
Towards thee, Satyrick numbers muft not flow, 
Like Lovers Sonnets, in a foft fmooth pace, 
They muft be rugged as thy Miftrefs face. 
Whom with falfe prayfes thou haft long bely’d. 
I mount like Perfews when he did beftride 
The Poets prancing Horfes who ambled not, 
But roughly mov’d in this Majeftick Trot. 
Why fhould this Wifard make with Prophecies, 
The People fearful and their Rulers Wife > 
Mutt all, like Ethnicks to this Divel bow ? 


Great Senate know, I am your Prophet now. 

Since you may warm you at my Delphick flame , 

Difmifs this common Meflenger of Fame? 

My Miftick art, with joy already findes, 

The noble purpofe of your mighty mindes, : 
ov 
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You have of Monarchs wants a tender fence, 
Meaning to fhorten your Lov’d Eloquence 5 
And not the fulnefs of your Loves exprefs, 
By mourning for your Purfes emptinefs. 
When Thrones are rich, the People richer grow; 
As Rivers gain by Seas to which they flow. 
And this the People quickly would believe, 
But that their Oratours muft them deceive: 
Who Pyramids of Wit by talking raife; 
Which laft as feldom as the Peoples praife, 
For though by help of ev'ry vulgar hand, 
Thefe Piles rife faft, yet they are made of Sand. 

Look up! You Sons of mighty Anceftors ! 
Who never bownded were by their own fhores. 
Your fighting Fathers were abroad renown’d; 
Their Kings in France, and diftant Jewry crown’d. 
See o're vour Heads the Weftern Eagle fly; 
Firft towring up, then compaffing the Sky. 
Unlefs our Royal Falcon ftrait prepare , 
To ftruggle with him in his Native Ayre, 
He will inlarge his growth, new imp his VVings 3 
And make the Hague an Hofpital for Kings. 


The Countefs of ANGLESEY lead Captive by the Rebels , 
at the Disforrefting of Pewfam. 


SONG, 


I, 
VVhither will you lead the Fair, 
'@) And fpicy Daughter of the Morne ? 
Thofe Manacles of her foft Haire, 
Princes, though free, would faine have worn. 


2. 
VVhat is her crime >? what has fhe done> 
Did fhe, by breaking Beauty ftay, 

Or from his Courfe miflead the Sun; 
So robb’d your Harveft of a Day ? 


ee 
Or did her voyce, divinely clear! 
(Since lately in your Forreft bred) 
Make all the Trees dance after her, 
And fo your VVoods disforrefted ? 


4 
Run, Run! Purfue this Gothick Rout , 
VVho rudely Love in bondage keep 35 
Sure all old Lovers have the Goute , 
The young are overwatcht and fleep, 


The 


en 
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The long Vacation in London 


Verf » *Verfe Burlefque, or Mock- 
C. 


Ow Town-Wit {ayes to witty Friend , 
Tranfcribe apace all thou haft pend 5 
For I, in Journey hold it fit , 
To cry thee up to Countrey-Wic. 
Our Mules are come! diffolve the Club! 
The word, till Term, is rub, O rub! 

Now Gamfter poor, in Cloak of Stammel 
Mounted on Steed, as flow as Cathmel ; 
Battoone of Crab in lucklefs hand 5 
CWhich ferves for Bilboe and for Wand) 
Early In Morne does fneak from Town, 
Leaft Landlords wife fhould feife on Crown3 
On Crown which he in Pouch does keep , 
When day is done to pay for fleep; . 
For he in Journey nought does eat, 

Hoft {pies him come, cryes, Sir, what Meat 3 
He calls for Room, and down he lies 
Quoth Hoft, no Supper Sir? he cryes, 

I eate no Supper , fling on Rug / 

I'm fick, d’you hear, yet bring a Jug! 
Now Damfel young that dwels in Cheap: 
For very joy begins to leap , . 
Her Elbow {mall fhe oft does rub 5 
Tickled with hope of Sillabub! 

For Mother (who does Gold maintain 

On Thumbe, and Keys in Silver Chaine) 
In Snow White Clout, wrapt nook of Pye, 
Fat Capons Wing, and Rabbets Thigh, 
And faid to Hackney Coachman, go, 

Take Shillings fix, fay I, or no, 

Whither fays he? Quoth fle, thy Teame, 
Shall drive to place where groweth Creame. 
But Husband gray now comes fo Stall, 

For Prentice notch’d he ftrait does call: 
Where’s Dame quoth he, quoth Sun of Shop, 
She’s gone her Cake in Milk to Sop: 

Ho, ho! to Ifington ; enough! 

Fetch Job my fun, and our Dog Rafe ! 

For there in Pond, through Mire and Muck, 
Wel cry, hay Duck, there Ruffe, hay Duck! 
Now Turnbal-Dame by ftarving Paunch, 
Bates Two Stone Weight in either Haunch: 

On Branne and Liver fhe muft Dine 5 

And fits at Dore inftead of as 

he foftly fays to roaring-Swafh , 

ee pels iene Whiskers, go, fetch Cath | 
There’s Gown quoth the, fpeak Broaker fair , 
Till Term brings up weak Countrey Heir: 
Whom Kirtle red will much amaze 5 


Whilft Clown his Man on Signes does gaze, . 


190 


Tn Liv’ry fhort, Galloome on Cape, 
With Cloak-Bag Mounting high as Nape. 


Now Man that trufts, with weary Thighs, 


Seeks Garret where {mall Poet lies : 

He comes to Lame, finds Garret fhut 5 
Then not with Knuckle, but with foot 
He rudely thrufts, would enter Dores ; 
Though Poet fleeps not, yet he fnores : 
Cit chafes like beaft of Libra then 5 
Sweares, he'l not come or fend agen. 
From little Lump triangular 

Poor Poets fighes, are heard afar. 
Quoth he, do noble Numbers chufe 
To walk on feet 5 that have no fhoofe> 
Then he does wifh with fervent breath, 
And as his laft requeft ere Death, 

Ea ch Ode a Bond, each Madrigal, 

A Leafe from Haberdafhers Hall , 
Orthat he had protected bin 

At Court, 1n Lift of Chamberlain 5 
For Wights near Thrones care not an Ace, 


For Woodftreet Friend that wieldeth Mace. 


Courts pay no Scores but when they Lift, 

And Treafurer ftill has Cramp in Fifts 

Then forth he fteales 5 to Globe does run; 

And {miles , and vowes Four Atts are done: 

Finis to bring he does proteft, 

Tells ev'ry Play’r, his part is beft. 

And all to get , (as Poets ufe) 

Some Coyne in Pouche to folace Mute, 
Now Wight that acts on Stage of Bull, 

In Skullers bark does lie at Hull 5 

Which he for pennies two does Rig, 

All day on Thames to bob for Grig- 

Whiift Fencer poor does by him ftand , 

In old Dung-Lighter, Hook in hand 5 

Between knees rod , with Canvas Crib, 

To girdle Tide, clofe under Rib; 


Where Worms are put which muft {mall Fifh 


Betray at Night to Earthern Dith, 

Now London’s Chief, on Sadle new , 
Rides into Fare of Bartholewew : 

He twirles his Chain, and looketh big, 
As if to fright the Head of Pig, 

That gaping lies on greafy Stall, 

Till Female with great Belly call. 

Now Alderman in field does ftand , 
With foot on Trig, a Quoit in hand 5 
im feaven quoth he, the Game is up! 
Nothing I pay , and yet I fup. 

To Alderman , quoth Neighbour then , 
T loft but Mutton, play for Hen: 

But wealthy Blade cryes out; at Rate 
OF Kings, fhould’tt play; lets go, tis late. 


Now 


lak 
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Now lean Atturney, that his Cheefe 
Ne’r par’'d, nor Verfes took for Fees 5 
And aged Proétor , that controules , 
The feats of Punck in Court of Pauls + 
Do each with folemn Oath agree , 

To meet in Fields of Finsbury: 

With Loynes in Canvas Bow cafe tyde 3 
Where Arrows ftick with mickle pride; 
With Hats pinn’d up, and Bow in hand, 
All day moft fiercely there they ftand; 
Like Ghofts of Adam, Bell, and Clymme: 
Sol fets for fear they’l fhoot at him. 

Now Spynie, Ralph, and Gregorie {mall, 
And fhort hayr’d stephen , Whay-fac’d Pau/, 
CWhofe times are out, Indentures torn) 
Who feaven long years did never skorne sy 
To fetch up Coales for Maid to ufe, 

Wipe Miftreffes, and Childrens Shooes } 

Do jump for joy they are made free ; 

Hire meagre Steeds, to ride and fee, 

Their Parents old who dwell as near , 

As Place call’d Peake in Derby-fhire. 

There they alight , old Croanes are milde ; 

Each weeps on Cragg of pretty Childe : 

They portions give, Trades up to fet, 

That babes may live , ferve God and cheat. 
Near Houfe of Law by Temple-Bar , 

Now man of Mace cares not how far, 

In Stockings Blew he marcheth on, 

With Velvet Cape his Cloack upon; 

In Girdle, Scrowles, where names of fome, 

Are written down, whom touch of Thumbe, 

On Shoulder left muft fafe convoy , 

Anoying Wights with name of Roy. 

Poor Pris’ners friend that fees the touch, 

Cries out, aloud, I thought as much. 

Now Vaulter good , and dancing Lafs , 
On Rope, and Man that cryes hey pafs , 
And Tumbler young that needs but ftoop , 
Lay head to heel to creep through Hoope 3 
And Man in Chimney hid to drefs , 

Puppit that acts our old Queen Befs , 

And Man that whilft the Puppits play , 
Through Nofe expoundeth what they fay : 
And Man that does in Cheft include , 
Old Sodom and Gomorrah lewd : 

And white Oate-eater that does dwell ; 
In Stable {mall at Sign of Bel/: 

That lift up hoofe to fhow the prancks , 
Taught by Magitian, ftiled Banks 7 

And Ape, led Captive ftill in Chaine, 
Till he renounce the Pope and spaine. 

All thefe on hoof now trudge from Town, 


To cheat poor Turnep-eating Clown. ee 
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Now Man of War with Vifage red, 
Growes Chollerick and fweares for Bread. 
He fendeth Note to Man of Kin, 

But man leaves word, |’m not within. . 
He meets in Street with friend cal!l’d Hill; 
And cryes old Rogue! what living ftill ? 

But er’ that Street they quite are patt , 

He foftly asks , what Money haft > 

Quoth friend, a Crown; he cryes, dear heart ! 
O bafe, no more Sweet, Jendme part! 

But ftay my frighted Pen is fled 5 
My felf through fear creep under Bed ; 

For juft as Mufe would fcribble more, 
Fierce City Dunne did rap at Door. 


Ee ACeE. 


Hen you perceive thefe Stones are wet- 
Think not you fee the Marble Swet; 
It weeps for grief the day of Doom, 
(Invok’d by Saints) will fhortly come; 
Then the unwilling Marble mutt , 
Surrender all this Saints {weet Duft. 


Song. 
The Winter Storms. 


I, 
Low ! blow! The Windsare fo hoarfe they cannot blow, 
Cold,cold!our Teares freeze to Hail,our Spitle to Snow! 
The Waves are all up, they fwel as they run! 
Let them rife and rife, 
As high as the skies, 
And higher to wath the face of the Sun. 


a. 
Port, Port! the Pilot 1s blinde! Port at the Helm! 
Yare, yare! For one foot of fhore take a whole Realm, 
Alee , or we fink! Does no man know to wind her, 
Lefs noyfe and more room! 
We fayl in aDrumme ! 
Our Sayles are but Wraggs, which Light’ning turns to Tinder. 


2: 
Aloof, aloof! Hey , how thofe Carracks and Ships, 
Fall foul and are tumbled and driven like Chips ? 
Our Boatfen, alafs, a filly weak Grifle , 
For fear to catch cold , 
_ Lies down in the Hould , 
We all hear his Sighs, but few hear his Whittle. 


Upon 
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Upon the Marriage of the Lady Jane Cavendith with Mr. 
Cheney. 


i, 
’ Hy from my thoughts {weet reft; fweeter to me $ 
Then young Ambition’s profp’rous Travails be, 
Or Love's delicious progreffes ; 


: And is next Death the greateft eafe> 
Vvhy from fo calme a Heav'n 


Doft call me to this VVorld, all windy grown 5 
| VVhere the light Crowd > like lighteft Sand is driven, 
And weighty greatnefs, even by them, to Air is blown? 


To the Duke of Richmond, in the Year 16309. 


My Lord, 


He Court does feem a Ship, where all are ftill, 
Bufie by office, or imploy’d for skill ; 
And attive grow through {tirring hope or fear : 
For Courts breed ftormes , and ftormes are lafting there. 
VVhere he that feeds a wild ambitious {pirit , 
And .ourifhes defires above his merit, 
Is loft when he imagines to prevail 5 
Becaufe his little fhip bears too much fayl : 
VVhilft cunning Statefmen (fafe from envious checks) 
Move carelefly , as Seamen walk on Decks 5 
VVearing their faces often to the VVett, 
VVhen bownd and fayling to the rifing Eaft. 
And in the Court, as in a Ship we find, 
That in fome factious fodain VVar of VVind, 
The very Ballaft we were poized by , 
(VVeighty Difcretion and Integrity , 
The helps which Time and Nature belt afford) 
VVe for our fafety , oft throw over-Board, 
And, as in Ships, fo when the Storm grows high 
At Court, we oft on Couz’ning Hope rely 5 
Our Anchor in uncertain Quick-Sands caft , 
VWVhere wanting fteady hold to make it faft , 
The Anchor Hope (alas) we vainly {pend, 
Like men expos’d to truft a faithlefs friend, 
Informers are the Pumps, which ufeful grow, 
By voyding ills that fecretly o’reflow; 
On whofe diftaftful mifchiefs Pow’r muft wink , 
And {till endure them active though they ftink. 
And, asin Ships, fo in a Palace all, 
Proceed by Aids that are collateral. 
The way to higheft Pow’r is ftill oblique 5 
VVhich when we ftrive to move , we, Seamen-like , 
Mutt hand a leffer ftring, untill it ftir 
A diftant Cord whieh does our force prefer , ee 
trai 
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Whilft Money, like the Boatfens whiftle, calls , 

Each helper till through hafte moft hazard falls, 
But this great Ship, the Court, takes dayly in 

Poor Traficquers who with {mall Stocks begin : 

They Trade with Fortune , and her falfe-VVares buy: 

One of this flight neglected Crowd am I. 

My little venture I faw fafely ftow’d : 

Both VVind and Tyde ferv’d outward from the Road3 

But making way, and bearing ev’ry Sayle, 

Proudly, asif I {till could chufe my Gale; 

Strait I beheld (amaz’d as with a wrack) 

The fheets all rumpled and the Cordage flack 5 

Sure fome perverfe and undifcover’d hand , 

Pulls an odd Rope that by oblique Command, 

Doth ftraine another, till by fecret skill, 

It makes a turning or a ftanding ftill. 

But you, my noble Lord, (who fit fo near 

The bufie Helm, and wifely help to fteer) 

Muft be my princely Pilot, and you may, 

Reform the fhip till fhe can ride her way. 

If then my Voyage profper (though I am 

Now hardly grown to bear a Factors name) 

Yet who dares boldly doubt that I fhall be, 

In time a mighty Burgher of the Sea. 

My Bark may Multiply , and grow a Fleet, 

And I lay yearly Cuftoms at your Feet. 


To Mry W. M. Againft Abfence. 


Edler in Love! thou with the common Art, 
Pp Of Trafickers doft fly from Mart to Mart , 
Thinking thy paflions (falfe as their falfe Ware) 
Will, if not here, vent in another Fare, 
As if thy fubtile threat’ning to remove, 
From hence could raife the price of thy poor Love, 
Thou knowft , the Deer being fhot, the Hunter may, 
Securely truft him though he run away 5 
For flying with his Wound the Arrow more, 
Does gall and vex him then it did before. 
Abfence from her you Love (that Love being true) 
Is a thin Cloud between the Sun and you; 
It does not take the object from your Eye, 
But rather makes you abler to defcry. 
Then know my wandring weake Philofopher , 
You vainly take the paines to fly from her, 
On whom in abfence you muft ever think , 
For ‘tis a kind of feeing when you winke. 
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A New-years-Gift to the Oucenyin the Year 1643. 


Ts 


Adam, ’tis fit I now make even 
ik My numerous accompts with Heaven, 
Leaft all my old ye 


c ears crimes, if unforgiven, 
Should ftill ftand charg’d upon the new: 
And, fince Confeffion makes them lefs, 


My greater Crimes I will confefs, 
Which are, my Praifes writ of you, 


2, 
Not that ‘tis likely I can be 
Prophane in fuch a high degree, 
To think thofe Praifes are Idolatric : 
But I implore my Sorrows may 
Excufe me from thofe torments due 
For my attempts of praifing you 
The Poets dull and common way. 


3. 
Firft, Tconfe(s I did you wrong, 
When rafhly in each Lyrick Song, 
I faid, your Native Beauty did belong 
Unto fome Planet of the Night : 
Asif I fondly could furmife 
You had fuch weak and needy Eyes, 
As borrow’d to maintain their light. 


4. 
Next, I confefs, with fighs and teares, 
That to unknown harmonious Spheares 
Or to the feather’d Eaftern Quirifters 
I likned you when you did fing 5 
Your {weetnefs, unto Buds and Flowers 
When dews of Afay or April fhowers 
Begin, or confummate the Spring, 


iS 
Be mercifull ; and think not on 
The courfe injuftice Ihave done 
By either dull and falfe comparifon - 
Why fhould we liken you to ought 
Wetake on truft for Excellence 3 
Or what doth pleafe the Peoples fence, 
Or what by rafher Fame js taught. 
6 


With greater fafety we may dare 
Reiemble you to what you are 5 
And fitly yours unto your own compare, 
For when you fing, then we fhould fay 
This Mufick now doth charme the Fate 4 
Jaft like that Mufick we did heare 
From your own voice the other day: 


And 


* 


Poems on feveral Occafions , 


Fe 
And when you breathe, we need not bring 
So many Flowers, as in the Spring 
Would beautifie an Ethnick offering, 
To thew or fimilize you more: 
Jt were much wifer todeclare, 
This odour fo perfumes the Ayre 
Asthat when you paf{s’d by before. 
8 


Put oh! Howcan I hope for reft > 
Confcience, which to anothers breaft 
Comes but in vifit, asa hafty Gueft, 
Not onlv dwells but rules inme ; 
As if my groanes mutt ever laft ; 
Becaufe I faid that you are chaft 
Like bathful cold Euridice. 


Sure he that in his iediinee 
Does truft a Fable to exprefs 
Your worth, takes filly paines to make it lefs, 
Thofe whocompare your Chattity 
Mutt cautious grow, and only fweare 
You are but like to what you were, 
When in your blooming Infancy. 
IO. 
Madam, fince now I have made even 
My numerous accompts with Heaven, 
I boldly may expect to be forgiven 5 
For when I liken or Commend. 
Each fingle vertue with the reft 
That ftrive for higher place within your Breaft, 
T find your Mercy does tranfcend. 


Tothe QUEEN ; Entertain’d at Night. In the Year 1644. 


Had you had fin enough to be afraid, 
Or we the vertue not to caufe that feare, 
You had not hither come to be betray’d. 


I. 
UW Nhappy Excellence, What make you here ? 


2. 
But fince you come, and bring fo rich a ftore 
Of Native Ornament and Inward wealth, 
Do not expect to goe, and leave us poore; 
For we mutt fhare of both, by force or ftealth. 


3. 
Tis not enough, though from each excellence 
You furnith us that here expecting ftand: 
We mutt divide your vertues, and difpence 
Them, as a bounty, through this needy Land, 


4 
In neceffary hafte, your Charity 
Shall unto great fufpitious Wits be given 5 
But timely, ere they breathe their laft, to try 
If, without Faith, they can arrive at Heaven, 
Unto 
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Unto the Clergy, your Humilitys 
Till like the old Apoftles they appeare, 
Who ferv’d, ( had they not lik’d their low degree ) 
One that could make them greater then they were. 


On Judges, your compaffion we beftow 5 

To make them, when they punith, lefs (evere ; 
For poor difdain’d Invaders valiant grow 

VVhen rigid Lawes make wealthy Cowards here. 


PB 
To Citizens, your Bounty 5 who believe 
They for long Couz’ning dearly fatisfie, 
If to appeafe new Kings, they Pageants give, 
And {weeten Heaven with Almes when they muft die, 


Your truth, we offer to the Politick, 

VVho, with new Crutches, would fupport the Lawes; 
Excufing publick Ayds with an old Trick 

Of wanting con{cience to approve the caufe, 


9. 
Your patience, now our Drums are filent grown 5 
VVe give to Souldiers, who in fury are, 
To find the profit of their Trade is gone, 
And Lawyers ftill grow rich by Civil VVarr. 
To. 
Your Chaftity to all, that fo we may 
Safely without affronts to publick peace, 
Perform the Zealots part a calmer way 5 
VVhilft vertue makes the high Commiffion ceafe. 
II. 
To feeming Statefmen we defign your wit 5 
For wanting wit they gravely wit defpife, 
But when by having yours they value it, 
They need no power nor wealth to make them wife, 
12. 
Your Beauty, to your Ladies we decree, 
Yet, fince each foon would quarrel for her fhare, 
VVe only think it fafe in Majefty, 
Andthey more fafe from Envy, as they are. 


13, 
Your bathfulnefs fhall freely be allow’d 
To Northern Suters who befiege the Throne: 
For Princes look like Prifoners in that Croud, 
VVhere moft by impudence not worth are known. 
14. 
Your voice Cour Mufick when you fpeak) we give 
To thofe who teach the Myfteries above, 
That their perfwafions we may {oon believe 5 
For Doétrines thrive when we our Teachers love. 
ice 
Your heart, to thofe who {wore the Covenant 5 
And though this Gift to them feem ftrange to you, 
Yet fuch a heart as yours they only want, 


To make them loving to their King and true: 
Now 


- 
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16. 
Now of thefe Vertues you have rifled been, 
And fo much Ornament is fent away 3 
How (Madam) do you feel your felf within? 
The Sun and you can ne’r deprive 
Your felves by what you others give: 
You both keep Light by motion frem decay. 


17. 
Think not thefe Vertues loft but ftept afide; 
Then long you need not for their abfence mourne, 
Such Guefts cannot in Clayie fheds abide, 
But to their Chriftall-Court will foon returne. 


To the QUEEN. 


Adam; fo much peculiar, and alone 
M Are Kings, fo uncompanion’d in a Throne: 
That through the want of fome equality 
(Familiar Guides, who lead them to comply) 
They may offend by being fo fublime 5 
As if to be a King might be a crime; 
All lefs then Kings no more with Kings prevaile 
Then lefler Weights with greater ina Scale: 
They are not mov’d (when weigh’d withina Throne) 
But by a greatnefs equall to their own. 
To cure this high obnoxious finglenefs 
(Yet not to make their power but danger lefs) 
Were Queenes ordain’d; who were in Monarchs breafts 
Tenants for life, not accidental Guefts + 
So they prevaile by Nature, not by chance 5 
But you (with yours) your vertue does advance ; 
When you perfwade him (in the Peoples caufe) 
Not to efteeme his Judges more then Laws, 
In Kings (perhaps) extreame obduratenefs 
Is as in Jewels hardnefs in excefs: 
Which makes their price: for we as well call ftones 
For hardnefs as for brightnefs, Paragones : 
And ’tis perhaps fo with obdurate Kings 
As with the beft impenitrable things. 
No way to pierce or alter them is found, 
Till we to Di'monds ufe a Diamond. 
So youto him, who, to new-forme his Crown, 
Would bring no aides lefs precious then his own: 
Others have prov'd to be convenient things 
To find the fodain’ft way to ruine Kings, 
Whilft you (whofe vertues make your Councells thrive) 
Look’t on that myftick word, Prerogative, 
As if you faw long-hid uncurrant Gold 5 
Which muft (though it prove good) be try’d 
Becaufe it long has laine afide ; 
And rather too, becaufe the Stamp is old : 
Which in the Mettals triall fome deface, 
Whilft you by polifhing would make it pafs. 
When 
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When you have wrought it to a yieldingnefs 
That fhewsit fine but makes itnot weigh lefs, 
Accurft are thofe Coart-sophifters who fay 

When Princes yield, Subjects no more ovey. 
Madam, you that ftudied Heaven and Times 
Know there is Punifhment, and there are Crimes. 
You are become (which doth augment your tate) 
The Judges Judge, and Peoples Advocate : 

Thefe are your Triumphs which (perhaps) may be 
( Yet Triumphs have been tax’d for Cruelty ) 
Efteem’d both juftand mercifully good: 

Though what you gain with Tears, coft others Blood. 


PROLOG ULE 
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To the unfortunate Lovers. 


Ere you but halfe fo humble to confefs, 
V V As you are Wife, to know your Happinefs ; 
Our Author wou'd not grieve to fee you fit 
Ruling with fuch unqueftion’d pow’r his Wit : 
How happy were I, could I ftill retain 
‘My Loyalty to him, yet fairly gain 
Your kind opinion by revealing now 
The caufe of that great Storm which clouds his Brow, 
And his clofe murmurs, which fince meant to you, 
Icannotthink, ormannerly, or true? 
Well 5 [begin tobe refolv’d, and let 
My melancholly Tragick Monfieur fret ; 
Let him the feveral harmlefs weapons ufe 
Of that all-daring trifle, call’d his Mufe ; 
Yet I’leinform you what this very day 
Twice before witnefs, I have heard him fay 5 
Whichis, that you are grown exceflive proud 
Since ten times more of Witthen was allow’d, 
Your filly Anceftors in twenty year, 
You think, in two fhort hours to fwallow here. 
For they to Theaters were pleas’d to come, 
E’re they had din’d, to take up the beft Room: 
There fit on Benches not adorn’d with Mats, 
And gracioufly did vail their high-crown’d Hats 
To every halfe-drefs'd Player, ashe ftill My 
Through Hangings peep’d to fee the Gall ries fill. 
Good eafie judging Souls, with what delight 
They would expecta Jigg or Target-Fight, 
A furious Tale of Troy which they ne’r thought 
Was weakly Writ, if it were ftrongly Fought: 
Laught at a Clinch, the fhadow of a Jeft, 
And cry’d, A paffing good one I proteft | 
Such dull and humble-witted People were 
Even your Forefathers, whom we govern’d here: 
And fuch had you been too, he {wears, had not 
The Poets taught you to unweave a Plot. 
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To trace the winding-Scenes, and to admit 

What was true Senfe, not what did found like Wit. 
They arm’d youthus, againft themfelves to fight, 
Made {trong and mifchievous from what they write: 
You have been lately highly feafted here: 

With two great Wits who grac’dour Theatre : 

But, ifto feed you, often with delight, 

Will more corrupt then mend your appetite 5 

He vows toufe you, which he much abhors, 

As othersdid, your homely Anceftors. 
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, Ur Poet in his fury hath profett, 

/ Yet gravely,, with his Handupon his Breaft, 
That he will never wifh to fee us thrive, 
If by an humble Ep/logue we ftrive 
To court from you that priviledge to day 
Which you fo long have had to damme a Play ; 
*Las, Gentlemen, he knows, to cry Plays down 
Is half the bufinefs Termers have in Town; 
And ftill the reputation of their Wit grows {trong 3 
As they can firftcondemn, though right or wrong. 
Your Wivesand Countrey-friends may Power exact 
To find a fault or two in every Act: 
But you, by hisconfent, moft kindly fhall 
Enjoy the priviledge to rail at all: 
A happy freedom, which you love no lefs 
Then Money, Health, good Wine, or Miftreffes 5 
And he, he hopes ( when Age declines his Wit 
From this our Stage, to fitand rule the Pit ) 
Shall cruelly affume a Charter firme. 
As yours, to kill a Poetev’ry Term, 
And thov..3 he never had the confidence, 
To tax «our judgmentin his own defence, 
Yetthe next night, when you your Money fhare, 
He’l threwdly guefs what your opinions are, 


jet ON EXON GED 
Tothe WITS. 


Lefs me you kinder Starrs! How are we throng’d ¢ 
¥ Alas! whom hath our harmlefs Poet wrong’d, 
That he fhould meet together in ene day 
A Seffion, and a Faction at his Play, 
To judge, and to condemne? It cannot be 
Among{t fo many here, all fhould agree. 
Your expectation too, you fo much raife 
As if you came to wonder, not to praife. 
And this Sir-Poet ( if I e’re have read 


Cuftomes, or Men) {trikes you, andyour Mufe dead ! 
Conceive 
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Conceive now too, how much, how oft each Ear 
Hath furfeited in this our Hemifphear, 

With various, pure, eternal Wits add then 
Young Comick-Sir, you muft be kill’d agen. 
But, to out-doe thefe miferies a fort 

Of cruel fpies (we hear} intend a fport 

Among themfelves; our mirth muft not at all 
Tickle, or ftirre their Lungs, but thake their Gall. 
So this, joyn’d with the reft, makes me agin 

To fay, you and your Lady Mufe within 
Willhave but a fad doom; afd yourtrim Brow 
Which long’d for Wreaths, you muft wear naked now : 
Unlefs fomehere, out of a courteous pride, 
Refolve to praife what others fhall decide. 

So they will have thetr humour too; and we, 
More out of dulnefs then Civility, 

Grow highly pleas’d with our fuccefs to night, 
By thinking both, perhaps, arein the right. 

Such is your pleafant judgements upon Plays, 
Like Par'lels that run ftraight, though fev’ral ways, 
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_—_—— 


He bus’nes of this Epilogue, is now 
f To fmooth and ftroke the wrinkles from each brow; 
To guide feverer Judgments ( if we cou’d 
Be wife enough ) untill they thought all good 
Which they perhaps diflike; and fure, this were 
Anover-boldnefs, rais’d from too much fear, 
You have a freedom: which younow may ufe, 
To raife our youthful Poet and his Mufe 
With akinddoom 3 who will tread boldly then, 
In newer Comick- Socks, this Stage agen. 


ae Ss ORCI le RS om, 


Perici ea 


On Mrs. Katherine Crofs buried m France. 


Ithin this hallow’d Ground this Seed is fown 
V \ ) Of fuch a Flow’r(though faln e’re fully blown) 

As will when Doom, the Saints firft{pring, appears 
Be (weet as thofe which Heavens choice Bofom wears 

Sweeter in wither’d death then frefh Flow’rs are 5 

And through Deaths foul, and frightful vizard fair: 

As calm in Life as others in Deaths thade : 

So filent that her Tongue feem’d only made 

For Precepts, weigh’d as thofe in wifelt Books : 

Yetnought that filence loft us, for her looks 

Perfwaded more then others by their fpeech: 

Yet more by Deedsthen Words the lov'd to teach, 

This fair Flow’rs feed letnone remove till doom 3 

No, though to make fome great dead Princefs rooms na 
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The Worlds Triumphant-Courts preferre high Birth 5 
But Saints in Deaths low Palace under Earth 
May claim chief place, fhe was a ftranger here, 
And born within Opinicns giddy Sphear, _ 

A Land, where many, whilft they are alive, 
Profanely forthe {tyle of Saintthip {trive 

From others, andthemfelves as Saints efteem 5 
Yet Sainting after Death prophanefs deem, 
Thence, young, fhe from the finful Living fled 
For fafety here among the finlefs Dead. 

Near to this bleffed {trangers lowly Tomb 

Who dares for Neighborhood prefume to come > 
Unlefs, as her Religious Profelyte, 

Her Mother challenge a juft Tenants right. 


SONG: 
To a dreadful Tune. 


i. 
Ou Friends and Furies come along, 
Ne With Iron Crow and maffie Prong 5 
Come, drag your Shackles and draw near 5 
To fttrre a huge old Sea-coal Cake, 
Which in our hollow Hell did bake, 
Many a thoufand thoufand year. 


2. 
In fulph’rous Broth Terews hath boil’d, 
Bafted with Brimftone, Tarquin hath broil’d 
Long, long enough, then make more room ! 
Like, {moaky Flitches hang them by 
Upon our footy Walls to dry, 
A greater Ravifher is come. 


>: 
If you want fire, fetch a fupply, 
From #tva and Puteolz ! 
Yet ftay awhile, you need not ftirre, 
Since if his glowing E1es fhall chance, 
To caft on Proferpine a glance, 
He is fo hot, he’ll ravifh her. 


The PE LOLS: 


I. 
Till, (till anew Plot, or at leaft an old Trick ; 
S We Englifh were wont to be fimple and true ; 
But ev'ry Man now is a Florentine nick, 
Alittle Pere-Fofeph, or great Richeliew, 


oP 
Babels proud Miftrefs, who in Rome {till doth Rant, 
(To call her a Whore, werecourfe and uncivil) 
About fifty years fince, by Faux, her Gallant, 
Did appear ina Plot as black as a Devil. 


Ra Enis 


Never before Printed. | 
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2; 
This Plot was, though cruel, yet very concife ; 
And without flow degrees of melting the Crown 
Had diffolv’d both the King and Lords ina trice, ; 
Which Calvins dull Coufens were long pulling down, 


Some feventeen years fince, in a Town beyond Tweed, 

(Which, like Fawx his Lanthorne, with Plots became dark) 
Thefe John’s of Geneva devoutly agreed, 

To make aLay-fre ofa Spirituall Scark. 


5. 
As Wolves love a Flock, thefelove a filly throng 3 
Like Wolves too they howl, when they go to devour; 
They fall on the weak, whilft they fawn on the ftrong 5 
And teach no fubjection but only of pow’r. 
6 


O're Tweed their fhort Caffacks they brought in {mall Packs ; 
And fearing the Learn’d, they thought of returning 5 
But difguis’d in no Cuffs, in Greafe, and in Blacks, 
Our Prelates did take them for Butchers in Mourning. 


7 

For to kill, kill, and kill, wasalltheir kind Errant : 
(From good Shepheards to Sheep, incredible news) 

But they from the Prophets did thew us a Warrant, 
Two thoufand years ae and confign’d to the Jews, 


They took us for Jews by the foul marks of fin, 

And wouid be themfelves as thofe Prophets efteem’d, 
Whofe miracles brought their Authority in; 

Which elfe by the World,had but madnefs been deem’d. 


9. 
They Miracles promis’d, but fhew’d us not any ; 
Unlefs this were one of a wonderful fort, 
That with folittle Wit they foonmade fo many, 
Great Fools in the City, and Knavesin the Court, 


10, 
With the credulous Sex they firft did begin; 
Even from the mellow Miftrefs tothe green Maiden ; 
Yet on Men they prevail’d not till they call’d in 
The vehement Knippers, and hot Johns of Leyden. 
I 


I. 

From'Lanes and dark Allys, obfcurely this Throng, 

Like the Common-fhore crept, which undetground paffes 
But rofe in a Torrent fo high and fo ftrong, 

That Calvin’s meek Sonsfear’d the Banks of their Clafles 

12, 

They call’d them tocry dewn the Bifhops and Deans, 

Not thinking poor Saints, that liv’d bare and preacht odly, 
Without Gowns or Latin, could aim at the means, 

Ordain’d to fupport the Sir-Polls of the Godly. 


eb 
To ftill them the Claffes prevail’d with the Peers 
(Barons true to the Throne, as Greece to great Sander) 
That their Latine Companions, who feven Hundred years 


Had fate in their Houfe, fhould betake them to wander. 
Yet 


OL Poems on feveral Occafions, 


14. 
Yet could not the Leydens abate their fierce looks, 
Till fhortly Cathedrals, fome promis’d, fhould down 
The Nefts, asthey thought of Canonical Rogks 5 
Who (fharkt on the People much more then the Crown, 
15. 
Agen to allay them, they promift them leave, 
~ For freedom ofconfcience; which with themis no more, 
Then to fpeak and maintain what e’re they conceive : 
As aSpiritual-Mine to blowup Lay-pow’ ! 
16. 


This Rabble of Rulers, or rather Rule-guellers, 
Sent out by the City, were calmly fent back 5 

Some up to their Garrets , {ome down totheir Sellers, 
Whilft in Wefiwinfter ftorms, Whitehal went to wrack, 


7 
Whitebal fold thofe ftorms which Wefiminfter bought, 
As cheaply, Heaven knows, as Laplanders{ell’em 3 
But although quickly rayfe’d , yet being high wrought, 
Court Witches could no more then Laplanders quell’em 


To, 
We fear'd not the Scots from the High-land, nor Low-land3 
Though fome of their Leaders did craftily brave us, 
With boafting long Service in Rafe and in Poland, 
And with their fierce breeding under Guftavas. 
19. 
Not the Tales of their Combats, more ftrange then Romances 
Nor Sandy's fcrew’d Cannon did ftrike us with wonders 
Nor their Kettle-Drums founding before their long Launces 5 
But Scottifh-Court-whifpers {truck furer then Thunder. 
20. 
A while for the Kirke, they were rude, loud, and hot, 
As are (under favour) our Courfe Engli/h Gentry, 
Put when this knack Spiritual grew a Lay-Plot, 
They whifper’d like Lovers hid in a dark Entry. 
a1. 
Each Three drunken Comrades a Junto was grown 5 
And talkt no more loud of Brifack, or Cafall, 
But whifper'd how Exgland might ftrait be their own; 
By a Covenant devout, as Cat’lin’s Caball, 
oe 
At the Court-Game, Revenge, which at Court never ends, 
Some Englifh like Scots fet deep at the Cafter ; 
And to blow up a Foe who threw at fome Friends, 
Stak’t boldly Three Kingdoms, befide a kind Matter, 


aR. 
Now Plot upon Plot was defign’d every houre, 
And Mine after Mine, was inceflantly wrought ; 
Totake in the Court, the decay’d Fort of Pow’r, 
Which by Traytors within to Parly was br ougt. 


24. 
A King feems to ftand bare, as if never Crown’d, 
Who Treats with His Subjects when Enemies grown ; 
And when Subjects Treat Arm’d, if then they compound, 
They, in ftead of His Foes, become more their own. 
25. But 


Neever before Printed. 


ase 
But now the Befiegers had Plots much affunder, 
The Peersat the Breach, bid the Commons firft venture 
For Freedomand Truth, that they for the plunder, 
To pay publick Faith, might at laft fafely enter, 
26. 
But the Commons totry ifthe Barons were bold, 
And durft guite deftroy what they would but reform,” 
Said, by Treaty totakeit, would thew their Zeal cold; 
Therefore bade them affift to force it by ftorm. 
OF, 
This Storm was diverted bya pretty {mall plot; 
The publick defigne was particular grown 3 
For a fevy ofeach houfe were met tna knot, 
To flack the State intereft and faften their own. 


Sung as a Prologue when the faithful Shepherdefs 


was Prefented. 


Prief?, 
& Broyling Lambon Pam’s chief Altar lies, 
A My Wreath, my Cenfor, Virge, and Incenfe by : 

But I delay’d the precious Sacrifice, 

To thew thee here agentler Deity. 
| Nymph. | 
Nor was Ito thy Sacred Summons flow, 
Hither Icamef{wift as the Eagles wing, 
Or threat’ning Shaft from vext Diana’s Bow, 
Paz fends his offering to this Iflands King. 

Prieft. 

Blefs then that Queen whofe Eies have brought that light 

Which hither led and ftays him here 5 

He now doth fhine within her Sphear, 
And mutt obey her Scepter half this night. 

Nymph. 
Sing we fuch welcomes as hall make her {way 
Seem eafie to him, though it laft tillday. 
Chorus of both, 

Welcome as Peace to wealthy Cities when 
Famine and Sword have left more Graves then Men 3 
As Spring to Birds, or Phebys to the old 
Poor Mountain A4u/covite congeal’d with cold 5 
As Shore to Pilots ina fafe-known Coatt, 
Their Cards being broken and their Rudders loft. 


Epitaph. 


ee) 
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eT AE: 
Ou Mr. John Sturmy. 


Thou canft not fuffer him to lie alone; 
For whenthou ftudy’ft well what thou fhalt Read, 
Thow, putting off thy Flefh, wilt come to Bed. 
Graves from our Bedsno other difi’rence have, 
But that our quiet’ft reft is in the Grave : 
in Graves, even whenill made, we never ake 5 
Jn eafi’ft Beds we ftart, and turn, and wake. 
But this difcourfe, to fhew where he does lie, 
(Praifing hiseafe in Death, to makethee dye) 
Tsnot fo wife and needful, as totell 
How much he others did in Life excel : 
For fo, thou, by the Pattern he did give, 
Mayft for the publick good, think fit to live. 
Though sturmy wasderiv'd from ancient Race, 
Though to his Birth his Courage gave a grace 5 
Yet was he notingag’d in haughty Wars, 
But bufy’d in the Citys humble cares : 
Liv’d quict in a fad and furious Age, 
When Valour every where did {well to Rage 5 
When Juftice with the Sword was fain to fence 
Ata clofe Guard to refcuc Innocence. 
tie therefore laid his quiet Courage by, 
Becaufe too weak to ftrive with deftiny. 
So plainly juft, as kept him fafe from ftrife 5 
Still kind to all, but Kindeft to his Wife : 
Who being of his company bereft; 
Does daily feck him in his Pledges left : 
Two Pledges left to pay her that efteem. 
Which, for hervfe, his love had pay’d to them. 
Tm ripeft years, his mind did fecretly 
Confume his Body, which made hafteto dye, 
Contum'd with grief, to fee the publick crimes, 
He dy’d, as thou fhould’{t wifely do, betimes, 


R Eader, here Sturmy lies; which being known 


Maf-zr Serjeant’s Clients 
To tre Noble Widow. 


Ou, Madam, are handfome, prudent and witty, 

Our Serjeant, alas, too fadly does know it 3 
But, if you can havea paflion of pity, 

His Clients,in troth,muft per{wade youto fhowit. 


Ze 
Heonce hada Tongue fo fharp and fo pliant, 
That thofe who provoktit, quickly were undone; 
More Brains then would ferve the head ofa Giant 


Or al] che Haranguers of Puris and Londoz. 
3, Thefe 
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Thefe once were the Gifts his Clic have joy’d in; 

Now wildly he looks, then ftraite he turhes ftupid: 
His cafe and our cafe is alter'd, quotly Ploydin ; 

He pleads not for Clients, but talks of one Cupid, 


4. 
A Lad of renowne, and ftill a'great Leader 
Through Lobbys of Court, where he whifpers to all ; 
But the Devil ne’r thought to find him a pleader 
And whifp’ring our Serjeant in Weftawinfter-Hall, 


5. 
He turnes our Law-Cafes to Cafes of Love; 
Demurrers, like Widowes delayes, he does dread; 
Injunctions are things for a Rivall toinove ; 
But when he joynes iffue it brings him to bed, 
6 


All the Legends of love we foon may believe 

Who watch the amours of thi: our learned Grandi D 
He now reads the Poets , and ftudies to grieve, 

By quoting the fighs in de arte amandi. 


7. 
Good Madam, unlefs fome miftery lie in’t, 
And Widowes fee farther thea a Cafuitt ices, 
Difmifs our great Pleader, now grown your Client; 
But fend him not home till he payes you his Fees. 


To my Friend Mr. Ogilby, 
Upon the Fables ef /Clop Paraphras'd in Ver(e, 


When God in Temples dwelt hot, but in Hearts, 
*. When Men might Teachers by their-deeds believe, 
When Power rob’d none, nor Science did deceive ; 

Nor oz:ing Thought wildly to Heaven did fly, 
Searching Records which in Gods Clofet Jie ; 
To know (fince none like God eternal were) 
How his dominion could at firlt appeare ? 
Prefuming, he nor honor had nor fway 
Before fome liv’d to worfhip and obey. 

Vaite thought! could Mandoubi God was e’re alone, 
Whofe feverall being to himfelf were known? 

Or, if he Power could want, it mutt but be 
Becaufe he could not make fit Companie 
To tend bis own perfections; which were more 
Then now beft Soules can perfectly adore 
Cr could he, if alone, feele want of {way 
Who Worlds could make, and make thofe Worlds obay ? 
For what he fince created argues more 
His Love of doing good then love of Pow'r. 
Nor fo could God miftake, as to believe 
That to be hoacur which his Creatures give; 


Yr Empires Childhood, and the dawne of Arts, 


Nor 
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Nor could he then, fince honour is refpect, 

Want honor till himfelf he did neglect , 

For if it might be faid, he was alone, 

Yet to himfelf his Excellence was known 3 

Which was fo great, that if himfelf could raife 

His honour higher with his own juft praife, 

He was himfelf his own abundant Theme, 

And only could himfelf enough efteeme, 

But thefe vex thoughts, which Schooles unquiet make, 

And like to madnefs keep their Soules awake, 

Took reft, and flept, in infaitcy of Time, 

And with feal’d eyes did never upwatd climbe. 
To {tudy God, God’s Student, Man, was made ; 

To read him as in Natures Text convay’d 

Not as in Heaven, but as he did defcend 

To Earth, his eafier Book; where, to fufpend 

And fave his Miracles, each little Flower, 

And lefler Fly, fhews his familiar power. 

Then ufefully the Studious World was wife, 

Not learn’d , as now in ufelefs fubtilties. 

Trath, naked then, not arm’d with Eloquence, 

Walk’d fafe, becaufe all rofe in her detence. 

But now the graveft Schools, through Pride contend ; 

And Truth awhile, at laft themfelves defend. 

So vext is now the World with Mifteries, 

Since prouder Mindes dreft Truth in Arts difguife 5 

And {fo Serene and Calme was Empire then, 

Whilft Statefmen ftudy’d Beafts to govern Men. 

Accurft be Zgypi’s Priefts, who firft through Pride 

And Avarice this common Light did hide: 

To Temples did this Morall Text confine, 

And made it hard, to make it feeme Divine - 

In Creatures formes a fancy’d Deity _ 

They drew, and rais’d the Myfterie fo high, 

As all to reach it did require their aid 5 

For which they were, as hir'd Expounders, pay’d. 

This Clouded Text, which but to few was known, 

In time grew darker, and was read by none; 

So weak of Wing is Soaring Myftery 5 

And Learning’s light goes out, when held too high : 
But bleft be /fop, whom the wife adore, 

Who this dark Science did to light reftore 5 

Which though obfcur’d, when rais’d and made Divine, 

Yet foon did in his humble Moralls fhine. 

For that which was by Art for Profit hid, 

And to the Laitie, as to Spies, forbid, 

He, as the hirelefs Prieft of Nature, brought 

From Temples, and her dettrine freely taught 5 

Whilft even to Beafts, Men, blufhing, feem’d afham’d 

That Men by Beafts he counfell’d and reclaim’d. 
Bleft be our Poet too! whofe Fire hath made 

Grave Zfop warme in Deaths detefted fhade. 

Though Verfes are but Fetters deem’d by thofe 

Who endlefs journeys make in wandring Profe 5 


Yet 
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Yet in thy Verfe, methinks, I A/op fee 

Lefs bound than when his Mafter made him free: 
So well thou fitt'ft the meafure of his Minde, 
Which, though the Slave, his body, were confin’d, 
Seem’d, as thy Wit, {till unconftrain’d, and young, 
And like thy numbers eafie, and as ftrong. 

Or as thy Mufe in her Satyrick ftrain 

Doth {pare the perfon, whilft the Vice is flain, 

So his rebukes, though fharp, were kind and grave, 
Like Judges, chiding thofe whom they would fave, 
Thus fince your equall Souls fo well agree, 

I needs muft paint his Minde in drawing thee, 
Be both renown’d! and whilft you Nature Preach, 
May Art ne’r raife your Text above our reach. 
Your Moralls will (they are fo fubt’ly plain) 
Convince the fubtile, and the Simple gaine 5 

So pleafant too, that we more pleafure take 

( Though only pleafure doth our Vices make) 

To hear our Sins rebuk’d with fo much Wirt, 

Than er’e we took when thofe we did commit. 
Laws do in vaine with force our wills invade 5 
Since you can Conquer when you but Perfwade, 


S<O°N G: 
To Two Lovers Condemn’d to die. 
Ie 
H draw your Curtains and appeare! 
‘@) You ftraite like Sparks muft upward fly; 
Whilft we but vainly fay, you were, 
So foon you'll vanifh from the Eye. 


ry 
And to what Starr both are aflign’d 
( For fure you can’t divided be ) 
A Lovers Ait can never find. 
It puzles wife Aftrology. 


To Mr. Edward Laurence. 


S fome, with care, the oe looks furvay 5 
A To guefs their comforts from enfuing day 5 

So have I watcht thy early youth, to know 

How much the World may to thy Manhood owe: 
And find thy Life is in her entrance cleere, 
As was the Suns new face in his firft Spheare 5 

Ere yet his beames thofe Clouds and Mifts had drawne, 
Which fince muft ferve for Cyprefs and for Lawne 
ounger Wits, when he, from Lakes and Woods, 


Toy 
Exhales for fick Avrora, Vayles. and Hoods, 2 
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Yet as the glorious Sun could not proceed 

Cleare in his Courfe, but did on vapours feed 5 
As his excefs of luftre 1s the caufe, 

That o’re his face thofe dark’ning Maskes he drawess 
So, fince your Morne in glory is begun, 

Your Noone muft through exhal’d contagions run 3 
Through mifts of common breath, corrupt and crude, 

Made of the cenfures of the Multitude 5 
And through thofe Clouds which ever rife and {well 

When Envy weuld o’rcaft thofe that excell. 
If mighty vertue, like the Chymifts Stone, 

Breed bufie Spys and dangers where ‘tis known; 
And fhould be fhyly hid from States, who lefs 

Then private Mindes endure a brave excefs. 
If Giant-Vertue, the Crowds Monfter be; 

Not, that they difproportion in it fee, 
But onely therefore it offends their Eyes, 

Becaufe ’tis good above the vulgar fize 5 
If fo, then think it not your vertues floath, 

When fhe awhile delayes her purposd growth 5 
Till you confult, not only what to grow, 

But of that fruit, how much ‘tis fit to fhow. 
And though I have no vertue, by whofe force 

I Pilot-like, might dare to guide your Courfe 5 
Yet being old ( thongh but a Paflenger 

That have a little markt, how others f{teere) 
I may fufpect where Rocks in ambufh ftand, 

And guefs at fhallowes of deceitfull fand 5 
Which of my Art no illuftrations are 

To recommend my judgment, but my care. 
Allow me then, the noble toyle to find 

The greateft condnét of each greater Mind 
That Fame in her authentick Roles hath read 5 

In which the Living may confult the dead 5 
And a Record, and Prophecy may fee, 

Of what the Heroes were, and thou fhalt be. 


EPITHALAMIUM. 


The morning after the Marriage of the Earl of Barymore 
with Mrs. Martha Laurence. 


T. 


Or elfe we hear wilde Notes when Poets Sing 5 
Loves pleafant Priefts who teach the World to wooe. 
Nor can they want Difcretions Light 
To follow Love’s moft fecret Flight 3 
For they are grave, and of his Council too. 


A Lover is a high and mighty Thing ! 


2. But 


nee 
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But if a Lover fo important be 
That half his Dreames may fill a Hiftory, 
Then muft a Bridegroomes Title higher found 5 
Who firft a feather’d Lover is, 
And then flies upward to the blifs 
Of being a victorious Lover crown’d, 


Ey 
But if a Bridegroome be fo crown’d a Thing 
(For more then Lover is not lefs then King) 
How glorious is the Bride who gives that Crown ¢ 
For though fhe cannot well depofe 
The Sov’raign Prince whom fhe has chofe, 
Yet the awhile can kill him with a frown. 


4- 
A Bridegroome and a Bride, Loves King and Queen, 
Fame {ayes, are now at Court, and tobe feen 5 . 
And other profp’rous Lovers, though but few, 
And Poets, but they bear no {way 5 
And this, © coftly Opera ! 
Thou, fatally, canft witnefs to be true. 


5: 

I will to Court, aad Fame fhall be my Guide : 
But thou, fantaftick Fame, canft nothing hide; 
And I aloof in fhade would follow thee: 

Fame therefore leave thy Trumpet here, 

To which all liften with fome feare; 
For it does praife but few, and cannot me. 

6 


Vaine Guide! the whifpers every fool fhe meets 5 
And makes her {tops and turnings in the Streets, 


Which are the Peoples durty Galleries, 
Hence ! leaft we reach the Court too late! 


For little fleep does ferve the State 5 
And Pow’r, the dublick Scout, needs watchful Eyes. 


AS 
At laft, to Hywens Chamber we are come, 
After our heedful walks through every Roome; 
Where many eaft and cancell’d Lovers ftay 5 
Who envy’d this triumphant night 5 
And therefore came ere it was light 
In hafte, to tell the ee it was day, 


Awake faire Bride! and be your Bridegroomes dawne ! 
Break through your Curtaines, Clouds, and Mifts of Lawne.e 
Like op’ning Buds your early {weets difclofe ! 

Though froward Winter now growes old, 

And coughs aloud with taking cold, 
Be thou calme Jxxe, and our unfolded Rofe. 


9. 
But being now difplay’d, What guilt is thine, 
That, like the Morne, thou doft in bluthes {hine > 
Rofes, the Morne, and you, are innocent : 
And, asin blufhes you agree, 
So are you the undoubted Three 
‘That have alike no reafon to repent. 10. Thou 
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10. 
Thou Bridegroome, noble in thy Minde as Blood, 
Haft Honour’s flame to light thee foon to good : 
But Honour waites as Page behinde thy Bride. 
Thou muft, to match her vertue, be 
Humble and harmlefs too as fhe 5 
And from griev’d Lovers all her beauties hide, 
Ti; 
Draw not her Curtaines yet 3 nor rife to boaft 
What bleffings thou haft gain’d, and they have loft: 
But, free from mifchief, fleep awhile, and dreame 
How kind and loyal fhe will be, 
Whilit fafter fhe imagines thee 
The Lovers Pattern, and the Poets Theam. 
12, 
Arife, arife! you muft not undertake 
To think in fleep all I fhould fpeak awake, 
Or Hymens Priefts in bleflings can exprefs. 
The World you know not yet; nor fee 
What will with it and you agree: 
I am his Prieft, and thus have learnt to blefs, 


13, 
Firft, may thofe interwifhes you did make 
In dream (though you fublim’d them wher awake) 
And may thofe ftrange perfections which the Bride 
(Lifting her Snowy hands) did crave 
To glorify what both would have, 
Be all by Hymens policy deny‘d. 
I 


4. 
For Hymens Common-weale cannot difpence 
In private with Monarchick excellence, 
When fingularly good you ftrive to be 
Then will the marry’d Populace 
Cry, Libertie ! and foon deface 
Your vertue to preferve their Vices free. 
15. 
And, though the Ermizes whitenefs be his grace, 
Yet it provokes the Hunter to the Chace; 
So an exceflive purity of Love 
Unarmes you to invite offence, 
And for a Prey keeps Excellence, 
You muft acquaint the Serpent with the Dove. 
16. 
Next, may your Loves fweet Pledges prove but few 5 
For how can many grow fo good as you? 
Or rather, Hymen kindly grant that none, 
Though of your own wifht Progenie, 
May to your felvesfoequalbe — 
In vertue as to fecond your renowne, 
17, 
For who can fuch a cautious Envy blame 
As grieves that any one, though of your name, 
Should wholly equall you in future dayes; 
And fo a theam to Poets be 
By which they foon might equall me, 
And get a flourihing Eftate of Bayes? 78. But 
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18. zi 


But how, {weet Bride, can envy ere fuppofe 
A Rofe-Tree budding fhould not bear a Rofe > 
Or that thy vertuous Mother bore not thee, 
Or that thy noble Father cou’d 
To any others truf{t his blood 
But {uch as thy excelling Brothers be? 


19. 
Here then let my fantaftick bleflings ceafe. 
I give you liberty your felves to blefs, 
Whilft Hyens bufie Priefthood | lay down. 
A Poet has not power toadd 
To that perfection which you made 
When both your withes joyn’d to make you one, 


20, 
Fame, fhake thy Wings! and {traite prepare to fly 5 
I came not here to write a Hiftory. 
Nor can] ftay, though thou art loth to move, 
This Gourt is thy moft proper Spheares 
For thou mayft found the triumps here 
OF mighty Warriours, and of mighty Love. 


21. 
Thofe are the Songs that keep the World awake. 
Stay then, and { will fend thy Trumpet back ; 
Which civilly I made thee leave behinde : 
Thy courted looks, if feen with me, 
Would wither, and thy Mufick be 
But wandring blafts of the unheeded winde. 


Sa a 


The DREAME. 
To Mr. George Porter, 


I. 
7 O Victor, when in Battel fpent, 
When he at night afleep doth lie, 
Rich in a Conquer’d Monarchs Tent, 
Ere had fo vaine a dreame as I, 


2. 
Me-thought I faw the early’ft fhade, 
And {weeteft that the Spring can Hee 3 
Of Jefmyn, Bry’re; and Woodbine made, 
And there I faw Clorinda dead, 


on 
Though dead fhe lay, yet could I fee 
No Cyprefs nor no mourning Ewe 5 
Nor yet the injur'd Lovers Tree; 
No Willow near her Coffin grew, 


4. 
But all fhew’d unconcern’d to be; 
As if juft Nature there did ftrive 
To feemas pittilefs as the 
Was to her Lover when alive, 
5. Ana 
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5. 
Andnow methought I loft all care 
In lofing her 5 and wasas free 
As®irds let loofe into the Ayre, 
Or Rivers that are got to Sea. 
6 


Methought Loves Monarchy was gone; 
And whilft Elective Numbers fway 

Our choice and change makes Pow’r our own, 
And thofe Court us whom we obey. 


oe 
Yet foon, now from my Princefs free, 

I rather frantick grew then glad : 
For Subjects, getting liberty, 

Got but a Licence to es mad, 


Birds that are long in Cages aw’d, 
If they get out, a while will roame, 
But f{traite want skill to live abroad 
Then pine and hover near their home. 
9. 
And t>the Ocean Rivers run 
From being pent in Banks of Flowers, 
Not knowing that th’exhaling Sun 
Will fend them back in weeping fhowers, 
10. 
Soon thus for pride of Liberty 
I low defires of bondage found ; 
And vanity of being free. 
Bred the difcretion to be bound. 


II. 
But as dull Subjects fee too late 
The:r fafety in Monarchal Reign, 
Finding their freedome in a State 
Is but proud ftrutting in a Chaine. 
12. 
Then growing wifer, when undone, 
In Winters nights fad Stories fing 
In praife of Monarchs long fince gone, 
To whom their Bells they yearly Ring. 


12. 
So now [ mourn’d that fhe eo dead, 
Whofe fingle pow’r did govern me, 
And quickly was by reafon led 
To find the harm of liberty, 
14. 
In Loves free State where many {way, 
Number to change our Hearts prepares, 
And but one Fetter takes away, 
To lay a world uf handfome f{nares, 
15. 
And I, Loves Secretary now, : 
(Ray’d in my dreame to that grave ftile) 
The dangers of Loves State to fhowe, 
Wiote to the Lovers of this Ifle. 
16. For 
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16. 


For Lovers correfpond, and each, 
Though, States-man like, he th’other hate 
Yet flily one another teach , 
By civil Love to fave the State, 
iy 
And, as in interreigne men draw 
Pow’r to themfelves of doing right, 
When generous reafon, not the Law, 
They think reftraines wae appetite, 
I 
Even fo the Lovers of this Land 
(Loves Empire in Clorinda gone ) 
Thought they were quit from Loves command, 
And beauties World was all their own. 
19. 
But Lovers ( who are Natures beft 
Old Subjedts) never long revolt 
They foon in Paflions Warr contelt 5 
Yet in their March foon make a hale, 


20 
And thofe ( when by my Mandates brought 
Near dead Clorinda) cealt to boaft 
Of freedome found, and wept for thought 
Of their delightful bondage loft. 
21. 


And now the day to night was turn’d, 
Or fadly nights clofe Mourning wore 5 
All Maids for one another mourn’d, 
That Lovers now could love no more, 
22. 
All Lovers quickly did perceive 
They had on Earth no more to doe; 
But civilly to take their leave 
As worthys that to dying goe, 
a3: 
And now all Quires her Dirges fing ; 
In fhades of Cyprefs, and of Ewes 
The Bells of evry Temple ring, 
Where Maids their wither'd Garlands ftrew 
24. 
To fuch extreames did forrow rife 
That it tranfcended {peech and forme 
And was fo Joft to Eares and Eyes 
As Seamen finking in a ftorme, 
25. 
My Soul , in fleeps foft fetters bound, 
Did now for vital freedome {trive 5 
And ftrait, by horror wak’t, I found 
The fair Clorinda {till alive. 
26. 
Yet fhe’s to me but fuch a Light 
As are the Stars to thofe who know 
We can at moft but guefs their height, 
And hope they minde us here below, - 
Q 
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To the Earle of Monmouth. 


Upon his tran{lation of Bentivoglio. 


Could ftri@ly governe all, yet none difpleafe, 
Were fuch as cherifht Learning 5 not becaufe 
It wrapt in rev’renc’d Miftery the Lawes, 
Nor that it did the Nobles civillize, 
But rather that it made the People wife; 
Who found by reading Story ( where we fee 
What the moft knowing were, or we fhould be) 
That Peace breeds happinefs, and onely they 
Breed Peace, who wifely any Pow’r obey. 
Books much contribute tothe Publick good, 
When by the People eas’ly underftood 5 
But thofe who drefs them ina Forraigne Tongue 
Pring Meate incover'd Plate to make Men long. 
Whilft thofe who Foraigne Learning well tranflate 
Serve plaine Meate up, and in uncover'd Plate. 
This you have done my Lord! which only fhowes 
How free your Minde in publick Channels flowes, 
But if that good to which fome men are borne 
Doe lefs then good acquir’d our Names adorne 
The ceafelefs nature of your kindnefs then, 
(Still ready to informe unlanguag’d Men ) 
Deferves lefs praife, if rightly under{tood, 
Then does your judgment how todo Men good : 
Which none can value at too high a rate, 
Judging the choice of Authors you tranflate, 


Tic who could rule the Ancient World with eafe, 


(Digs med ON Bo hay a 6 | 
Ow the Daughter of Mr. Kichard Turpin. 


Tript from her Silks and Lawnes here lies 
S The joy and wonder of all Eyes, 

—* Should I reveale, in what a {weet 

And juft confent, her formes did meet 

Thou wouldft believe ( the Story heard ) 
Nature her felf lay here interr’d. 
And all fucceeding white and red 
Will feeme complexion of the Dead, 
And ever infuccefsful prove, 
Whiift Lovers know not where to Love, 


To Edward Earlof Dorfet. 
A H, What are Poets? Why is that great Law 


Conceal’d, by which their numbers feek to awe 
The Soules of Mens Poets! whom love of Praife 
A Miftrefs {mile, or a {mall Twigg of Bayes, 


Can 
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Can lift to fuch a pride as {trait they dreame 
The Worlds chiefe care is to confider them. 

Of this fond race (my Lord) am I; who think 
(fince your rich Wine did purify my Ink) 
Though you were nobly fammon’d now to fight 
In fingle refcue of a Nations right, 

Or chofen now, with popular applaufe, 

To multiply, or elfe to alter Lawes, 

Yet you fhould ftay to tread the Lifts, or fit 

In Council, till you read what I have writ: 

To this prefumptuous glory am I grown, 

Since you adoru’d my Mufe and made her known. 
And to thistrouble you your felf betray 

Ey planting {till new Nurferies of Bay. 

But happy he that can fecurely pleafe 

His courfer Soul with ignorance and eafe; - 

That knowes no more of Nature then what yields 
Growth tohis Heards, and Summer to his Fields. 
That Studies Art but for his wooing Cloathes 5 
Whofe Country-Courage is his hunting Oathes. 
This Man hall reft untroubled with the feare 
Leaft Orphews ufelefs Sons fhould vex his Eare: 
Whilft you mutt fuffer ftill, and all you get, 

By ceafelefs Courtfhips from afflicting Wit, 

Is only, that when Time fhould reft his Feet, 
The Windes flall ceafe to breathe, and Flouds to meet, 
We wifely have refolv'd that your great Name 
Shall make the laft difcourfe of Dying Fame, 


pepe er ee 


S&S ON G. 
The Dying Lover. 


I. 


Ear Love let me this Evening dy ! 
1) O Smile not to prevent it, 
Dead with my Rivals let me ly 5 
Or we fhall both repent it, 
Frown quickly then, and break my heart; 
That fo my way of dyia 
May, though my life was full of {mart, 
Be worth the Worlds envying. 
2, 
Some, ftriving knowledge to refine, 
Confume themfelves with thinking 5 
And fome, who Friendfhip Seal in Wine, 
Are kindly kill’d with drinking. 
And fome are Wrackt on th’ Indian Coat; 
Thither by Gain invited : 
Some are ia {moak of Battels loft; 
Whom Drums, not Lutes delighted, 


3. Alafs, 
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3. 

Alafs, how poorly thefe depart, 

Their Graves {till unattended? 
W ho dies not of a broken heart, 

Is not of death commended, 
His memory is only {weet 

All praife and pitty moving, 
Who kindly at his Miftrefs feet 

Does die with over-loving. 


4. 
And now thou frown’ft, and now I die 5 
My Corps by Lovers follow’d 5 
Which ttraite fhall by dead Lovers ly 5 
That Ground is only hallow’d, 
If Priefts are griev’d, I have a Grave, 
My death not well approving, 
The Poets my Eftate fhall have 
To teach them the Art of Loving, 


5. 

And now let Lovers ring their Bells, 

For me poor Youth departed, 
Who kindly in his Jove excells 

By dying broken hearted, 
My Grave with Flowers let Virgins ftrow; 

W hich, if thy Teares fall near them, 
May {fo tranfcend in Scent and Show, 

As thou wilt fhortly weare them, 


Such Flowers how much will Florifts prize, 
Which on a Lover growing, 

Are water’d with his Miftrefs eyes, 
With pitty ever flowing. 

A Grave fo deckt, will, though thou art 
Yet fearful to come nie me, 

Provoke thee ftraite to break thy heart, 
And lie downboldly by me. 


VE 

Then ev’ry where all Bells fhall ring, 

All Light to Darknefs turning, 
Whilft ev'ry Quire thall fadly fing, 

And Natures felf weare mourning. 
Yet we hereafter may be found, 

By Deftinies right placing, 
Making, like Flowers, Love under Ground, 

Whofe Rootes are {till embracing. 


In the Perfon of a Spy, 
At the Queens Entertainment bythe Lord Goring. 


Now, Daughter of the Sun, reflex of light ! 
K The wealth of beauty, and the joy of fight, 
To whom more Praifes I would juftly pay 
But that my fhame and grief forbids me ftay. 
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{am no piece of Houfhold Poetry , 

But would inform you as a loyal {py. 

You are betray’d, and led to fuffer more , 

Then Death or Age, infliéts upon the poor, 

But how can all my forrows be expreft , 

Since you have rafhly made the King your Gueft > 
Alafs, to what ? if Madam, there be found , 

In all the fpace of this unlucky ground, 

So much as Lady May refs provide , 

To Feaftthe Taffa’tie Sifters of Cheapfide , 

Let it be faid , Iliv’d tenyears at Court, 

And want the Wit to managea Report. 

What though the Owner of this Building knowes, 
That to your influence, he intirely owes 

His prefervation, inftant breath, and all 

We Fortunes gifts, or Natures bounty call 5 
But therefore muft he needs felec& this rude 

Dull way to trouble you with gratitude ? 

{ more would whifper if I did not fear , 

To make even Truth unwelcome to your Ear. 
Befides, if heard, I fhould become the Beatt , 

Of facrifice to furnifh out the Featft. 


ated 


Againft Womens fride. 
SON G. 


i 
Hy doft thou feem to boaft, vain glorious Sun / 
W Why fhould thy bright complexion make thee proud 
Think but how often fince thy race begun , 
Thou wer’t Eclips’d , then bluth behind a Cloud.. 
2 


Or why look you fair Emprefs of the Night 

So big upon’t, when you at full appear? 
Remember yours is but a borrow’d Light, 

Then fhrink with palenefs in your giddy Sphear. 


Ze 
If neither Sun nor Moon can juttifie 
Their pride, how ill it Women then befits 
That are on Earth but Zgnes fatuz, 
That lead poor-men to wander from their VVits ? 


et a nemeeepsinsmnnmeenesndesss 


Tothe Dutchefs of Buckingham. 


LL Maps and Compafles I fearch to find, 
So {mooth a River, and fo calma VVind 
As, when all others are in Tempefts free, 
Seem bound, as if they ne’r had bin at Sea, 
But not difcovring thefe; Madam, my fears, 
Did ask for all your fighs and all your Tears > 
Your Tears, which were, alafs, but vainly {pent; 
For none fhould grieve that ftill are innocent. 
Your 


320 Poems on feveral Occafions, 


Your Sighs but ferved tomake cur Priefts enquire. 
How all their fweeteft Incence came on fire, 

Yet to your grief our prudence muft fubmit 5 
Since all muft mourn for that which caufeth it. 
For gone is now the Pilot of -the Seate, 

The Courts bright Star, the Clergies Advocate, 
The Poets higheft Theame, the Lovers flame , 
And Souldiers Glory, mighty Buckingham, 


SONG. 


fe 
He Lark now leaves his watry Neft 
{ And climbing, fhakes his dewy VVings; 
He takes this VVindow for the Eaft; 
And fo implore your Light, he Sings, 
Awake, awake, the Morn will never rife, 
Till fhe can drefs her Beauty at your Eies. 
2. 
The Merchant bowes unto. the Seamans Star , 
The Ploughman from the Sun his Seafon takes ; 
But ftill the Lover wonders what they are, 
VVho look for day before his Miftrefs wakes. 
Awake, awake, break through your Vailes of Lawne! 
Then draw your Curtains, and begin the Dawne. 


SONG. 
Endimion Porter, azd Olivia. 


OLIVIA. 
Efore we {hall again behold 
R In his diurnal race the VVorlds great Eye, 
VVe may as filent be and cold, 
As are the fhades where buried Lovers ly. 
ENDIMION. 
Olivia ’tis no fault of Love 
To loofe our felves in death, but O, I fear , 
VVhen Life and Knowledge is above 
Reftor’d to us, I fhall not know thee there. 
OLIVIA, 
Call it not Heaven (my Love) where we 
Our felves fhall fee, and yet each other mifs- 
So much of Heaven I find in thee 
As, thou unknown, all elfe privation is. 
ENDIMION. 
VVhy fhould we doubt, before we go 
To find the Knowledge which fhall ever laft , 
That we may there each other know ? 
Can future Knowledge quite deftroy the paft? 
OYE TY TT Ble 
When at the Bowers in the Elizian fhade 
I firft arrive, I fhall examine where 
They dwel, who love the higheft Vertue made > 
For Iam fure to find Exdimon there. 
ENDL 
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ENDIMION. 
From this vext World when we fhall both retire, 
Where all her Lovers, and where all rejoyce5 
I need not feek thee in the Heavenly Quire 
For I fhall know olivia by her Voice. 


Sent with a Lock of Hair. 


Eaft thou for length and beauty of thy Haire, 
he ae is to evty Eye and Heart a {nare) 
Shouldfts by the rage of Loves feverer fway , 

Be doom’d for cafting Eyes and Hearts away, 
Wear mine awhile; though mine I know, 
Cannot miflead with foftnefs or with thow : 
Yet I fo love thee, asT fain would (hare , 
Love's punifhment on thy deftructive Haire, 


The Philofopher and the Lover ; toa Miftrefs dying. 


SONG. 


LOVER. 
Our Beauty, ripe, and calm, and freth, 
As Eaftern Summers are , 

Muft now, forfaking Time and Flefh, 

Add light to fome {miall Star. 

PHILOSOPHER. 

Whilft the yet lives, were Stars decay’d, 

Their light by hers, relief might find : 
But Death will lead her to a fhade 

Where Love is cold, and Beauty blinde. 

LOVER. 

Lovers (whofe Priefts all Poets are) 

Think ev’ry Miftrefs, when fhe dies , 
Is chang’d at leaft into a Starr : 

And who dares doubt the Poets wife ? 

PHILOSOPHER. 

But ask not Bodies doom’d to die, 

To what abode they go; 
Since Knowledge is but forrows Spy, 

It is not fafe to know. 


SONG. 
The Souldier going to the Field. 


I 
Referve thy fighs, unthrifty Girle! 
To purifie the Ayre 5 
Thy Teares to Thrid inftead of Pearle, 


On Bracelets of thy Hair. 
The 
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2. 

The Trumpet makes the Eccho hoarfe , 
And wakes the louder Drum 5 
Expence of grief gains no remorfe, 
When forrow fhould be dumb. 


For I muft go where lazy Peace, 
Will hide her drouzy head 5 

And, for the fport of Kings, encreafe 
The number of the Dead, * 


ic 
But firft I'le chide thy cruel theft : 
Can I in War delight, 
Who being of my heart bereft , 
Can have no heart to fight ? 


oe 
Thou knowft the Sacred Laws of old, 
Ordain’d a Thief fhould pay, 
To quit him of his Theft, feavenfold 
What he had ftoln away. 
6 


Thy payment fhall but double be; 
O then with {peed refign 

My own feduced Heart to me, 
Accompani'd with thine, 


To Miftrefs E. S. Married toan old Ufurer. 


I. 
N your black Hair Night may fecurely lie, 
| Whilft yet you fleep; but when you wake, the sky , 
Your Face, will be enlight’ned with your Eye. 
2 


Your Hayre does ferve to eafe and refcue fight, 
As Shades refift the piercing force of light: 
Your Eies and Hair atone the day and Night. 


23 Jad 
Why fhould a Souldier thus his praifes fpend, 
On what he loves and cannot comprehend ¢ 
Our work is to attain, not to commend, 


4. 
But Wealth has Married Wealth; with Youth Age joyns 
His feeble heat, and melts his wither’d Loines , 
Not to engender Men but fev’ral Coynes. 


To Mr. Benlowes, on his Divine Poem. 


The Mufes Eagles could maintain their flight ! 
Though Poets are like Eaglets, bred to foar, 
Gazing through Stars at Heav’ns Mifterious Pow’r ; 


a ice now I guefs’d, but blindly to what height , 


Yet 


The private practice of her publick Play 5 
Where Kings, Gods Counterfeits, reach but the skill, 
In ftudy’d Scenes to atk the Godhead il): 
Where Cowards, fmiling in their Clofets, breed 
Thofe Wars which make the vain and furious bleed : 
Where Beauty playes not meerly Natures part , 
But is, like Pow’r, a Creature form’d by Art; 
And, as at firft, Pow’r by confent was made, 
And thofe who form’d it , did themfelves invade : 
So harmlefs Beauty (which has now far more 
Injutious force then States or Monarchs Pow’r) 
Was by confent of Courts allow’d Arts ayd; 
By which themfelves they to her {way betray’d. 
Twas Art, not Nature, taught exceflive Pow’'rs 
Which whom it lifts does favor or devour : 
"Twas Art taught Beauty the Imperial skill , 
Of ruling, not by Juftice , but by Will. 
And as fucceffive Kings fcarce feem to reign, 
While lazily they Empires weight fuftain 5 
Thinking becaufe their Pow’r they Native call , 
Therefore our duty too is Natural 5 
And by prefuming that we ought obey, 
They loofe the craft and exercife of {way 5 
So when at Court a Native Beauty reigns, 
O’re Love’s wilde Subjects, and Arts help difdainess 
When her prefumptious floath finds not why Art 
In Pow’rs grave Play does act the longeft parts 
When like proud Gentry, fhe does level all 
Induftrious Arts with Arts Mechanical 5 
And vaunts of fmall inheritance no lefs, 
Then new States boaft of purchas’d Provinces 5 
VVhilft fhe does ev’ry other Homage fcorn, 
But that to which by Nature fhe was born : 
Thus when fo heedlefly fhe Lovers fwayes , 
As {carce fhe findes her Pow’r ere it decayes3 
VVhich is her Beauty, and which unfupply’d, 
By what wife Art would carefully provide, 
Js but Love’s Light’ning, and does hardly laft , 
Till wecan fay it was, e’reit be pafts 
Soon then, when Beautie’s gone, fhe turns her face 5 
Atham’d of that which was e’re while her Grace 5 
So , whena Monarch’s gone, the Chair of State , 
Is backward turn’d where he in Glory fate. 

The fecret Arts of Love and Pow’r; how thefe 
Rule Courts, and how thofe Courts rule Provinces 3 
Have bin the task of ev’ry Noble Mufe 5 


VVhofe Ayd of old, nor Pow’r nor Love did ufe, 
Meerly 


324, 


EE 


Poems on feveral Occafions , 


Meerly to make their lucky Conguefts known , 
(Though to the Mule they owe their firft renown 3 
For {be taught Time to fpeak, and ev’n to Fame, 
VVho gives the great their Names, fhe gave a Name) 
But they by f{tudying Numbers rather knew, 
To make thofe happy whom they did fubdue. 

Here let me fhift my Sayles! and higher bear 
My Courfe then that which Moral Poets fteer! 
For now ( beft Poet.) I Divine would be 5 
And only can be fo by ftudying Thee. 
Thofe whom thy Flights do lead fhall pafs no more, 
Through dark’ning Clouds, when they to Heav’n would foars 
Nor in Afcent fear fuch excefs of Light, 
As rather fruftrates then maintaines the Sight 5 
For thou doft clear Heav'ns darken’d Myfteries , 
And make the Luftre fafe to weakeft Eies. 
Noifelefs , as Planets move, thy numbers flow , 
And foft as Lovers whifpers when they woo ! 
Thy Jabour'd Thcughts with eafe thou doft difpence , 
Clothing in Mayden Drefs a Manly fence. 
And as in narrow Room Elixir lies 5 
So in a little thou doft much comprife. 
Here fix thy Pillars! which as Marks fhall be, 
How far the Soul in Heaven's Difcov’ry 
Can poflibly advance; yet whilft they are 
Thy Trophies, they but warrant our Defpair : 
For Humane Excellence hath this ill Fate, 
That where it Vertue moft does elevate , 
It bears the blot of being fingular 5 
And Envy blafts that Fame, it cannot fhare : 
Ev’n good Examples may fo great be made, 
As to difcourage whom they fhould perfwade, 


Epitaph on a young Virgin. A.K. 


Ature a form intended to create, 
N Which might fubdue the ruthlefs Eies of Fate: 


But Fate (ready to think warm Nature cold, 

It felf too merciful, and Time too old) 

Has ftruck the World; forthwith this Beauty dy’d, 
Times evening Hope, and Natures lateft pride. 


—_—_ 


To all Poets upon the recovery of Endimion Porter from along 


Sicknefs. 


Ike the aftonifht Sun (that rofe and found, 
_ His bufinefs loft on Earth, when all was drown’d 
In Heav'ns firft Wrath) you look , who ftill thould take 
Alceys Harp and keep the World awake. se 
ac 
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Black with your grief, you make the {cornful think, 
You were Baptized in fome ill Poets Ink, 

But I, who know the caufe, come to reftore , 

The Blood and Noble Heat you loft before. 

Arife! bring out your Wealth! perhaps fome Twiggs 
Of Bay, anda few Mirtle Sprigs 

Is all you have: but thefe ought to fuffice , 

Where fpacious hearts makeup the Sacrifice. 

Be thefe your Off’ ring as your utmoft Wealth, 

To fhew your joy for lov’d Exdimions Health. 

No more like Captives look , like frighted fleep , 

Or Widows, who for young kind Husbands weep. 
You fhall defcend a dark and filent Vault , 

With Marble Arch’d , from Pariam Quarries brought; 
There ftay, till you thofe Noble Tacticks write 

A new, by which the Centaures learnt to Fight. 


The Miftrefs. 


Ie 
Hea Nature heard Men thought her old, 
V y Her Skill in beauteous forms decay’d , 
Her Eies grown dimme, and Fingers cold, 
Then to her Poet thus fhe faid> 
2. 
Catch as it falls the Scythian Snow 
Bring blufhing Rofes fteep’d in Milk 5 
From early Medows Sent and Show , 
And from the Perfian Worm her Silk. 


a. 
Fetch from the Eaft the Mornings breath 5 
And from the Phenix Gummes and Spice, 
Such as fhe calls when at her Death, 
The World does fmell her facrifice. 


4, 
Nature of thefe a Miftrefs made 5 
But would have form’d a Lover too 5 
And fuch as might this Nimph perfwade, 
To all that Love for Love fhould do: 


5 
This fecond work fhe well began, 
With leifure, and by flow degrees 5 
But found it hard to make a Man, 
That could fo choice a Beauty pleafe. 
6 


She wrought, and wrought, and then gave o’re 3 
Then did another Model try5 

But lefs contented then before , 
She layd the work for ever by, 


7° 
Laskt the caufe, and ftrait fhe fayd 3 
Tis very poflible I find, 
To match the Body which I made, 
But I can never fit her Mind, 


For that ftill various feems and {trange 5 
And fince all Lovers various be, One 
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2 OA ee ee 
And apt as Miftreffes to change , 
I cannot make my work agree. 


9. 
Now Sexes meet not by defign 
When they the Worlds chief work advance 5 
But in the dark they fometimes joyn , 
Aswand’ring Attoms meet by chance. 
10. 
Goddefs, I cry’d, pray pardon me! 
You little know our Lovers Hearts. 
The Devil take ‘em! they agree! 
And, Nature failing, want no Arts. 


he Philoforbers Difguifition directed to the Dying Chriftiam 


I, 
Efore by death you never knowledge gain, 
(For toincreafe your knowledg you mutt dye) 
Tell me if all that Learning be not vain , 
On which we proudly in this Life rely. 


2. 
Is not the Learning which we knowledge call , 
Gur own but by Opinion and in part> 
Not made intirely certain, nor to all ; 
And is not Knowledge bet difputed Art > 


an 
And though a bad, yet ‘tis a forward Guide; 
Who, vexing at the fhortnefs of the day, 
Doth to o’retake {wift time, fill onward ride; 
Whilft we ftill follow, and {till doubt our way. 


4.. 
A Guide, who ev'ry ftep proceeds with doubt ; 
Who gueflingly her progrefs doth begin 5 
And brings us back where firft fhe led us out 
To mect dark Midnight at our reftlefs Inn. 


e 
It isa Plummet to fo fhort a Line, 
As founds no deeper then the founders Eies, 
The Peoples Meteor which.not long can fhine, 
Nor far above the middle Region rife. 


6. 
This Spy from Schooles gets ill Intelligence ; 
Where Art impofing Rules, oft gravely errs , 
She fteals to Natures Clofet, and from thence : 
Brings nought but undecypher’d Characters. 


7. 
She doth, like Izdza’s laft Difcov’rers, beatt 
Of adding toold Maps, though the: has bin, 
But fayling by fome clear and open Coatt , 
Where all is woody, wild, and dark within. 
8 


Falfe Learning wanders upward more and more, 
Knowledge (For fuch there is in fome degree) 

Still vainly, like the Eagle, loves to foare, 
Though it can never to the higheft fee. 


For 
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9. 
For Errors Mift doth bound the Spirits fight 
As Clouds (which make Earths arched Roof feemlow ) 
Reftraine the Bodies Eyes; and {till when light 
Growes cleerer upward, Heaven mult higher fhow. 
Lip 
And as good Men, whofe Mindes towards Godhead rife, 
Take Heavens height higher than they can exprefs 5 
So from that height they lower things defpife, 
And oft contract Earths littlenefs to lefs, 
If. 
Of this forbidden fruit, fince we but gaine, 
A tafte, by which we only hungry grow 3 
Wee mecrly toyle to find our Studies vaine 3 
And truft toSchooles for what they cannot know. 
1 
If Knowledge be the Coyne of Soules, tis fet 
Above the Standard of each common Reigne, 
And, like a Meddall of Gods Cabinet 5 
Is feldome fhewne, and foon put up again. 


13; 
For though in one bleft Age much {way it beares, 
Yet to the next it oft becomes unknowne 3 
Unlefs likelong hid Meddalls it appeares 
In Counterfeits, and for deceit be fhowne. 


4. 
If Heav’n with Knowledge did fome one indue 
With more then the Experience of the Dead 5 
To teach the Living more then Life e’re knew 
In Schooles, where all Succeflion may be bred, 


15. 
Then (as in Courts, meere ftrangers bafhfully 
At firft their walk towards private dores begin; 
But bolder grow when thofe they open fpy, 
And being enter’d becken others in.) 


16; 
So to his Studious Cell ( which would appeare 
Like Natures privy-Lodgings) my addrefs 
I firft by ftealth would make but entring there 
I fhould grow bold, and give to all acce(s, 
17. 
Then to her fecret Nurfery would proceeds 
And thither bring the World, to judge how the 
Firft-Caufes, and Times Infancy did breed? 
For Knowledge, fhould, fince good, to all be free, 
Q 


is. 
If Knowledge mutt, as evill, hidden lie, 
Then we, its object, Nature, feem to blame 3 
And whilft we banifh Knowledge, as a Spy, 
We but hide Nature as we cover fhame, 
19. 
For if our Object, Nature, be correct, ; 
Bold Knowledge then a free Spectator 1s, 
And not a Spy, fince Spyes we fcarce fufpect — 
Or fear, but where their Objects are amifs. 


Pile 


20, In 
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20. 
In gathering Knowledge from the Sacred Tree, 
I would not {natch in hafte the fruit below 5 
But rather climbe, like thofe who curious be, 
And boldly tafte, that which does higheft grow. 
21 


For Knowledge would her profpect take in height 5 
’Tis Gods lov’d Eaglet, bred by him to fly, 
Though with weak Eyes, ftill upward at the light, 
And may foare fhort, but cannot foare too high, 
22. % 
Though life, fince finite, has no ill excufe 
For being but in finite objects learn’d, 
Yet fure the Soul was made for little ufe, 
Unlefs it be in infinites concern’d, 


22; 
Speak then fuch things of Heaven (fince ftudious Mindes 
Seeme travail’d Soules, and yours prepares to goe) 
As mine may wifh the journey when it findes 
That yours doth Heaven, her Native Countrey, know. 
24. 
Tell, if you found your Faith, e’re you it fought > 
Or could it {pring e’re Reafon was full blowne >? 
Or could it learne, till by your reaton taught, 
To know it elf, or be by others known ¢ 


25) 
Where Men have feveral Faiths, to find the true 
We only can the aid of Reafon ufe; 
Tis Reafon fhewes us which we fhouid efchew 
When by comparifon we learn to chufe. 
26. 
But though we there on Xeefon mutt rely 
Where Men to‘everal Faiths their Mindes difpofe, 
Yet, after Reafons choice, the Schooles are thy 
To let it judge the very Faith it chofe, 
2 


How ere, ‘tis call’d to confter the Records 
Of Faiths dark Charter, wrapt in Sacred Writ 5 
And is the only Judge even of thofe words 
By which Faith claimes that Reafon fhould fubmit. 
28. 
Since Holy Text bids Faith to comprehend 
Such Myfteries as Nature may fufpect, 
And Faith mult Reafon, as her Guide, attend, 
Leaft fhe miftake what Scripture doth direct. 
29. 
Since from the Soules farr Countrey, Heaven, God fent 
His Law (an Embafly to few reveal’d) 
Which did thote good conditions reprefent 
Of our Eternal Peace, ere it was feal’d. 
30. 
Since to remote Ambaffadors are given 
Interpreters, when they with Kings conferre ; 
Siace to that Law, Gods Embafly from Heaven, 


Our Reafon ferves as an Interpreter 5 
31. Since 


TE LF ORE eeprom 
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31. 
Since juftly Clients pay that Judge an awe, 

Who Laws loft fence interprets and reftores ; 
CYet Judges areno more above the Law 

Then Truchmen are above Ambafladours) 

aby 

Since Reafon, asa Judge, the Tryall hath 

Of diffring Faiths, by adverfe Pens perplext 
Why is not Reafon reckon’d above Faith, j 

Though not above her Law, the Sacred Text> 


32. 
If Reafon have {uch worth, ae thould the ftill 
Attend below, whilft Faith doth upward climbe 2 
Yet common Faith feemes but unftudy'd will; 
And Reafon calls unftudy’d will a Crime. 


Slave Reafon, even at home a Prifon lies ! 
And by Religion is fo watch’d, and aw'd, 
That though the Prifon Windowes, both her Eyes 
Stand open, yet fhe fcarce dares look abroad, 


a5. 
Fajth thinks, that Reafon is Ree adverfe Spy ; 
Yet Reafon is, through doubtfull wayes, her Guide; 
But like a Scoute, brought in from th’Enemy, 
Mult, when fhe guides her, bound, and guarded ride, 


39, 
Or if by Faith, not as her Judge difdain’d, 
Nor, as her Guide, fufpected, but is found 
In every {entence juft to the arraignd, 
And guides her right, unguarded and unbound. 


37¢ 
Why then fhould fuch a Judge be ftill deny’d 
T’examine (fince Faiths claimes {till publick are ) 
Her fecret Pleas? or, Why fhould fuch a Guide 
Be hinder’d, where Faith goes, to goe as farr. 


BS; 
And yet as one, bred humbly, who would thow 

His Monarchs Palace toa Stranger goes 
But tothe Gates; as if to Jet him know 

Where fo much greatnefs dwells, not what it does - 


. 39+ 
Whilft {trait the Stranger enters undeny’d, 
As one whofe breedirg has much bolder bin; 
So Reafon, though the were at firft Fayths Guide 
To Heav’n, yet waites without, when Faith goes in, 


40, 
But though, at Court, bold ftrangers enter,where 
The way is to their bafhfull Guide forbid : 
Yet he, when they come back. is apt to heare 
And ask them, what the King then faid, and did ¢ 


4t. 
And fo, though Reafon ( which is Faiths firft Guide 
To God) 1s ftopt where Faith has entrance free, 
As Nature's {tranger 5 though ‘tis then deny’d 
To Reafon, as of Natures family 5 
42» Yet 
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42. 
Yet {traite, when from her Vifion and her Trance 
Faith does returne. then Reafon quits that awe, 
Enjoyn’d when Priefts impos’d our ignorance $ 
And asks, bow much fhe of tle Godhead faw? 


43- 
But as a prudent Monarch feems alone, 
Retir'd , as if conceal’d even to his Court ; 


To Subjects more in Pow’r then perfon known 5 
At diftance fought, and found but by Reports 


44. 
So God hath vay!’d his pow’r with Myfteries 
Even ro his Court in Heaven; and Faith comes there, 
Not prying with a ftrangers curious Eyes, 
But like a plain implicit Worfhipper. 


45: 
Yet as Court-ftrangers, getting {ome accefs, 
Are apt to tell at home more then they faw 5 
Though then their Pencill draws Court-greatnefs lefs, 
Then that which Truth at nearer view could draw: 
46. 
So Faith (who ts even taught an ignorance 5 
For the by knowledge quits her dignity) 
Does Jeflen God-head, which fhe would advance, 
By telling more of God then fhe can fee. 
47. 


Our Soules but like unhappy ftrangers come 
Fr >m Heav’n, their Countrey,tothis Worlds bad Coaft; 


They Land, thes ftrait are backward bourd for home 3 
And many are in ftormes of paffion loft ! 


They long with danger fayle ree lifes vext Seas, 
In Bodies, asin Vefiels full of leaks 5 
Walking in veines, their narrow Galleries 5 
Shoiter thea walks of Seamen on their Decks. 


49. 
Art’s Card is by their Pilot, Faith, refus’d 5 
Her courle by guefs fhe ever forward beares 5 


Reafon her Rudder is, but pever us’d; 
Becaule towards Heaven fhe ne’r with Reafon fteeres, 


50. 
For as a Pilot, fure of faire Trade-Windes, 
The Helme in all the Voyage never hands, 
But ties itup, fo Reafons Helme fhe bindes, 
And boldly clofs for Heavens fafe Harbour ftands. 
5 ie 
In Reafons place, Tradition doth her lead 5 
And that prefumptuous Antiquary makes 
Strong Lawes of weak opinions of the Dead, 
And what was common Coyne for Meddalls, takes. 


2. 
Tradition! Times fufpected ee ! 
J 00 oft Religion at her triall failes ! 
In ftead« F Know!edge teacheth her to erre 5 
And weares out Truth’s beft Stories into Tales, 


33: 
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53- 
O why hath fuch a Guide Faiths progrefs laid > 
Or can our Faith, ill guided, guide us well > 
Or had the not Traditions Mapps furvay’d, 
How could fhe aime to fhew us Heav’n and Hell > 


54. 
If Faith with Reafon never doth advife ; 
Nor yet Tradition leads her, the is then 
From Heav’n infoir'd, and fecretly grows wife 
Above the Schooles we know not how, nor when. 


55: 
For could we know how Faiths bold truft is wrought, 
What are thofe Vifions we in fleep difcern ; 
And wh+nby Heavens fhort whifpers we are taught 
More then the watchfull Schooles could ever learns 
56. 
Then foon Faith’s ignorance which now doth feem 
A ferious wonder to Philofophy, 
Would fall from value to a low efteem, 
And not a wonder nor a virtue be. 


7s 
But though we cannot guefs ae manner how 
Grace firft is fecretly in {mall feeds fown; 
Yet Fruit, though feed lies hid, in view doth grow 5 
And Faith, the fruit of Grace, muft needs be known, 
8. 
Faith lights us through the ae to Deitie ; 
Whillt, without fight, we witnefs that the fhowes 
More God then in his works our eyes can fee 3 
Though none but by thofe works the Godhead knowes 


59: 
If you have Faith, then vou we mutt adore 5 
Since Faith does rather feeme infpir'd then taught 5 
And men infpir’d have of the Godhead more 
Then Nature ever found, or reafon fought, 
60, 
To you whom Infpiration Santtifies, 
Tceome with doubts. the mindes defe& of Jight, 
As to Apoftles fome, with darkned Eyes, 
Came to receive by Miracle their fight. 
61. 
And when I thus prefume, you are with more 
Then Natures vublick wealth by Faith indu’d, 
Or think you fhould reveale your fecret {tore 5 
You cannot judge my bold opinion rude, 
62 


Even Faith (net proving what it would affure) 

But bold opinion feemes to Reafons view 5 
And fince the blind brought Farth to he!p their cure, 

I bring Opinion, Reafons Faith, to you. 

63. 

We, for ther knowledge, Mer Infpir’d adore 5 

Nor for thofe Truths they hide, but thofe they fhow 5 
And vulvar Reafon findes, that none knowes more 

Then that which he can make another know, 


64 Then 
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64. 
Then tell me firft, if Nature mutt forbear 
To aske, why ftill the maft remain in doubt ? 
A Darknefs which does much like Hell appear, 
Where all may enter in but none get cur. 
65. 
Thus we at once are bidden and forbid 5 
Charg’d to make God the object of the Mind 5 
Then hinder’d from it, fince he 1s fo hid, 
As we but feek that which we cannot find. 
66. * 
Our glim’ring knowledge, like the wandring Light 
In Fenns, doth to incertainties direct 
The weary progrefs of our ufelefs fight 5 
And only makes us able to fufpect, 
67. 
Or if inquiring Mindes are not kept in, 
But by fome few, whom Schooles to Power advance, 
Who, fince themfelves fee fhort, would make it Sin, 
When others look beyond their ignorance; 
68. 


If, as Gods Students,we have leave to learne 
His Truths, Why doth his Text oft need debate ? 
Why, asthrovgh Mifts, muft we his Lawes difcerne ? 
Since Lawes feeme Snares, when they are intricate. 
69. 
They who believe Mans Reafon is too fcant, 
And that \t doth the Warr of Writers caufe 3 
Inferr that Gods great works proportion want, 


Who taught our reafon, and did write thofe Lawes, 


70. 
His Text, the Soules Record. appeares to fome 
(Though thence our Sou'es hold their inheritance) 
Obfcure by growing old, and feemes to come, 
Not by conlignement to us, but by chance. 


71, 
Law (which is Reafon made Authority) 
Allows confignment to be good and cleare, 
Not when, like this, it does in Copies lie, 
But in the known Originall appear. 
ex 
Could this Record be too authentick made > 
Or why, when God was fafhion’d to our eyes, 
And very Formes of humane Lawes obey’d, 
Did he not fign it but by Deputies ? 


73: 
Or why, when he was Man, did he not deine 
Wholly to write this Text with his own hand? 
Or why (as if all written Roles were vaine) 
Did he ne’r write but once, and but in fand > 


74. 
Tell me, why Heav’a at fir(t did fuffer Sin > 
Letting Seed grow which it had never fown ¢ 
Why, when the Soules firft Fever did begin, 
Was it not cur’d, which now a Plagueis grown ¢ 


75. Why 
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75. 
Why did not Heav'ns ierenties Sin reftraine ? 
Oris not Pow’rs permiffion a confent > 
Which is in Kings as much as to ordaine; 
And ills ordain’d are free from punifhment. 
6 


76, 
And fince no Crime could be e’re Lawes were fram’d 5 
Lawes dearly taught us how to know offence 5 
Had Lawes not been, we never had been blam’d; 
For not to know we fin, is innocence, 
77. 
Sin’s Childhood was not ftarv’d , but rather more 
Then finely fed; fo {weet were pleafures made 
That nourifht it: for fweet is luf&t of Pow’r, | 
And f{weeter, Beauty, which hath power betray’d, 
8 


7°. 
Sin, which at fulleft growth is childifh ftill, 
Would but for pleafures company decay ; 
As fickly Children thrive that have their will; 
But quickly languifh being kept from play. 


79. 
Since only pleafure breeds fins appetite 5 
Which ftill by pleafant objects is infus'd 5 
Since *tis provok’d to what it doth commit; 
And ills provok’t may ee to be excus’d 5 
of 
Why fhould our Sins, which not a mdment laft, 
(For, to Eternity compar’d, extent 
Of L‘fe, is, e’re we name it, ftopt and paft) 
Receive a doome of endlefs punifhment ? 
SI, 
If Soules to Hells vaft Prifon never come 
Committed for their Crimes, but deftin’d be, 
Like Bondmen borne, whofe prifon is their home, 
And long e’re they were bound could not be free 5 
o2, 
Then hard is Deftinies dark Law; whofe Text 
We are forbid to read, yet mutt obey 5 
And reafon with her ufelefs eyes is vext, 
Which ftrive to guide her where they fee no way, 
83.- 
Doth it our Reafons mutinies appeate, 
To fay, the Potter may his own Clay mould 
To ev'ry ufe, or in what fhape he pleafe, 
At firft not councell’d, nor at laf{t controul’d ? 
84. 
Pow’rs hand can neither eafie be nor {trict 
To livelefs Clay, which eafe nor torment knows 3 
And where it cannot favour nor afflict, 
It neither Juftice nor Injaftice fhows. 


But Soules have life, and life eer too 5 
Therefore if doom’d before they can offend, 

It feems to fhew what Heavenly power can do, 
But does not in that deed that Pow’r commend. 


86 
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87 | 


That we are deftin’d after Death to more ; 
Then Reafon thinks due punifhment for Sins 5 
Seemcs poflible, becaufe in life, before me 
We know te fin, our punifhment begins, 
88. 


pater ions 
Fa eS 


Why elfe do Infants with inceflant cries 
“ Complaine of fecret harme as foon as born ? 
Or why are they, in Cities deftinies, 
So oft by Warr from ravifht Mothers torne ¢ 


9. 
Doth not belief of being deftin’d draw 
Our Reafon to Prefumption or difpaire > 
If Deftiny be not, like humane Law, 
To be repeal’d, what is the ufe of Prayer? 
@. 
Why even to all was Prayer enjoyn’d? fince thofe 
~ Whom God (whofe will ne’r alters) did elect 
Are fure of Heaven; and when we Pray it fhows 
That we his certainty of will fufpec. 
I 


G1. 
Thole who to Jafting darknefs deftin’d were, 
Though foon as born they pray, yet pray too late: 
Avoidlefs ills we to no purpofe feare 5 
And none, when fear is paft, will Supplicate. 


The Chrifians Reply tothe Phylofopher. 


And at the Saints firft Spring,the General Doome 
Will rife, not by degrees, but fully blowne; 
When all the Angells to their Harveft come. 


1. 
T He Good in Graves as Heavenly Seed are fowns 


ae 
Cannot Almighty Heaven (fince Flowers which pafs 
Thaw’d through a Still, and there melt mingled too, 
Are rais'd diftin& in a poore Chymifts Glafs ) 
Doz more in Graves then Men in Lymbecks doe? 


God bred the Arts to make us more believe 
(By feeking Natures cover’d Mitteries) 

His darker Workes, that Faith may thence conceive 
He can do more then what our Reafon fees. 


4, 
© Coward Faith ! Religion’s trembling Guide! 
Whom even the dim-ey’d Arts muft lead to fee 
What Nature only from our floath does hide, 
Cauies remote, which Faith’s dark dangers be. 


Religion, e’re impos’d, thould fir be taught 5 
Net feeme to dull obedience ready lay’d, 
Then fwallow’d {trait for ea’e, but long be fought ; 
Aud be by Reafon councell’d, though not fwayrd. 
6.God 
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God has enough to humane kinde difclos'd 2 

| Our flethly Garments he a while receiv'd, 

And walk’d as if the Godhead were depos'd, 
Yet could be then but by a few believ'd. 


rE 
The Faithlefs fews will this at Doome confefs, 
Who did fufpect him for his low difguife : 
But, if he could have made his vertue lefs, 
He had been more familiar to their Eyes. 
g 


Fraile Life! in which, through Mifts cf humane breath, 
We grope for Truth, and make our Progrefs flow ; 
Becaufe, by paflion blinded, till by death, 
Our Paffions ending, we begin to know. 


9. 
O rev’rend Death! whofe looks can foon advife 
Even fcornfull Youth 5 whilft Priefts their DoGtrine wa. , 
Yet mocks us too; for he does make us wife, 
When by his coming our Affaires are patt. 
I 


O. 

O harmlefs Death! whom ftill the valiant brave, 
The Wife expect, the Sorrowfull invite, 

And all the Good embrace, who know the Graze, 
A fhort dark paffage to Eternal Light. 


To the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. 


My Lord; 
“y Ow much you may oblige, how much delight 
H The Wife, and Noble, would you die to night? 
Would you like fome grave fullen Victor die, 
Juft when the Triumphs for your Viétorie 
Are fetting out: Would you die now, t’efchue 
Our wreaths, fer what your wifdome did fubdue : 
And though, th’are only fitted for your head, 
Bravely difdaine to weare them, till y are dead. 
Such Cymicke Glory would out-fhine the Light 
Of Grecian greatnefs, or of Roman Height. 
Not that the Wife, and Noble, can defire 
To lofe the object , they fo much admire; 
But Heroes and Saints mutt fhift away 
Their Flefh, ere they can get an Holiday: 
Then like to Time, or books fam-d Regifters, 
Vidors or Saints renown'd in Kalanders. 
You muft depart tomake your value known, 
You may be lik’d, but not ador’d till gone: 
So curs'd a Fate hath Humane excellence, 
That abfence {till muft raife it to our Sence ! 
Great Vertue may be dangerous whiles ’tis here 
It wins to love, but it fubdues to feare 
The Mighty Julios, who fo long did ftrive, 


At more than Man, was hated when alive, . 
Even 
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Even for that Vertue which was rais’d fo high, 
When dead, it made him ftraite a Deitie, 
Ambaffadors that cramme in their breatts 

Secrets of Kings, and Kingdomes Interefts, 

Have not their Callings full preheminence, ~ 

Till they grow greater by removing hence; 

Like Subjects here they but attend the Throne, 

Yet fwell like Kings Companions when th’are gone. 

My Lord, Ina dull Calme the Pilot growes 
Tonoefteeme, for what he acts or knowes, 

But fits neglected, as he ufelefs were, 

Or conn’d his Card like a young Pafflenger: 

Yet when the filenc’d Winds recover breath, 
VVhen Stormes grow loud enough to waken Death, 
Then were he abfent, every Trafficker 

VVould with rich wifhes by his being there - 

So ina Kingdomes Calme, you beare no rate, 

But rife to value in a Storme of State. 

Yet Irecant ! and begg you would forgive, 
That in fuch Times, I muft perfwade you live, 
For with a Storme we all are overcatt, 

And Northern Storms are dangerous if they laft. 
Should you now die (that onely know to Steere) 
The VVindes would lefs affli@ us than our feare ; 
For each {mall Statesman then would lay his hand 
Upon the Helme, and ftruggle for Command 5 
Till the diforders that above doe grow, 

Provoke our Curfes whiles we finck below, 


To Clelta. 


Sle: fee, andtoconverfe with you, mutt move 


The niceft Eie, and coldeft Heart to Love: 
And yet your wifeft Lover needs mut fee, 
That ail his Cordialls of Philofophie 
Can make him live no longer then you pleafe : 
The Griefe you make none but your felf can eafe. 
Not that you Murder by your tongue, or eie, 
But that they gently urge poore men todie: 
For fince (the Spring of Juftice ) Nature can 
Contrive unjuftly to enrich one Man, 
And leave a VVorld to beg: VVho can defire 
To live and languifh in a lafting Fire> 
Tle rather hafte to the Elifian Fields, 
And there prepare what that bleft Manfion yields. 
Of Flowers,and Fragrancies to wellcome you, 
Where is no danger what your eies can doe, 
Where Fire hath only heate enough to warme, 
Water but ferves to coole, not drowne or harme, 
Where harfheft paffions melt to Charitie ; 
Where all your Slaves hall meet their Jubilie; 
Where we fhall dread no Heavenly beauties force, 
And 
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And where no heart thall be without remorfe. 
Could you complaine if Nature only had 
Your Eyes and Cheeks, and Forehead richly clad 
In her beft Liveries, Rofes, Lillies hue > 

But to all thefe fhe hath beftow'd on you 

80 rich, fogreat, fo eminent a Soule, 

As may fuffice all Empires to controule ; 

A Soul fo farr beyond all outward parts, 

As thefe but court the Eie,that conquers Hearts. 
A Soul fo farr exceeding your own Sex, 

Tt may tne wifeft of Mankind perplex. 

But, for all this, faire Clelia, think not ! 

Will fondly whine away my breath and die; 
No, though you make me not the Jeaft returne, 
Or tell me, though I die, you will not mourne ; 
Nay, though you f{miling, place me in the Traine 
Of that vaft number your faire eyes have flaine: 
But leaft that humour which hath kept me free 
From other Beauties, fhould not prove tobe 

Of force enough to fave me from your Charmes, 
(‘Gain{t which herhaps my beft defenfive Armes 
May prove too weak) I only beg this boone; 
Treat me but ill I cannot be undone. 

Be fure to ufe fuch cold indifference 

I may not fee a glimpfe, or leaft pretence 

Of hope that I can ever love again: 

And, 1f you find that will not cure my paine, 
Goe on to flight me, if that will not doe, 
Proceed to bea little rude, and fcorne me too: 
If, after this, your Charmes have pow’r to kill, 
In my laft pangs I will not with you ill. 
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A BALLA D: 
The Wares put to fale which were lately taken in 
a Spanilh Ship. 
He Market-Bell Rings, come away 3 
Furnith your felves for all the yeare, 
They pay not leaft that longeft ftay, 
Expence of time fhould make things deare. 
Come away, come away, make ufc of the Sun, 
For when itis darke I'le Cheat every one, 
Thefe rich Wares are part of that prize, 
Which you have heard were lately t’ane 
By our Navies lucky furprife 
Ona Ship belonging to Spaine 3 
Come away, Kc. 
Stale Barrel’d, and Bisket Browne, 
Salt-butter, that like Soape doth {mel}, 
Rufty Bacon, rotten Poore John, 
And ftinking Anchovaes we fell 5 
Gome away, &e, 


We 


Wu 


: 


“Sw 


| 


oe 


Poems on feveral Occafions , 


We have a Difh exceedeth thefe, 

If you find your Stomachs able, 

Come then and buy a Living-Cheele, 

Marke it Crawles upon the Table 5 
Come away, &c. 


Souldiers Caflocks, both old and new, 

Which Valdes unto Dunkirke fent, 

But now the Rogues mutt lie perdue 

Starke-naked, and keep perpetuall Lent 5 
Come away, &c. 


Buy old Shooes, worne by a Pilgrem, 

Who ravifh’d with a wandring zeale 

From Roome, unto Ferufalem, 

A hundred Holy Saints did fteale 5 
Come away, &cs 


Old Breeches with new patches on 5 

But this paire, its con{tantly {aid, 

Was fometimes worne by a beaftly Don, 

He that in Paxles the Sloven play’d; 
Come away, Kee 


Who will buy an old Wainfcott Cheft, 

In which I am certain is cram’d 

A Million of Pardons at leaft; 

Fit Traffick for thofe that be Damn’d; 
Come away, &e. - 


Anold Ape fent hither to Jearne 

The Neweft Tricks in Exgland known, 

As if the World could not difcerne 

That Spaine hath Tricks enough of her own. 
Come away, &c, 


Receipts for Salves, made by a Witch, 

Thefe a Lady, (whofe Love excells ) 

Sent as a Prefent to Gundimores Breech, 

Where it feemes his Fiftula dwells 5 
Come away, &c, 


Good-Friday Whips, to draw his blood, 

That earnes the mercy which he lacks; 

And, fuch as miftruftthem for good, 

May try them on their naked backs 5 
Come away, Ke. 


Old fhiver’d Launces, rufty Swords, 

Fire-lock-Muskets, which I'le maintaine 

(By help of ancient Records) 

Did firft drive out the Moores from Spaines 
Come away, Kc. 


Ax 
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An old Headpiece , batter’d with fhot 

The which as one of Mancla {weares, 

Wasfometimes worn by Don Quixat 

However now tis ftollen from’s Heirs , 
Come away, &c. 
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Tobacco that when growing ftunk 

Sack which like Beer-Vinegar looks 

With thefe they made the Devil drunk, 

And fince that time are chief in’s Books 5 
Come away, Kc. 


Olives, and Capers you may buy , 

Which fawce they fend for us to eat, 

No marvail of their courtefie , 

What need they fawce,that have no Meats 
Come away, &e 


Rayfins like Grapes in Claret Lees 

And Pruines dryed , to skin and ftone, 

Currans, like Fruit of Eldern Trees, 

Almonds fowre , moift Fig pifs’d upon 3 
Come away, &c, 


OS _ SLANE NDT 


prologue forthe Temple: at the Acting of Fivchours Adven- 
ture, to my Lord Chancelor. 


Y Lord, you in your early youth did fit, 
M As Patron and as Cenfor too of VVit; 
VVhen cnely that which you approv d could pleafe 
In Theaters, the Mufes Palaces, 
As you were then our Judge, fo now we come, 
In yearly trial to receive our doom. 
If we be Pris’ners, yet there ftill is care, 
To make for Pris’ners room at every Bar. 
And we fuppofe it fhould be leaft deny’d , 
To thofe who hither come not to be try’d 
For actions paft, but muft be judg’d by you, 
Immediately for what they are to do. 
VVe Spaniards fight with Swords which are too long , 
To thew the Art of Fencing in a Throng: 
Nor do we fight with fuch a defp’rate Mind 
That to a Sawpit we would be confin’d. 
When our Don Henrique ‘gaint Odavio draws , 
Both may incur the danger of your Laws, 
For wanting {pace to traverfe here the ground , 
Miffing themfelves, they may Spectators wound. 
Though (noble Gentlemen) it long has bin , 
Your fpecial Priviledge to hedg us 1n 3 
Yet quit that antient Priviledge to day, 
And v.inture not your Lives to f{poil a Play, 
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EPILOGU E to the King at Whitehall , at the Acting the 
Siege of Rhodes. 


I‘ Mighty Sir, Your Goodnefs will do Grace , 
To the fupream of Ottomans high Race, 

Who fo much honoured Vertue even tn Foes, 
That oft when conquer’d they did nothing lofe. 

If to that Beauty you will favor fhew , 

VVhich he ador’d and your low’d Titian drew: 
Roxana, who reftor’d th’ Hungarian Crown, 

And nurs’d the Royal Infant as her own. 

If vou will favor that Sicilian VVife , 

VVho oft her Honour, and her Husbands Life, 
Sav'd by her Vertue, when the Victor ftrove, 

ft once to vanquifh Rhodes and conquer Love, 

If Rhodians from oblivion you'l redeem , 

Refcuing their Fame, though none could refcue them ; 
VVhofe valor there the higheft VVonders wrought, 
VVhere the brave Subjes of your Empire fought. 
If thefe contracted , and ‘in little fhown, 

You after conqueft on the Scene will own 5 

Then Rhodes fhall nobly gain by being lofts 

find th’ Ottomans may grieve whilft we may boaft. 
That they got lefs when they did Rhodes {ubdue, 
Then now the Mufes get by gaining you. 


EPILOGWE tothe Villain ; 
A Dorekeeper comes in haft to Mr. Betterton. 


Author has fent twice to {peak with you., 


W Hat? ere fhift my Cloaths? can he not ftay, 
/ Till our own Scouts bring Tidings of the Play. 
There's ten times more ado with a young Wit, 
Then with old Fools that have whole Volumes writ. 
Well plainly, and in Brief Chowe’re we {peed) 

I wifh the louder Criticks would take heed. 
Perhaps, before they get to the next ftreet , 

Some of their Confort may a challenge meet : 
Good Gentlemen ! donot miftake, I pray , 

Our Author in mifconftruing what I fay. 

He would not challenge any one to fights 

But, which is worfe, does threaten all that write. 


341 
The Firft Dayes Entertainment at Rutland-Houfe, 
by Declamations and Mufick: after the 
manner of the Ancients. 


After a Flourifh of Mafick, the Curtains are Drawn, 
and the Prologue enters. 
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E-thinks, as if affurd of fome difgrace, 

I fhould ftep back, ae ae my face ¢ 
"Tis not through terror, that I know not how 
To fafhion my approaches, vail, and bow, 

But that difpleafure in your looks I fpy, 

Which feem to turn afide and ftand awry. 

Ere yet we can offend, are we difgrac'd ? 

Or are our Benches, not your looks mifplac'd 2 

We wifh we could have found this Roof fo high, 

That each might be allow'd a Canopy, 

And could the walls to fuch a widenefs draw, 

That all might {it at eafe in Chaife a bras. 

But though you cannot front our Cup-board-8 cene, 

Nor [it fo eas’ly as to ftretch and leane 5 

Yet you are fo divided and fo plac’d, 

That half are freely by the other fac'd; 

And we are fhrerdly jealous that you come 

Not meerly to hear ws, or fee the Rooms 

But rather meet here to be met, I mcan, 

Each would fee all, and would of all be feen, 

Which we but guefs, refpetfully, to fhew 

Tou worthy of your felves, not we of you. 

Think this your paffage, and the narrow way 

To our Eliftan Field, the Opera: 

Tow'rds which fome fay we have gone far about, 

Becaufe it feemes fo long fince we fet out. 

Think now the way grown fhort, and that youlight 

At this {mall Inn, to batt, not flay all night: 

Where you fhall find, what you will much defpife 5 

The Hoft grown old, and worfe then old, half wife. 

stl former time applauds, the prefent blames 5 

And talkes fo long, that he (indeed) Declaims, 

From Declamations of along hours length, 

Made ftrong to laft, by fome dead Authors firength, 

Not pow'rfull to perfwade, but to provoke 5 

Long, grave, and fullen as a mourning Cloak 5 

1 wifh, if poffible, you could cape free 5 

But, plainly, and in brief, it cannot be. 
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Thefe you muft pleafe to hear, ard have no way 
To give the angnifh of your Ears allay, 

But by our Roftra’s, to rememler Rome 5 

Then hope, fuch mighty Minds in time may come 
Zs think it equal glory to take care 
To [peak wife things, as to do great in war: 
Declaming well on what they well have dones 
Being beft guides where they the race have run: 
Quickning by influence of their Noble deeds 

Glory in others, tillit Vertue breeds; 

What do I mean? Sure there is fomething here 
Hos fuch infection as I ought to fear ! 

Here 1a fhort and bafbful Prologue came 5 

But firait grow long and bold 3 thatis, Declame, 
What patience can endure {peech bold and long, 
Where fence is weak too, when the Lungs are ftrong ¢ 
Yet this will rare abridgment feem in me, 

when four fhall come and talke a Hiftory. 

Well, I have now devis'd, for your reliefe, 

How yon fhall make thefe long Declaimers, brief; 
When you perceive their voices fall with fear, 
(As xot accuftomd to the Publick-Ear)) 

And that they panfe, grow pale, and look about 5 
Laugh but aloud, and you will put them ont. 


The Curtains are closd again. 


A Confort of Inftrumental Mujick, adapted to the 
fullen Difpofition of Diogenes, being heard a 
while, the Curtains are fuddenly open’d, and 
in two gilded Roftras appear fitting, Dio- 
genes the Cynick, and Arittophanes the Poet, 
in Habits agreeable to their Country and Pro- 
fefsions: who Declaim Againft, and For Pub- 
lick Entertainment by Morall R eprefentati- 


ons, 
DFILOF Gala ras. 


Would you were al! old, that having more experience , I might 

take lefs pains to make you wife. Or I would you ‘were all 

Poor, that not being diverted by the gaudy emulations of your 
Wealth, you might minde Diogenes; who, you know, has no- 

thing, unlefs (moft thrifty Athenians} you allow me that, which I with 
you could fpare, Underfianding, But why thould I defire your attentie 
on? For, confidering that when youare afleep, you neither hurt your 
Friends,nor provoke your Enemies, I think ’tis {carce difcretion to keep 
you 
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you awake. Yet prefuming Iam now in the publick Roftra, as fecure- Pre 
ly fortifi'd asin my private Tub; 1 will venture te bid you obferve 
that you are met to hear what your Cynick Diogenes, and the Poet A- 
riftophanes can fay, againft and for, publick Entertainment by Moral 
Reprefentations. 

Can any Entertainment divert you from the mifchief to which you 
are excellently inclin’d when you meet in publick > Are not the Winds 
your Orators, and you their many-headed Waves that meet not but 
in foame and rage? Have you not yet diftinguith’d the modefty and 
warinefs of folitude from the impudence and rafhnefs of Affemblies > 
Do you not, when alone, defign wreaths to the vertue of thofe 
whom, when you are aflembled, you reward with Oftracifine 2? As he 
the mingled breath of multitude were fo contagious, that it infected 
reafon as well asblood. Beafts of Athens! Are you not made gen- 
tle, when bred fingle, and continue wilde whilft you are in ro 
When you are alone, perhaps fome of you have judgment to con- 
fider, that the wifdome of Governours is encreas’d by their long con- 
tinuance in power, therefore they ought feldome to be chang’d, but 
when you meet in the Agora, to make up the Body-Politick, ‘tis like 
the meeting of humours in the Natural Body, all tending to commo- 
tion, change and diffolution. There is your annual Feaft, where 
you devour your Governours, or fhift them nimbly, as your Tren- 
chers, before they are foul. Moft mifchievous Athenians! meet not at 
all. Man, when alone, is perhaps not wholly a Beaft; but man meet- 
ingman till he grows to a Multitude, is certainly more then a Mon- 
fter. 

O Number, Number! when it confifts of men, How accurft are 
thofe who truft to it ?_ If for Wifdom, who will rely upon determi- 
nation, where the difference of opinions doth often equal the varie- 
ty of faces> If for ftrength, call XERXEs, and bid him, if he dares, 
come back again with his half of mankinde into Greece. In nume- 
rous Councils you give countenance to each other, to dare to do in- 
juftice 5 where you each take anger as you catch yawning, meerly 
by feeing it in another. In Armies, the number doth often tend more 
to Famine then to ftrength. Fear ( which is in Armies as infectious , 
as Opinion in Councils) is quickly difperft, whilft all depending on 
their multitude, are defeated , becaufe each trufted to others, and 
none to themfelves. 

But Athenians, 1 am old, f want memory, and have difplac’d my 
thoughts; for I intended not to declaime againft Affemblies, in Ci- 
vil Councils , or in Military attempts; but againft fuch as meet for 
Recreation: In defence of which the Poet Ariftophanes is arrogantly 
refolv'd to plead. What need you publick Recreations? If you are 
old , you are paft the dayes of mirth, and are come to the Evenings of 
contemplation; and contemplation requiresfolitude. Ifyou are young, 
‘tis your time to grow folemn, which is, to become old betimes, that 
you may more willingly entertain Age when you are forc’d to feel 
it. If you had Philofophy enough to make you humble; you 
would avoid fuch publick Affemblics as tempt you to that coft in 
Vefts and Ornaments , which occafions the emulations of pride. If 
you have fo little Philofophy as to defire to be very rich, you would 
prevent that vainexpence. If you would live in peace and power, 
why by fuch exceffes, do you enrich Retaylers and Mechanicks,whofe 


fadden acquifition of wealth makes them too proud tobe eee 
at 
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and too fantaftical tobe quiet? Ifyou have bufinefs, what do you 


here ¢ If you have none, What do you jn Athens ¢ where wealth is 
not to be got with idlenefs, nor the Wars maintain’d without wealth. 

But you would meet to receive entertainment from fuch as reprefent 
the vertuous actions of the Heroes. Is not Vertue efteem’d in Athens 
but as the particular humour of Philofophers? And, though it may 
pleafe fome few who ftudy it, yet, becaule ’tis fingular, it doth offend 
the generality 5 and ’tis fafe in popular Governments, to content the 
people, though to their own prejudice, who perhaps too can hardly be 
faid to be prejudic’d, when they-have no fenfe of their harm, If Ver- 
tue could be dreft in fuch a fafhion as all fhould be provok’d to like 
her, you might open the Gates of Athews to her {piritual Tire-women, 
the Mufes, and let them work freely to her. But fince many have ve- 
ry vainly endeavour’d to make her amiable to all, let the Lady Vertue 
fbrink up her white fhoulders, put on her black Hood, and retire to her 
Clofet, 

But you would meet to behold Vertue inthe bright Images of the 
Heroes. Gentlemen of Athens! Benot atchargeto pay for glafles which 
fhall render you the reflection of better faces then your own, left you 
give your felves an uncomfortable occafion to bluth. Tis difcretion, 
if you have any imperfection, to keep at diftance from that excellence 
to which others may compare you. Be youcontented without feeing 
the Heroes; and let them be {atisfi'd with the reward of their vertues. 
Are they not made Stars and Statues? Let them fhine in the Firmament, 
and reft in our Temples: But what need they be perfonated, and in- 
trude into our Theaters, to difgrace us? If you are exceedingly in- 
clin’d to think that you may draw a benefit from great examples, and 
are refolv'd to raife the Heroick Ghofts, in hope they will lead you to 
the hidden Treafures of Vertue; purfue the experiment, and the next 
day, after you have paid your Money in Theaters, caftup your account, 
and fee what you have got by your Dreame. I fufpect that your re- 
membrance of the Worthies will vanifh, and be as fhort asthe Vifion. 
The Ghoft of Hercules rais'd by a Poet, canno more make you labori- 
ous and patient, then aRofecr Lettice, rais’d in aGlafs by a Chymift,can 
make you (weet, or ferve you fora Salade. 

Ariftopbanes will perhaps make youa {mall prefent of another pretext 
in behalf of the Opera; which is, That it will igtroduce Civility. 
But becaufe there are fome Beafts in Athens, Does he take us all for 
Bears? We eate not raw flefh, nor live without diftinctions of alli- 
ance, What means he by Civility? Would he make an Art of exter- 
nal behaviour, and haye it read in the Schools? Would he prefcribe 

ou a certain comely pofture in your fleep, and not to wake without a 
ion complement to your Chamber-Grooms ? Would he not have you 
Cough but when alone, or if in publick, then with a mufical concor- 
dance to the reft that have taken cold? Would he have you at Table 
carve with your arme a little extended, as if you were nicely to finifh 
a touch in Painting; or more at ftretch, as if you were to fence for 
your Meate? Would he make a Science of Salutation, and draw it 
out to fuch a length, as if. when you met you were alwayes treating to 
reconcile Empires 5 or when you take leave , you were concern’d as 
Kings that depart from their Daughters when they are marry’d by 
Proxy, and imbarking for another Climate? Where will be the end of 
exceflesin civility? Is not extraordinary Civility imputed to Courts 
as diffinulation ? Subtle Athenians! If you will learn to be very 
civil, which is, to diflemble with a good grace, yet know, that dif- 


fimulation 


es a a nn nen ee a SRO SaRUES AI etal en iSconinSiane abesvoratbresumbliuy dubaintiauaicaecese-srob cues sis 


fimulation is a kind of black Art, which you mutt ftudy in private. 
Let the people be rude ftill, for if, by fuffering it tobe taught in pub- 
lick, we refine their craftinefs with Civility , you mutt ere long fling 
away your Night-caps, and fleep in your Helmets, 

Would you meet to enjoy the pleafure of Mufick? ‘tis a deceitful 
Art. whofe operations lead to the evil of extreams, making the Melan- 
choly to become mad, and the merry to grow fantaftical. Our Cities 
ancient {tamp, the Om/ (which bears no part in the merry Quires of 
the Woods) denotes the Wifdom, not the Mirth of Athexs. I would 
have the People of Athens, from the Mafon to the Merchant, look 
as grave and thoughtful as rich Mourners, They fhould all feeme 
Priefts in the Temples, Philofophers in their Houfes, and States- 
men in the Streets. Then we fhould not need to be at expence of 
publick Magiftrates; but every man would be freely forward to rule 
another , and in time grow to {uch a height and ability in Govern- 
ment, as we fhould by degrees banith the whole City ; and that 
Oftraci{f were happy preferment 3 for the reft of the world would 
{oon invite us to rule them. 

Does not the extafie of Mufick tranfport us beyond the Regions 
of Reafons Changing the fober defigns of difcretion into the very 
wildnefs of dreams; urging fofter mindes to aime at the impoflible 
fuccefles of Loves and enkindling inthe aétive the deftructive ambi- 
tions of War ? Does it not turn the heads of the young till they grow 
fo giddy, as if they walk’d on pinacles; and often divert the feet 
of the aged from a Funeral to a Wedding ? And confider (my mali- 
cious friends of Athens) how you would look , if you fhould fee me, 
at the meer provocation of a Fiddle, lead outa Matron todance at the 
marriage of an old Philofophers widdow. 

Would you meet to be delighted with Scenes ¢ which is, to be efi 
tertained with the deception of motion, and tranfpofition of Lights 5 
where, whilft you think you fee a great Battel, you are fure to get 
nothing by the Victory, You gaze on imaginary Woods and Me- 
dows, where you can neither fell nor mowe, On Seas, where you 
have no Ships, and on Rivers where you catch no Fifh. But, you may 
find it more profitable to retire to your Houfes, and there ftudy how 
to gain by deceiving others then to meet in Theaters, where you mutt 
pay for fuffering your felves to be deceiv’d. This, Athenians! con- 
cernes your profit 3 which isa word you underftand better then all 
the Grammarians in Greece, And though the wayes towards profit 
are fomewhat dark, yet you need no light from me, which made me 
prefume toleave my Lanthorn at home. 

Vertue, in thofe Images of the Aeroes, adorn’d with that Mufick , 
and thefe Scenes, 1s to be enliven’d with Poetry, Poetry is the fubtle 
Engine by which the wonderful Body of the Opera mult move, I with, 
Athenians! you were all Poets 5 for then, if you fhould meet, and 
with the pleafant vapours of Lesbian wine, fall into profound fleep, 
and concurr in a long Dream, you would ere morning, enamel your 
Houfes, tile them with Gold, and pave them with Aggots, This is 
the way by whichthe Poets would make you all exorbitantly rich, Yet 
Idoubt you are fo malicious as tothink , if Homer, Hefiod, and fix 
more of the Ancients (I dare not fufpect the Modern ) were 
harnaft in a Teem, they would prove too weak to draw the 
weight of a fingle Talent out of Athens. I allow that in a City 
where divers are more then fomewhat guilty, you may fuppofe Sa- 
tyrsa profitable commodity for the Publick 5 but am confident a ange 
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Ream of Odes and Epigrams will not be held, by any man here, a fuffi- 
cient pawn for a Drachma. 

I conceive you have now heard me as frowardly as you ufe to hear 
the Ambafiadors of Sparta, from whom you feldome like any thing 
but their brevity. I fhall leave the advantage on your fide; for ifmy 
advice be bad, ’tis too Jate for me to recal it; if good, you have time 
encugh to follow it. Goe home, and confider; but I fear your Hou- 
fes are fo fpacious, and fo fine, as they will divert your Underftand- 
ing. Though you are willing to perceive that you have no neceflity 
tcconfider me, Yet I am fure Ifhall have continual occafion to ftudy 
you; therefore am refolved tocontract my felf; and retireto my Tub. 


A Confort of Mufick, befitting the pleafant Dif- 
pofition of Ariftophanes, being heard, he thus 
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met to be made wife by Diogenes > and how much more vainly 

fhould I afcend the Rofira, if I fought to inform your Under- 

ftanding concerning him. or reform hiscencerning himfelf? Dio- 
genes came to perfwade you to fufpect the good effects of Aflemblies , 
and { come to accufe him of the evils of Solitude, In which Iam 
prevented by his own behaviour; for you have found him, like a Man 
{ure tobe condemn’d, reviling even you his Judges ; as pitifully fro- 
ward as children fuddenly wak’d, and as weakly malicious as Witches 
when they are mock d, He will quarrel with the Wind , meerly for 
playing with his Beard, and in his Age ftudies revenge on the pofterity 
of his dead Pedant, forchaftifements receiv’din his youth, ’ Fis well 
that Nature hath inclin’d mifchievous men, aswell as Beafts of P: ey.to 
live alone ; for if the one fhould be converfable, and the other walk 
in Herds, Mankind might by the firft be perfwaded from the true ufe 
of Natural Reafon 3 and, by the fecond, be forc’d from the Original 
Inheritance of Natural Power. 

But as fullen Diogenes is by Nature fecretly urg’d to live alone, fo 
thofe who are not mifgovern’d by paffion, have an inftin@ to commu- 
nication, that by vertuous emulations each may endeavour to become 
the beft example to the reft 5 for Men meet not to fee themfelves, but 
to be feen by others, and probably he who doth expofe himfelf to be 
a publick object, will ftrive to excel before he appears. Other crea- 
tures of the moft pacifique f{pecies incline to fociety, that they may de- 
light in each others fafety, whilft they are protected by their conjundti- 
onof ftrength. ’Tis notmy Theame to declaime of the abufe or ufe 
of Number in Civil Councils, or Military attempts: And fince Dio- 
genes was conftrain’d to excufe his digreffion by accufing his memory, I 
{hall learn to avoid fuch prefumptivn as muft fhamefully require your 
pardon, and willnot treat of bufie, but pleafant Aflemblies 5 and par- 
ticularly of {uch as meet for recreation by Moral Reprefentations. 

But 
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But Diogenes is implacably offended at Recreation, He would have 
you all hous’d like himfelf, and every man ftay at home in his Tub. 
He thinks your dwellings fo large as they divert your contemplation ; 
and perhaps imagines that the Creation hath provided too muchroom: 
that the Air 1s too {pacious for Birds, the Woods for Beafts. and the 
Seas for Fifh3 efpecially , iftheir various motion in enjoying their 
Jarze Elements contribute to what he efteems vain idlenefs, Recreation 
This difcontented Cynick would turn all time into midnight, and all 
Learning into melancholy Magick. He is fo offended at mirth, as if 
he would accufe ev-n Nature her felf to want gravity, for bringing in 
the Spring fo merrily with the Mufick of Birds. When you are young 
he would have you alj feem old, and formal as fimple men in Authori- 
ty, When you areold, he would bring you back to the crying con- 
dition of children, asif you werealwayes breeding Teeth. “Nor hath 
he forgot to diipofe of middle age, when the ripenefs of mind and 
boy makes you mott fufficient for the difficult toiles of affairs: for in 
this feafon of laborious life, he would ufe you worfe then Beafts ; who 
are allow d Bells with their heavy packs, and entertain’d with whift- 
ling, when they are driven with Goads. 

entlemen of Athens! If you would admit the deform’d difpofiti- 
on of Diogenesunder the pleafant fhape of humour 3 or rather, if you 
would vouchfafe to give him authority, and let him have time and 
countenance to breed and enlarge a Melancholy Se&t 3 you would find 
the peopie fo apt to rourifh the feed of {mall evil, till it multiply to 
extreams, that you fhould not need to be at expence of Executioners, 
not Executioners be at coft to buy the juice of Hemlock to difpatch of 
feaders3; for we thould all grow moft couragioufly fad, and very boun- 
tifilly hang and drown our felves at our own charge. 

He would have you abftain from fuch publick Affemblies, that you 
might avoid the cofts of Velts and Ornaments, which he traduces, as 
occafioning the emulations of pride, Canlarge Dominions be conti- 
nu’d without diftinG@ion of qualities? And, Canthe people diftinguith 
more immediately then by their eyes; which are alwayes fooner {atis- 
fd with fhape then fub{tance? And, Are they not fafer entertain’d 
with what they inftantly admire, then with that which bufies their 
judgement ? If external glory and gaudery be pride, we learn it there 
where there is no fin; for Nature, who cannot err, ordain’d the pat- 
terns , even inthe various and gaudy ornaments of Birds and Flowers; 
or if excelling ornament offend him, why looks he upward to the 
Stars ; fince of the greateft part of their infinite number, it is hard to 
find any other ufe then that of beautifying and adorning the world > 
Whilft he fcorns pride, he is ignorant that ’tis commonly but by a kind 
of pridemore refin’d that Men difdain the proud, Moft jult atheni- 
ans! Ycannot forfeit your efteem, if convince not Diogenes ; who will 
not be inftructed by the work of Nature, nor could be corrected by 
the rebuke of Plato. 

He conjures you, if you would preferve your peace and power , 
to refrain from thofe Affemblies which occafion {uch emulation of ex- 
pence asmey enrich Retaylers and Mechanicks: as ifthe wealth of 
the People did not make them cautious of innovation, and flow to 
Infurrection; who rebel to get that from others, which makes them 
obedient when it becames their own, The wealth of the eminent , 
contracted and retain’d, offends the People 5 but being difperft and ap- 
parently {pent, prevents their jealoufie, that ‘tis mare then is gia 
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ed; and takes away their envy, by giving them evidence that it will 
grow lefs: and none will believe expence fuperfluous , who think it 
neceflary to gain by what is fpent. When the Laws enjoyn frugality 
totheRich, they provide well for particular Families , but ill for the 
Publick. 

He next takes care you fhould not affemble, efpecially at Repre- 
fentations of the aétions of the Heroes. And in the progrefs of his 
difcourfe, meets the Lady Vertue, and takes her afide, as if he were 
to examine a meer {tranger 3 as if, becaute fhe was not of his acquain- 
tance, therefore fhe had never been in Athens 5 or at leaft was fo au- 
{tere in her garments and behaviour, that the feem’d only fit for the 
company of oldPhilofophers. Noble Athenians ! You all know that 
her delightful maids, the Asmes, have given hera pleafant and familiar 
Drefs3 and, I know, you will provide her fuch a Palace, as Diogenes 
fhall not need to ftraiten himfelf by inviting her to his Tw. 

He again forewrns you from beholding her in the fhining fhapes of 
the Heroes 5 as if, becaufe his own eyes are weak, he may therefore 
think yours fo fore, as it would burt them to behold the light, Or, 
as if the Heroick Ghofts were infolently rais’d by the Poets in {uch an- 
gry fhapes as rather ferve to upbraid your defects, then to encourage 
your endeavours for perfection, Or, as if active examples are reviv'd 
in vain, ‘and feem not more prevalent then written Precepts; yet the 
firft invite imitation by fhewing expertenc’d poffibility in the utmoft 
attempts of Vertue 5 and the latter, but prefumptuoufly draw a Map 
of an unfteer’d Courfe to an imagin’d Coaft, Heroick Vertue, when 
*tis bufie in the open World, is more deferving ( becaufe more labc- 
rious, and lefs fafe) then when fhe lazily retires to the Cells of con- 
templative Cowards, who fecurely fit and write againft thofe dangers 
of temptation, from which out of fear, they have haftily and meanly 
fled. He would likewife infer, that the great examples of Elder 
Times are vainly prefented, becaufe, being fo remote, they are lefs 
credible. But he forgets to obferve that envy will more patiently be- 
hold great actions in the Ancients, who cannot hinder our pretences , 
then in thofe of our own Times, who perhaps are our Competitors for 
the rewards of Vertue, as well as Rivals to her perfon. 

He next grows angry, not at the pretence which publick Enter- 
tainments make to introduce Civility; but at Civility it felf; loving 
fo barbaroufly the uncleanly eafe of his own life, that he cares not how 
much inconvenience it gives tothe livesof others. If the Ephori and 
Kings of Sparta invited him to their Mefs, he would for indecencies 
fake eate their broth without aSpoon. He often commends the anci- 
ent ufe of Fingers, that by tearing his Meat, he may fave the labour 
of whetting his knife. Never wafhes any thing but his Beard, and 
that too in the Bow] where he drinks to his betters, He lets his Nails 
grow tothelength of Talons, feizing and fnatching his meat at ano- 
thers Table, as if it were his Prey and is againft the Civility of ma- 
kinga Stranger enter a Houfe before the Owner becaufe the Cooper 
buile not his to contain more thenhimfelf. He termes it brevity, and 
faving of time,to falute a Magiftrate with no more then a Nod; and, 
only for Jazinefs, avoids common Salutation, Judge you (moft civil 
Athenians! +) whether cleannefs be inconvenient, becaufe he imputes 
it asa troublefome part of Civility. Or whether Salutation fhould be 
prohibited, becaufe fometimes, where the dignities are equal, it draws 
refpect into length: Or whether length of refpect is not neceffary, to 
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thew the diftin@ions of guality > Or rather; whether diftinG@ions of 
quality tend not to the confervation of Government ? without which 
Governours would foon grow weary for want of obedience, and Age 
retire to the Grave for want of reverence, 

He proceeds next againft the Ornaments of a publick opera, Mufick 
and Scenes. But how can he avoid the traducing of Mufick, who hath 
alwayes a Difcord within himfelf, and which feems fo loud too, as if it 
would, a mile off, untune the harmonious foul of Plato. Mufick doth 
not heighten Melancholy into Madnefs, but rather unitesand recollects 
a broken and {catter’d minde; giving it fudden ftrength to refift the 
evils it hath long and {trongly bred. Neither doth it make the merry 
feem fantaftical, but only to fuch as are envioufly fad at the pleafure of 
others. If it doth warm the ambitious when they are young, ‘tis but as 
Cordials warme the blood, to make it evaporate the evil humour. If 
it awake hope in the Aged (where hope is fallen afleer and would 
take reft.) we may therefore fay (fince hope is the vital heat of the 
minde) that it prolongs life where it would flothfully expire. Nor 
need Diogenes {ufpect that it may make his bones ake, by feducing him 
to a dance; forhecan only lift up his feet to adifmal difcerd, or dance 
toa confort of groaners and gnafhers of Teeth. 

He is offended at Scenes inthe Opera, as at the ufele(s Vifions of Ima- 
gination. Is it not the fafeft and thorteft way to underftanding, when 
you are brought to fee vaft Seas and Provinces, Fleets, Armies, and 
Forts, without the hazards of a Voyage, or pains ofa long. March > 
Nor is that deception where we are prepar’d and confent to be de- 
ceiv’d. Nor is there much lofs in that deceit, where we gain fome 
variety of experience by a fhort journey of the fight. When he gives 
you advice not to Jay out time in profpeé& of Woods and Medows, 
which you can never poffefs, he may as well {hut up his own little 
Window (which is the Bung-hole of his Tub) and ftill remain in the 
dark, becaufe the light can only {hew him that which he can neither 
purchafe nor beg. 

This worft Athenian Cwhom you have long contemn’d as your 
Suburb- dog) hath all this while but bark’d at the Mufes. In the end 
of hs difcourfe he offers to bite and worry Poetry; ‘yet, ’tis only with 
his Gums, for his Teeth are loft; Why fhould a Cynick, who applauds 

overty in himfelf, difdain it in others ? He pretendsto make it his bu- 
fines to feek out Poverty, and to Court herin publick; butthe Poets , 
having more wit then the Cynicks, only entertain her when the finds 
out them, andthen but in private. Or perhaps Poets, the bufie Secre- 
taries of Nature, are fo intentively employ’din providing for the gene- 
ral happinefs of humane kind, that they have no leifure to make provi- 
fions for themfelves. He upbraids that Art which may be faid to be 
the only Artof Nature; which elevatesthe harmony of Reafon, and 
makes even the feverities of Wifdome pleafant. But, excellent Athe- 
nians! It were an unpardonabie want of judgement in me, to tire you 
with defending that which you already know needs no defence. And 
my prefumption is lefs to be forgiven in having dar’d to refcue that 
from the rage of Diogenes, which you have long taken into your own 
protection: therefore in ftead of defending Poetry(whofe feveral beau- 
ties make up the fhape of the Opera) I will conclude in excufe and de- 
fence of her Enemy, who hath much reafon to diflwade you from Mo- 
ral Reprefentations , becaufe he is himfelf the worft reprefentation of 
Morality ; and is ju(tly afraid tobe reprefented in the Theater. 


The 


The Curtains are fuddenly clos'd, and the Compa- 
ny entertain'd by Inftrumental and Vocal Mu- 
fick, with this Song. 


5), ON: 2G: 
I. 
Id ever War fo ceafe 
D That all might Olive weare? 
All fleepy grow with Peace, 
And none be wak'd with fear? 


2. 
Does Time want Wings to fly , 
Or Death ere make a ftand ¢ 
Men: muft grow old and die : 
Storms drive us from Sea to Tempefts at Land. 


Chorus. 


This through bis Tub the Cynick, faw 5 
Where vainly with Time he did ftrive, 

And in vain‘from Death did withdraw 
By bury’ng himfelf alive. 


f. 
The Poets they are wife, 
All evils they exped, 
And fo prevent furprize, 
Whilft troubles they neglect. 
by 


Can Age ere do them barns, 
Who chearfully grow old? 
Mirth keeps their hearts fil warme, 
Fooles think, themfelves fafe in forrow and cold. 


Chorus. 


Then let the four Cynick, live coopts 

Let him quake in his thrid-bare Cloak 
Till he find his old Tub unhoopt, 

His Staff and his Lanthorn broke. 
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The Song being ended, A Confort of Inftrumen- 
tal Muck, after the French Compofition, be- 
ing beard a while, the Curtains are [uddenly 
open'd, and in the Roftras appear fitting a 
Parifian and a Londoner, in the Livery Robes 
of both Cities, who Declaime concerning the 
pre eminence of Paris and London, 
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candor tothe Plea, between me a Burgows of Paris, and my 

Opponent of London : being concern’d in honour to lend 

your attention as favourably toa ftranger as to your Native 
Oratour: fince ‘tis the greateft figne of narrow education to permit 
the borders of Rivers, or ftrands of Seas, to feparate the general 
confanguinity of Mankinde: though the unquiet nature of man (till 
hoping to fhake off diftant power, and the incapacity of any one to 
{way univerfal Empire ) hath made them the bounds to divide Go- 
verament. But already I think it neceffary to ceafe perfwading you, 
who will ever deferve to be my Judges, and therefore mean to ap- 
ply my felfin admonifhing him who is pleas’d to be a while my ad- 
verfary. 

My moft opiniater’d Axntagouift (for a Londoners opinion of him- 
felf is no Jefs noted then his opinion of his Beef before the Veal cf 
Ttaly) you fhould know that the merit of Cities confifts not in their 
fair and fruitful fcituation , but in the manners of the Inhabitants: 
for where the {cituation excels, it but upbraids their minds ifthey be 
not proportionable to it. And, becaufe we fliould more except 
again{t the conftancy of minds then their mutability, when they in- 
cline to errors Iwill firft take a furvey of yours in the long conti- 
nu'd deformity of the fhape of your City, whichis, of your Buildings. 

Sure your Anceftors contriv’d your narrow Streets in the dayes of 
Whceel-barrows, before thofe greater Engines, Carts , were invented. 
Is your Climate {o hot, that as you walk, you need Umbrella’s of 
Tiles to intercept the Sun? Or are your Shambles fo empty, that 
you are afraid to take in frefh Ays, left it fhould fharpen your fto- 
macks? Oh the goodly Landskip of Old Fifh-ftreet ! which, hadit 
not had the ill luck to be crooked, was narrow enough to have been 
your Founders Perfpettive : and where the Garrets ( perhaps not for 
want of Architecture, but through abundance of amity) are fo made, 
that oppofite Neighbours may fhake hands without ftirring from home. 
Is unanimity of Inhabitants in wife Cities better expreft then by their 
coherence and uniformity of Building? Where Streets, begin, conti- 
nue, and end in a like ftature and fhape- but yours (as if they 
were rais’d in a general infurrection, where every man hath a fe- 
veral defign) differ in all things that can make diftinction. Here 


ftands one that aimes to bea Palace, and, next it, another that Bee 
es 


Vo of this Noble City, are yet to become more noble by your 
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{es to be a Hovel. Here a Giant, there a Dwarf, here flender, there 
broad; and all moft admirably different in their faces as well as in 
their height and bulk. Iwas about to defie any Londoner, who dares 
pretend there is fo much ingenious corre{pondence in this City, as that 
he can fhew me one Houfe like another, Yet-your old Houfes feem to 
be reverend and formal, being compar’d to the fantaftical looks of the 
Modern; which have more Ovals, Nieches, and Angles, then are in 
your Cuftards 5 and are enclos’d with Pafteboard walls, like thofe of 
malicious Turks, who, becaufe themfelves are not immortal, and can- 
not ever dwell where they build,. therefore will not be at charge to 
provide fuch laftingnefs as may entertain their children out of the 
Rain; fo flight, and fo prettily gaudy, that if they could move, they 
would pafs for Pageants. °Tis your cuftom, where men vary often 
the mode of their habits, to terme the Nation fantaftical; but where 
Streets continually change fafhion, you fhould make hafte to chain up 
the City ; for “tis certainly mad, 

You would think me a malitious Traveller, if I fhould ftill gaze on 
your mifhapen Streets, and take no notice of the beauty of your Ri- 
ver; therefore I will pafs the importunate noife of your Water-men 
(who {natch at Fares as if they were to catch Prifoners , plying the 
Gentry fo uncivilly, as if they never had row’d any other pailengers 
but Bear-wards) and now ftep into one of your pefcod-boats ; whofe 
Tilts are not fo {umptuous as the roofes of Gumdaloes, nor, when you 
are within, are youat the eafe of Chaife a bras. Yhe commodity and 
trade of your River belongs to your felves; but give a ftranger leave 
to fhare in the pleafure of it, which will hardly be in the profped or 
freedom of Ayr; unlefs profpe&, confifting of varicty, be made up 
with here a Palace, there a Wood-yard, here a Garden, therea Brew- 
houfe: Here dwells a Lord, there a Dyer, and between both Duomo 
Comune, Tf freedom of Ayr be inferr’d in the liberty of the Subject, 
where every private man hath Authority, for his own profit, to {moak 
up aMagiftrate; then the Ayr of your Thames is open enough, becaufe 
tis equally free, I will forbear to vifit your Courtly Neighbours at 
Wapping, not that it will make me giddy to fhoct your Bridge, but 
that I am loth to difturb the civil filence of Billinfgate, which is fo 
great, as if the Marriners were alwayes landing to ftorme the Harbour, 
therefore for brevities fake, I will put to fhoar again, though J fhould 
be con(train’d, even without my Galofhoes, to land at Puddle-Dock. 

Tam now return’d to vifit your Houfes, where the Roofts are fo 
low, that I prefume your Anceftors were very mannerly, and ftood 
bare to their wives; for [ cannot difcern how they could wear their 
high crown’d Hats 3 yet Twill enter, and therein oblige you much, 
when you know my averfion to the odor of a certain Weed that g0- 
verns amongft your courfer acquaintance as muchas Lavender amongit 
your courfer Linnen: to which, in my apprehenfion, your Sea-coal 
{moak feems a very Portugal perfume, I fhould here haften toa peri- 
od, for fear of fuffocation, if I thought you fo ungracious asto ufe it 
in publick Affemblies: and yet I fee it grow fo much in fafhion,- that 
me-thinks your children begin to play with broken Pipes, in ftead of 
Corals, to make way for their Teeth, You will find my vifit fhort, 1 
cannot ftay to eat with you, becaufe your bread is too heavy, and you 
difdain the light fuftenance of Herbs, Your dink is too thick, and yet 
you are feldome over-curious in wafhing your glafles, Nor will 1 
lodge with you, becaufe yeur Beds feeme, to our Alcovaes, no 
bigger then Coffins; and your Curtains fo fhort, as they will hardly 
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ferve to inclofe your Carriers in Summer 5 and may be held, if Taffata , 
to have lin’d your Grandfires skirts. 

But though your Houfes are thin, yet your Kitchins are well lin’d 
with Beef and the plentiful exercife of your Chimneys makes up that 
canopy of {moak which covers your City 5 whilft thofe in the Conti- 
nent are well contented with a clear sky, entertain flefh as a Regalzo 5 
and we, your poor French Frogs, are fain to fing toa Salad, You 
boaft that your fervants feed better then Mafters at Paris 5 and weare 
fatisfi’d when ours are better taught then fed. You allow yours idle- 
nefs and high nourifhment, to raife their mettal; which is, to make 
them rude for thehonour of ofd England. We inure ours to labour 
and temperance, that we may allay them 5 whichis, tomake them ci- 
vil for the quiet of Frazce. Yours drink Wine, and the ftrong broth 
of Malt, which makes them bold, hot, and adventurous to be foon 
incommand, Ours are cool’d with weak water, which doth quench 
their arrogance, and makes them fit to obey long. We plant the Vin- 
yard, and you drink the Wine; by which you beget good fpirits, and 
we get good Money. You keep open houfes for all that bring you 
in mirth, till: your Eftates run out of Dores, and find new Landlords, 
We (hut our Gates to all but fuch whofe converfation brings in profit, 
and fo by the help of what you call ill nature and parfimonie , have 
the good luck to keep our inheritances for our Iflue. 

Before I leave you in your Houfes ( where your Eftates are man- 
nag’d by your fervants, and your perfons educated by your Wives) 
I will take a fhort furvey of your children; to whom you are fo ter~ 
rible, that you feem to make ufe of Authority whilft they are young,as 
if you knew it would not continue till their Manhood. You begin with 
them in fuch rough difcipline, as if they were born mad, and you 
meant to fright them into their Wits again before they had any to lofe. 
When they encreafe in years, you make them ftrangers; keeping them 
at fuch diftance, out of jealoufie they fhould prefume to be your com- 
panions, that when they reach Manhood , they ufe you as if they were 
none of your acquaintance, But we fubmit to be familiar with ours, 
that we may beget their affection before ’tis too late to expect it. 
If you take pains to teach them any thing, ’tis only what they fhould 
not learn , Bafhfulnefs 3 which you interpret to be their refpect to- 
wards you, but it rather fhews they arein trouble, and afraid of you 5 
and not only of you, but ofall that are elder then themfelvess as if 
youth were a crime, or, as if you had a greater quarrel to Naturethen 
to the Devil ; you feem to teach them to beafham’d of their perfons, 
even then wken you are willing to excufe their faults, Methinks 
when ours are grave they are but dull; and we are content not to 
have them demure and tame whilft they are youths , left reftraint 
(which alwayes enclines to extreames when it is chang’d to liberty ) 
fhould make them rude and wilde when they are Men. 

This education you give them at home 5 but though you have fre- 
quently the pride to difdain the behaviour of other Nations, yet you 
have fometimes the difcretion to fend your fons abroad to learn it. To 
paris they come; the School of Europes where is taught the ap- 
proaches and demeanours towards Power: where they may learn ho- 
nour, which is the generous honefty; which is the civil boldnefs of 
Courts. But there they arrive not to converfe with us, but with 
themfelves; to fee the Gates of the Court, not to enter and fre- 


quent it; or to take a hafty furvey of Greatnefs, as far as envy, 
but 
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but notto ftudy it, as far asimitation. At laft return home, defpi- 
fing thofe necefflary vertues which they took not paines to acquire 5 
and are only ill alter’d in their drefs and mind, by making that a de- 
formity in feeming over-careful and fore’d, which we make graceful 
in being negligent and eafie, 

I have now Jeft your Houfes, and am paffing through your Streets 5 
but, nat ina Coach, forthey are uneafily hung, and fo narrow, that I 
took them for Sedans upon wheeles : Nor is it fafe for a ftranger to 
ufe them till the quarrel be decided, whether Six of your Nobles, fit- 
ting together, fhall top, and give place to as many Barrels of Beer. 
Your City isthe only Metropolis of Europe, where there is a wonder- 
ful dignity belonging to Carts. Mafter Lowdoner! be not fo hot 
again{t Coaches: take advice from one that eats much Sorrel in his 
Broth, Can you be too civil to fuch a fingular Gentry as bravely 
{corn to be provident ? who, when they have no bufinefs here to em- 
ploy them, nor publick pleafures to divert them, yet even then kindly 
invent occafions to bring them hither, that, at your own rates, they 
may change their Land for your wares; and have purpofely avoided 
the courfe ftudy of Arithmetick, left they fhould be able to affrort 
you with examining your accompts, 

I wonder at your Riches, when I {ee you drink in the morning 5 but 
more at your confidence, when I fee gray Beards come out of a Tavern 
and ftay at the Door to make the laft debate of their bufinefs ; and 
I am yet more amaz’d at your health when I tafte your Wines but 
moft of all at your Politicks, in permitting fuch a publick poyfoning 
under the ftile of free Myfterie to encourage Trade and Diligence. . 

I would now make a fafe retreat, but that me-thinks I am {topt by 
one of your Heroick Games, call’d Foot-ball 5 whichI conceive Cunder 
your favour) not very conveniently civil inthe ftreets 5 efpecially in 
fuch irregular and narrow Roads as Crooked Lane. Yetit argues your 
Courage much like your Military paftime of throwing at Cocks, But 
your mettal would be more magnifi’d (fince you have long allow’d 
thofe two valiant exercifes in the {treets ) to draw your Archers from 
Finsbury, and during high Market, let them fhoot at Butts in Cheap- 
fide. I have now no more to fay but what refers to a few private 
Notes which I fhall give you ina whifper when we meet in Moor-fields 5 
from whence (becaufe the place was meant for publick pleafure, and 
to fhew the munificence of your City ) I fhall defire you to banith the 
Landerefles and Blechers, whofe Acres of old linnen make a fhew like 
the Fields of Carthageva, when the five moneths fhifts of the whole 
Fleet are wafht and {pread: or elfe you will give me leave tocon- 
clude in behalf of Laxemberg and the Tuileries, as no ill accommodati- 
ons for the Citizens of Paris. 


After 
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After a Confort of Mufick , imitating the Waites 
of London, the Londoner rifes, and thus 
anfwers, 
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Ver Noble and moft fufficient Judges ; I am (0 little angry with 
my adverfary, that I am ready to entitle him, asa ftranger, to 
protection from you, and civility from my felf. You fiad, in 
his furvey of this Renown’d City, he has undertaken to be 

pleafant, and to make you fo too: but men who are pleas'd them- 
felves, cannot when they lift difperfe their gay humour among(t others: 
it being much more eafie to incite to anger then to mirth. I prefume 
I am fo farr from needing the advantage, or from growing infolent 
with the honour, of having you my Judges, that I refer my {elf to 
him 5 whilft I prefent him Par7s in the fame Glafs where he reflected 
London: and he isnot a little oblig’d in being made capable of refor- 
ming his judgment by the helps of comparifon. 

Give me leave ( Monlteur de Paris) to be conducted from Diepe by 
one of your Aeffagers, ( who are as Magifterial on the Road as old 
Rangers in a Forreft) and on my Norman Nag (which, though it has 
not as many legs as a Caterpillar, yet by the advantage of being well 
fpurr’d , makes fhift to travel as faft) I enter your City at Porte st. 
Martin, and ere I light, would be glad, by leaving‘a limbe, to com- 
pound for the reft of my body; fo furious are you in your hofpitali- 
ty when you call aloud and take in ftrangers, {pight of their Teeth , 
into your Houfes, and lodge them for more then enough of their 
mony. But fuch importunity , and even for mean profit, fhould ra- 
ther be interpreted as the vehemence of a witty People, that have 
hot brains, then as the figus of general Poverty: Whilft we, phleg- 
matick Iflanders, are too dull to be fo troublefome fora little money 
as may fhew we want it. 

Before I enter your Houfes , I cannot chufe but take notice of 
your ftreets 5 by which [difcern, though you are now unanimoully 
glorious , yet your Anceftors and you had different minds ; for 
though le Rue St. Antoine, St, Honore, and St, Denis are large enough 
for the Viffa, yet le Rue Tirechape, la Tanneric, and la Hachette ftand 
fo much in the fhade, that there your beautiful Wives need neither 
Vails nor Fans; you being fain to lay traps at your windows to catch 
the Sun-beams. But this, you will fay, was the defect of our Ance- 
{tors, not of yours; who, ina wandring humour , made bold to 
crofs the Channel, march up to Paris, and build your Houfes after 
their own fafhion. 

As I pafs along , I bow before every Palace; but ’tisto the Giant 
Swiz that {tands in carbonaded breeches at the Gate 5; who coming a 
long journey, meetly to keep your Natives in awe, has reafon to ex- 
pect reverence froma ftranger. Now methinks you with the Gout in 
my Finger,becaufe I point not with great wonder atthe Louvre swhich 
Iconfefs hasa very fingular way of being wonderful ; the fame of 


the Palace confifting more in the vaftdefign of what it was meant to 
be, 
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be, then in the largenefs of what it is: the ftructure being likewife a 
little remarkable for what is old, but more even for the antiquity of 
what is hew;having been begun fome Ages paft,ind is tobe finifh’d ma- 
ny ages hence; which (I take it) may bea figne of the glory, but 
not of the wealth of your Founders. I will pafs into your Faux- 
bourgs by Pont Rouge; a Bridge not built to be ufeful to you in the 
ftrength of it, but rather to fhew the {trength of your River to ftran- 
gers, when, maugre your Guards of Switz, it often carries an Arch 
out of your City. 

Already (methinks) paffingio’er this Bridge, I ftop at a broken 
Arch $ and finding my felf a heavy Loxdoner, who wants the French 
vivacity to frisk o’er {o wide agap to the Faxxbourgs, | am willing to 
return, that [ may afford you the civility of taking more notice of the 
ornaments of your River. I find your Boats much after the pleafant 
fhape of thofe at common Ferries; where your Baftelier is not fo tur- 
bulently active as our Watermen, but rather (his Fare being two 
brafs Liards ) {tands as fullen as an old Dutch Skipper after thipwrack, 
and wi!l have me attend till the reft of the Herd make uphis fraight; 
paffing in droves like Cattel, embroider’d and perfum’d with Car- 
ters and Crock ctewrs 5 all {tanding during the voyage as if we were rea- 
dy toland as foon as we put from fhore; and with his long pole gives 
usa tedious waft, as if he were all the while poching for Eels, We 
neither defcend by ftairs when we come in, nor afcend when we go 
out, but crawl through the mud like Cray-fifh, or Anglers in anew 
Plantation, T could wifh you had the adornements of wall’d bankss 
but in this witty Region of Civility, as well as in our dull rude Town, f 
perceive there is nota perfect coherence inall the parts ofmagnificence, 

I will now vifit your houfes 3 which I confefs tranfcendent as 
Towtrs, cotpar’d to the {tature of thofe in our City; but as they are 
as high rooft as our Belfries 5 fo have they inthem morethen the noife 
of our Bells; lodging diftreffed Families ina Room; and where there 
isno plenty,there ts {eldom quietnefs. This €horws of clamour from feve- 
ral appartments will be fooner acknowledg’d, when you confider that 
your Nation affects not fuch brevity of {peech as was -prattis’d by the 
Spartans, nor that Majeftical filence which is us’d bythe Turks. Butt 
accufe you of that of which you may take occafion to boaft, becaufe 
the ftufting of Rooms with whole Families, denotes a populous City. 
But farewel the happinefs ofthe Nation when the populoufnefs of the 
City argues the litigiouf{nefs of the Country 5 where, with a multitude 
of Procexz youlofe your wits, and afterwards come upto live by them 
at Paris. Though you are thie to eat at our Entertainments, yet I 
would accept of yours, if you were not hinder’d from giving any by 
the great expence of your Habits and fuperfluous Trains. And I would 
drink with you, if you were as pos’d and grave in your Wine as we 
dull Traficquers, who ufe it to fharpen our Wits when we conclude 
Bargains. But [ have a mind to fuppofe (under your favour) that your 
heads are bottles, and your brains the Cork; for the one, being a lit- 
tle ftirr'd, the other fly out, and fill the Room with froth. I would 
lodge with you, but that your large Beds are taken up with Punezes 5 
which our skins (being tender, and not fo much condens’d by the cold 
as you imagine) can ill endure, and worfe ‘permit the ubiquitary at- 
tacks of thofe dext’rous little perfecutors, which fuit more with the 
nimble difpofition of menof your Climate, then thofe other flow ene- 
mies which were bred in Italy. 
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Thefe are your Feafts, which are but Fafts to your fervants 5 
who being confin’d within the narrow bounds of Penfion, are Ae 
comptable for all the Orts by weight; for which your fufficient rea- 
fon is, becaufe fuch as are ordain’d to fervice. fhou!d be continual- 
ly allay’d by Temperance, left they might lofe obedience. Your 
fons you dignifie betimes with a tafte of pleafure and liberty 5 which 
perhaps breeds in them ( that they.may maintain the va{t expences of 
high pleafure) too hafty and violent an appetite to fuch power as 
makes them, when they aré Men, foon turbulent to Supteam Au- 
thority. When they provoke a Province to rife againft the Court, 
*tis excus’d as high Gallantry, and in fafhion, whilft they are young 
and f{trongly attended; but ‘tis call’d Treafon when they grow old 
and deferted, Here I expe& your rebuke; for why fhould I cen= 
fure the education of your children, fince we fend ours to !earn the 
honour and deportment of Manhood at Paris? YetI will recom- 
mend one confideration to your City as well as to our own; whe- 
ther the ancient jurifdiction of Parents and Matters, when it was 
fevere, did not make all degrees of humane life more quiet and de- 
lightful then we have found it fince that priviledge hath been igno- 
rantly and negligently loft. . 

You ate diforder’d with the rudenefsin our ftreeis; but have more 
reafon to be terrifi’d with the frequent infurrections in your own, In 
ours, a few difturb the quiet of Coaches 5 but in yours, whole Ar- 
mies of Lackies invade the peace of publick Juftice 3 whofe Image 
(were the Tumult drawn bya Poetical Painter) you would imagine 
fencing with a broad {word, like an old grave Switz againft the Tucks 
of fantaftical Pages; who ftrive to ref{cue the condemn’d, as if the 
Noblef/s were concern’d in honour not to fuffer malefactors to be af- 
fronted by a bafe Executioner on the Scaffold for fo generous an ex- 
ercife as killing, But when I obferv’d your Twelfe-Nights, with the 
univerfal fhout of /e Roy boit, T could not but think, that the whole 
Vintage of France was in the heads of the fervants of Paris, 

I will now fuppefe it late, and that I] am retiring to my 
Countrey-men at the good Hoftel deVenife 5 but thall make hatte 5 for 
you muft needs acknowledge the famous dangers of Pont Neuf 
where Robbing is as conftant and as hereditary a trade asa- 
mongft the Arabs 3 where old Grandfathers-Félows, in beards fit to 
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be reverene’d by all that {cape their clutches, fet the watch ( which 


confifts wholly of their Grand-children)) carefully at nine at night, 
and take it as want of refpect in fuch who are fo indecent as to pafs 
that way in their old Cloaks. 

When I confider both our Cities, I coriclude they were built, and 
are inhabited by mortal men; therefore am refolv'd to burn fome pri- 
vate Notes which I intended to impart in anfwer of thofe that you re- 
ferrd to our next meeting, If I could reach your hand, I would en- 
deavour to kifs its for I fhould account my felf worfe bred then ina 
Forreft, if I had not learn’d a little from the abundant Civility of Pa- 
ris; wherel have heard of two aged Crocheteurs, heavie loaden with 
billets, who were fo equally concern’d in the punttilios of Salutati- 
on, and of giving the way, that with the length of Ceremony , 
( Monfieur ceft a vows, Monfteur vows vows moques de voftre Servitenr } 
they both funk under their burdens, and {fo dy’d, dividing the eter- 
nal honour of Gety Education. 


The Curtains are [uddenly closd , and the Com- 
pany entertaind by Inftrumental and Vocal 
Mufick, with thw Song. 


»S ON G. 


I 


Ondon is {mother'd with fulph'rows fires 5 
: Still fhe wears a black, Hood and Cloak, 
Of Sea-coal Smoak, 


As if foe mourn’d for Brewers and Dyers. 
Chorus, 


But fhe is cool’d and cleans’d by ftreams 
Of flowing and of ebbing Thames. 
ep, 


Though Paris way beaft a clearer sky, 
Yet wanting flows and ebbs of Sene, 
To keep her clean, 
She ever feems choakt when fhe is adry: 


Chorus. 


And though a Ship her Scutcheon be, 
Tet Paris hath xo Ship at Sea, 
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The Song ended, the Curtains are drawn open again, 
and the Epilogue enters. 


Pele OG CLE, 


ApS late we told you, fometwo hours ago, 

The ills which you were fure too foon to know. 
Had we fore-warn’d you but the day before , 

By half fomuch, faid at our outward door , 

We had been civil, but had weakly fhown 

More care to watch your profit then our own. 

We have your Money, true; if you can call 

That ours, of which we make no ufe atall. 

The Poets never mind fuch toys asthefe Shews Mo 
But keep them to be fent for when you pleafe, are 
At worft (if you may credit, in frail times, 

Bankers whoturnand wind a world of Rimes) 

They are but bow’d, laid in a Trunk above, 

And kept, as fimple Tokens of your love. 

If this were raillery , it could not pleafe, 

After a tedious dull Diogenes : 

A Poet a mile longer, then, two more, 

To vex you, having had too much before. 

Perhaps, fome were fo couzen’d as to come, 

To fee us weave in the Dramatique Loom: 

To trace the winding Scenes, like fubtle Spies, 
Bred inthe Mufes Camp, fafe from furprize: 

Where you by Art learn joy, and when to mourn 3 
To watch the Plots fwift change, and counterturn: 
When Time moves fwifter then by Nature taught3 
And by a Chorws Miracles are wrought 5 

Making an Infant inftantly a Man- 

Thefe were your Plays, but get them if you can. 


After a Flourifh of loud Mufick, the Curtain w 
clos'd, and the Entertainment ended, 


The Vocal and Infirumental Mufick, was compos'd 
by Doctor Charles Coleman, Captain Henry 
Cook, Mr. Henry Lawes, and Mr. George 


Hudfon. 
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Coclum Britannicum, 4 Ma/fque at Whitehal in the 
Banquetting-Houfe, on Shrove-Tuelday night, 
the 18 of February 1633. 


The Defcription of the Scene. 


. 


TT" firft thing that prefented it felf to the fight, was 4 rich Or- 
nament, that enclofed the Scene; in the upper part of which, 
were great branches of Foliage growing out of leaves and 

huskes, with a Coronice atthetop ; and in the midft was pla- 
ced a large compartiment compofed of Groteske work , wherein 
were Harpies with wings and Lionsclawes , and their hinder parts con- 
verted into leaves and branches: over all was a broken Frontilpiece , 
wrought with {crowles and mafque heads of Childrens and within 
this a Table adorn’d witha lefler Compartiment, with this In{criptie 
on, CZLUM BRITANNICUM: The two fides of this Orna- 
ment were thus ordered - Firft, from the ground arofe a {quare Bafe- 
ment, and on the Plinth ftooda great vaze of gold, richly enchafed, 
and beautified with Sculptures of great Releine , with frutages hang- 
ing from the upper part - Atthe foot of this fate two Youths naked, 
in their natural colours; eachof thefe with one arme fupported the 
Vafe 3 on the cover of which {tood two young women in Draperies, 
arme in arme; the one figuring the glory of Princes, and the other 
Manfuetude: theirother armes bore up an Oval, in which, to the 
Kings Majefty was this Imprefs, A Lyon with an Imperial Crown 
on hishead; the words, Animum fub pcétore forti: On the other fide 
was the like compofition, but the defign of the Figures varied 5 and 
in the Oval on the top, being born up by Nobility and Fecundity , 
was this Impreffe to the Queens Majefty, A Lilly growing with bran- 
ches and leaves, and three leffer Lillies {pringing out of the Stem 5 
the words , Sevper inclita virtws: All this Ornament was heightned 
with Gold, and for the Invention and various compofition, was the 
neweft and moft graceful that hath been done in this place. 

The Curtain was watchet, and apale yellow in panes, which fly- 
ing up on the fudden, difcovered the Scexe , reprefenting old Arches, 
old Palaces, decayed walls, parts of Temples, Theaters, Bafilica’s 
and Therme , with confufed heaps of broken Columnes, Bates, Coro- 
nices and Statues, lying as under ground , and altogether refembling 
the ruines of fome great City of the ancient Romans, or civiliz’d Bri- 
taines. This {trange profpect detain’d the eyes of the Spectators fome 
time, whento aloud Mufick Asercury defcends 3 on the upper part of 
his Chariot ftands a Cock in ation of crowing: his habit- was a 
Coat of Flame colour girt to him, anda white mantle trimm’d with 
gold and filver 5 upon his head a wreath with {mall fals of white Fea- 
thers , a Cadufeus in his hand, and wings at his heels being come 
to the ground, he difmounts and gaesup to the State. 


Mercury. 


A Mafque. 


Mercury. 


Rom the high Senate of the geds to you 
Bright glorious Twins of Love and Majefty, 

Before whofe Throne three warlike Nations bend 

Their willing knees, on whofe Imperial browes 

The regal Circle prints no awful frownes 

To fright your Subjects, but whofe calmer eyes 

Shed joy and fafety on.their melting hearts 

That flow with cheerful loyal reverence, 

Come I Cyllenins, Foves Ambafladour : 

Not, as of old, to whifper amorous tales 

Of wanton love, into the glowing eare , 

OF fome choyce beauty in this numerous traine 5 

Thofe days are fled, the rebel flame is quench’d 

In heavenly brefts, the gods have {worn by Styx 

Nevertotempt yeilding mortality 

To loofe embraces. Your exemplar life 

Hath not alone transfus’d a zealous heat 

Of imitation through your vertuous Court, 

By whofe bright blaze your Palace is become 

The envy’d pattern of this under-world, 

But the afpiring flame hath kindled heaven 5 

Th’ immortal bofomes burn with emulous fires , 

Jove rivals your great vertues 5 Royal Sir, 

And Juno Madam, your attractive graces 5 

He his wild lufts, her raging jealoufies 

She layes afide , and through th’ Olympique hall, 

As yours doth here, their great example {preads , 

And though of old, when youthful blood confpir d 

With hisnew Empire, prone to heats of luft, 

He atted incefts, rapes, adulteries 

On earthly beauties, which his raging Queen, 

Swoln with revengeful fury turn’d to beatts, 

And in defpight he retransform’d to Stars, 

Till he hath fill’d the crowded Firmament 

With his loofe ftrumpets, and their fpurious race, 

Where the eternal Records of hisfhame, 

Shine to the world in flaming Characters ; 

When in the Cryftal myrrour of your reign 

He view'd himfelf, he found his loathfome ftayns 5 

And now to expiate the infectious guilt 

OF thofe detefted luxuries, he'll chace 

Th’ infamous lights from their ufurped Spheare , 

And drown in the Lethzan flood, their curs’d 

Names and Memories. In whofe vacant roomes 

Firft you fucceed, and of the wheeling Orbe 

In the moft eminent and confpicuous point, 

With dazling beames, and {preading magnitude, 

Shine the bright Pole-ftar of this Hemi{phear. 

Next, by your fide, inatriumphant chaire, 
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And crown’d with Ariadnes Diadem, 
Sits the fair comfort of your heart, and Throne 5 
Diffus’d about you, with that fhare of light 

As they of vertue have deriv‘d from you, 
Hee’ll fix this Noble train, of either fex; - 

So to the Britith Stars this lower Globe 

ShaJl owe its light, and they alone difpence 
Toth worlda pure refined influence. 


Enter Afomns attired in a long darkith robe all wrought over with 
ponyards, Serpents tongues, eyes and eares, his beard and hair 
party coloured, and upon his head a wreath {tuck with Feathers, 


and a Porcupine in the forepart. 
Momus. 


Y your leave , Mortals, Good-den Cozen Hermes 3 your pardon 

» good my Lord Ambaflador; I found the tables of your Armes 
and Titles, in every Inn betwixt this and Olympws, where your prefent 
expedition is regiftred, your nine thoufandth nine hundred ninety ninth 
Legation. Icannotreach the policy why your Matter breeds fo few 
States-men , it futes not with his dignity that inthe whole Empyreum 
there fhould not be a god fit to fend on thefe honourable errands but 
your felf: who are not yet fo careful of his honour as your own, as 
might become your quality , when you are itinerant: the Hoftsupon 
the high-way cry cut with open-mouth upon you for fupporting pilfe- 
ry in your train 5 which, though as youare the god of petty Larceny, 
you might protect , yetyou know itis directly againft the new orders, 
and oppofes the Reformation in Diameter. 

Merc. Peace Rayler, bridle your Licentious Tongue, 

And let this prefence teach you modefty. 

Mom. Let itif it cans; in the mean time I will acquaint it with my 
condition, Know (gay people) that though your Poets, who enjoy 
by Patent a particular priviledge to draw downany of the Deities from 
Twelftnight till Shrove-tuefday, at what time thereis annually amoft 
familiar entercourfe between the two Courts, have asyet never invi- 
ted metothefe Solemnities, yet it fhall appear by my intrufion this 
night , that [am a very confiderable perfon upon thefe occafions, and 
may moft properly affift atfuch entertainments. My name is Momus ap- 
Somnus-ap-Erebus-ap-Chaos-ap- Demogorgon-ap-Eternity. My Offices and 
Titles are, TheSupreme Theomattix, Hupercrittique of manners, Pro- 
tonotary of abufes, Arch-Informer, Dilator General, Univerfal Calum- 
niator, Eternal Plaintiff, and perpetual Fore-man of the Grand In- 
queft. My Priviledges are an ubiquitary,circumambulatory,fpeculato- 
ry, interrogatory, redargutory immunity over all the privy lodgings, 
behind hangings,dores, curtains, through key-hoiles, chinks, windows. 
about all Venerial Lobbies , Skences or redoubts, though it beto the 
{urprize of a perdue Page or Chamber-maid 3 in, and at all Courts of 
civil and criminal judicature, all Councels, Confuitations, and Parlia- 
mentary Aflembliess; where thoughI am but a Woollfack-god , and 
have no vote in the fanction of new Laws, Ihave yet a prerogative 
of wrefting the old to any whatfoever interpretation, whether it be 
to the behoof or prejudice of Fupiter his Crown and Dignity , for, or 
again{t the Rights of either Houfe of Patrician or Plebetan gods, My 
natural qualities are to make Jove frown, Juno powt, Afars chafe, 1 c- 
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sus bluth, Unlcan glow, Saturne quake, Cynthia pale, Phebus hide his 
face, and Afercury here takehis heels. My recreations are witty mif- 
chiefs, as when Saturve guelt his father, theSmith caught his wife and 
her Bravoin.a net of Cobweb-Iron; and Hebe throughthe lubricity of 
the pavement tumbling overthe Half-pace, prefentedthe Emblem of 
the forked tree, anddifcover'd to the tann’d Ethiops the fnowy cliffes 
of Calabria withthe Grotta of Puteolum. But that you may arriveat 
the perfect knowledge of me by the familiar illuftration of a Bird 
of mine own feather, old Peter Aretine , who reduced all the Scepters 
and Myters of that Age tributary to his wit, was my parallel; and 
Franck Rablais fack’dmuch of my Milk too 5 but your modern F rench 
Hofpital of Oratory is meer counterfeit , an arrant Mountebank, for 
though fearing no other tortures then his Sciatica, he difcourfes of 
Kings and Queens with as little reverence as of Groomes and Cham- 
ber-maids, yet he wants their fang-teeth, and Scorpions tail; I mean 
that fellow, who to add to his ftature, thinksit a greater grace to 
dance on his tiptoes like a Dogg ina Doublet, then to walk like 
oth r men on the foles of his feet. 

Merc. No more impertinent Trifeler, you difturb 
The great affair with your rude fcurrilous chat: 

What doth the knowledge of your abject ftate 
Concern foues folemn Meflage? 

Atom. Sir, by your favor, though vou have a more efpeciall Com- 
miffion ef employment from Jupiter, and a larger entertainment from 
his Exchequer, yet as a frec-born god I have the liberty to travel at 
mineoivn charges, without your Pals or Countenance; and that it 
may appear, afedulous acute obferver may know as muchas a dull 
degmatique Ambaador, and wears a treble key to unlock themytte- 
rious Cyphers cf vour darlx fecrecies, I will difcourfe the politique 
ftate of heaven to this trim Audience. 


At this the Scene changeth, and in the heaven isdifcovereda Spheare, 
with Stars placed in their feveral Images; bornup by a huge na- 
ked Figure (only a piece of Drapery hanging over his thigh) 
knecling and bowing forwards, as ifthe great weight lying on 


his fhouldersoppreft him, upon his head a Crown, by all which 
he might eafily be known to be Atlas, 


—You (hall underftand that Jupiter upon the infpection of Iknow 
not what vertuous prefidents extant (as-they fay) herein this Court, 
but as I more probably guefs out of the confideration of thedecay of 
his natural abilities , hath before a frequent convocation of the fupers 
lunary Peers in a folemn Oration recanted , difclaimed , and utterly 
renounced all the lafcivious extravagancies, and riotous enormities of 
his forepaft licentious life, and taken his oath on Jumo’s Breviary, re- 
ligioufly kiffing the two-leav’d book, never to ftretch his limbs more 
betwixt adulterous fheets, and hath with pathetical remonftrances 
exhorted , and under ftri@ penalties enjoyned a refpective conformity 
in the feveral fubordinate Deities 3 and becaufe the Libertines of An- 
tiquity, the Ribald Poets, to perpetuate the memory and example of 
their triumphs over chaftity, to all future imitation , have in their 
immortal fongscelebrated the Martyrdom of thofe Strumpets under the 
perfecution of the wives, and devolved to pofterity the pedigrees of 
their whores, bawds, and baftards; it is therefore by the authority 


aforefaid enacted, that this whole Army of Conttellations Reus 
jatelv 
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diately difbanded and cafheer’d, fo to remove all imputation of im- 
piety from the Coeleftial Spirits , and all Juftful influences upon terre- 
{trial bodies 5 and confe quently that there be an Inquifition erected to 
ex{punge inthe Ancient, and fupprefs in the Modern and fucceeding 
Poems and Pamphlets, all paft, prefent, and future mention of thofe ab- 
jurd herefies, and to take particular notice of all enfuing incontinen- 
cies, and punifh them in the high Commiflion Court. Am not Tin 
election to bea tall Statefman think you, thatcan repeat a paflageat 
a Counfel-table thus punctualiy ? 

Mterc. I fhunin vainthe impartunity 
With which this Snarler vexeth ‘all the Gods , 

Jouc cannot fcape him: well, what elfe from Heaven ? 

Mom. Heaven! Heaven is no more the place it was 5 aCloyfter of 
Carthufians, a Monaftery of converted gods, ‘fove is grown old and 
fearful, apprehendsa fubverfion of hisEmpire, and doubts left Fate 
fhould introduce a legal fucceflion in the legitimate heir, byrepofef 
fing the Titanian line,and hence {prings all this innovation. We have 
had new orders read in the Prefence-Chamber, by the Vi-Prefident 
of Pernafjus, too {trict to be obferved long. Monopolies are called in, 
fophiftication of wares punifhed, and rates impofed cn Comodities, 
Injuntions are gone out tothe Nectar Breweis, for the purging of the 
heavenly Beverage of a narcotique weed which hath rendred theIdzaes 
confus’d in theDivine intellects,and reducing it to the compofition ufed 
in Saturns Reign. Edittsare made for the reftoring of decay’d Houfe- 
keeping, prohibiting the repair of Families tothe Metropolis, butthis 
did endanger an Amazonian mutiny,till the Females put on a more maf- 
culine refolution of folliciting bufineflesin their own perfons, andlea- 
ving their husbands at home for ftallions of hofpitality. Bacchus hath 
commanded all Taverns to be fhut, and neo Liquor drawn after 
tenataight, Cupid mult gono more fo {candaloufly naked, but is en- 
joyned to make him breeches though of his Mothers Petticotes Ga- 
nimede is forbidden the Bed-chamber, and muft onely minifterin pub- 
lick. The gods muftkeep no Pages, nor Grooms of their Chamber 
under the age of 25,and thofe provided of acompetent ftcck of beard ; 
Pan may not pipe, nor Proteus juggle, butby efpecial permiffion. Uw/- 
can was brought to an Oretemus and fined, for driving in a plate of Tron 
into one of the Suns Chariot-wheels and froft-nailing his horfes upon 
the fifth of November aft, for breach of a penal Statute , prohibiting 
work upon Holydayes , that being the annual celebration of the Gy- 
gantomachy. Inbrief,the whole ftateof the Hierarchy fuffers a to- 
tal reformation , efpecially in the point of reciprocation of conjugal 
affection. Venus hath confeft all her adulterics,and is receiv’d to grace 
by her husband, who conictous of the great difparity betwixt her per- 
fections and his deformities, allows thofe levities as an equal counter- 
poize; bat itisthe prettieft fpedacle to fee her ftroaking with her 
Ivory hand his collied cheecks, and with her {nowy fingers combing 
his footy beard. Jupiter too begins to learn tolead his own wife ; i 
Jeft him pradtifing inthe milky way; andthereis no doubt of an uni- 
verfal obedience, where the Lawgiver himfelf in his own perfon ob- 
ferves his decrees fo pundtually : who befidesto cternizethe memory 
of that great example of Matiimonial union which he derives from 
hence, hath on his bed-chamber-door, and feeling, fretted with {tars 
in capital Let:er , engraven the Infcriptionof CARLOMARIA, 

This 
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This isas much I am fure as either your Knowledge or Inftructions can 
dire& you to, whichT having in a blunt round tale, without State- 
formality, Politique inferences, or fulpected Rhetorical elegancies , 
already delivered; you may now dexteroufly proceed to the fecond 
part of your charge, whichis the taking of your heavenly {parks up 
in the Embers , or reducing the #thereal lights to their primitive opa- 
city,and grofs dark fubfiftance 5 they aze all unrivited from the Sphear, 
and hang loofe in theirfockets, where they but attend the waving of 
your Caduce , and immediately they reinveft their priftine fhapes and 
appear before you in their own natural deformities. 
Merc. Mowms thou fhalt prevail, for fince thy bold 

Intrufion hath inverted my refolves, 
IT mutt obey neceflity, and thus turn 

My face to breath the Thundrers juft decree 

"Gaintt this adulterateSphear, which firft I purge 

OF loathfome Montters, and mif-fhapen formes : 

Down from her azure concave, thus Icharm 

The Lyrnean Hydra, the rough unlick’d Bear, 

The watchful Dragon, the ftorm-boading Whale, 

The Centaure, the horn’d Goatfith Capricorze, 

The Snake-herd Gorgon, and fierce Sagittar: 

Divefted of your gorgeous {tarry Robes, 

Fall from the circling Orbe, and e‘re you fuck 

Frefh venomin, meafure this happy earth, 

Then to the Fens, Caves, Forefts, Defarts, Seas, 

Fly,and refume your native qualities, 


They Dance in thofe monftrous fhapes the firft Antimask, of natural 
deformity. 


Atom. Are not thefe fine companions, trim play fellows for the Dei- 
ties ? yet thefe and their fellows have made up all our converfation 
for fome thoufandsof years. Do not you fair Ladies acknowledge 
your felves deeply engaged now to thofe Poets your fervants, that in 
the height of commendation have rais’d your beauties to a parallel 
with fuchexact proportions, orat leaftranked you in their {pruce {o- 
ciety. Hath not the confideration of thefe Inhabitants rather frighted 
your thoughtsutterly from the contemplation of the place? but now 
that thofe heavenly Manfions are to be voyd, you that fhall hereafter 
be found unlodged, will become inexcufable 5 efpecially fince Vertue 
alone hall be a fufficient title, fine, and rent: yet if there be a 
Lady not competently ftock’d that way, the fhall not on the inftant 
utterly defpair, if fhe carry a fufficient pawn of handfomnefs 5 for 
however the letter of the Law runs, Jupiter notwithftanding his Age, 
ard prefent aufterity, willneverrefufe to ftamp Beauty, and make it 
currant with his own Impreflion; but to fuch as are deftitute of both 
I can afford but {malencouragement. Proceed Cozen Mercury, what 

lows ? 

Sonu Lookup and mark where the bright Zodiack 

Hangs like a Beltabout the breft of heaven 3 

On the right fhoulder, likea flaming Jewel, 

His fhell, with nine rich Topazes adorn’d, 

Lord of this Tropique, fits the skalding Crab ; ss 
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He, when the Sun eee in full career 
His annual race 3 his ghaftly claws uprear’d, 
Frights at the confines of thetorrid Zone, 

The fiery teame, and proudly ftops their courfe, 
Making a folftice , till the fierce Steeds learn 
His backward paces, and fo retrograde 

Poft downshillto th’ oppos’d Capricorze, 
Thus I depofe him from his laughty Thrones 
Drop from the Sky intothe briny flood, 
There teach thy motion to theebbing Sea, 
But let thofe fires that beautifi'd'thy fhell, 

Take humane fhapes, and the diforder fhow 
Of thy regreflive paces here below. 


The fecond Antimask is Danc'd in retrograde paces , expreffing obli- 
quity in motion. 


Mom. This Crab,I confefs, did ill become the heavens, but there is 
another that more infefts the earth, and makes fucha folftice in the po- 
liter Arts and Sciences, as they have not been obferved for many 
Ages to have made any fenfible advance: could you but lead the lear- 
ned Squadrons with a Mafculine refolution paft this point of retrogra- 
dation, it were a benefit tomankind worthy the power of a god, and 
to be paved with Altars: but that not being the work of this night, 
you may purfue your purpofes: what now fucceeds ? 

Merc. Vice, that unbodied, inthe Appetite 
Erects his Throne, hath yet, in beftial fhapes, 

Branded, by Nature, with the Charatter 
And diftinct ftampof fome peculiar II], 
Mounted the Sky and fix’d his Trophies there: 
As fawning flattery inthe little Dog, 

I'th bigger, churlith Murmur; Cowardize 

Ith timerous Hare 3 Ambition in the Eagle: 
Rapine and Avarice in th’ adventrous Ship 
That fail’d to Colchos for the Golden fleece: 
Drunken diftemper in the Goblet flowes 5 
Ith Dart and Scorpion, biting Calumny 5 

In Hercules and the Lion, furious rage 5 

Vain Oftentation in Caffiope: 

All thefe I to eternal exile doom , 

But to this place their emblem’d Vices fummon , 
Clad in thofe proper Figures, by which beft 
Their incorporeal nature is expreft, 


The third Antimask is dane'd of thofe feveral vices, expreffing the de- 
viation from Vertue. 


Mom. From henceforth it fhall be no more faid in the Proverb, 
when you would exprefs a riotous Affembly, That hell, but heaven 
is broke loofe, this was an arrant Goal-delivery , all the prifons of 
your great Cities couldhave vomited more corrupt matter: but Cou- 
zen Cyllenius , in my judgment it is not fafe that thefe infectious per- 
fons {bould wander here tothe hazard of this Ifland, they threatned 
lefs danger when they were nayl’d to the Firmament : I fhould con- 
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ceive ita very difcreet courte, fince they are provided of a tall Vet. 
fel of their own ready rige’d, to embark themall together inthat good 
Ship called the Argo, and fend themto the Plantation in New-England 
whrch hath purg’d more virulent humors from the politique body 
then Guiacum and allthe  eft- Indian druges have from the natural ge 
le of this Kingdom: Can you devife how to difpofe them bet- 
rer 
Mer. They cannot breath this pure and temperate Air 

Where Vertue lives, but will with hafty flight, 

’Mongtt fogs and vapours, feek unfound abodes; 

Fly after them, from your ufurped feats, 

You foul remainders of that viperous brood: 

Let not aStar of the luxurious race, 

With his loofe blaze ftayn the skyes chryftal face. 

All the Stars are quench’d, and the Sphear darkned, 


Before the entry of every Antimask, the Stars in thofe figures in the 
Sphear which they were to reprefent, were extin@ ; fo as, by the end 
of the Antimask in the Sphear no more Stars were feen. 


Mom. Here is atotal Ecclipfe of the eighth Sphear , which neither 
Booker, Alefiree, norany of your Prognofticators, no northeir great 
Matter Tico were aware of; but yet in my opinion there were fome in- 
nocent,and {ome generous Conftellations, that might have been refer- 
ved for Noble ufes 5 as the Skales and Sword to adorne the ftatue of 
Juftice, fince fhe refides here on Earth onely in Picture and Effigie. 
The Eagle had been a fit prefent for the Germans, in regard their Bird 
hath mew’d moft of her Feathers lately. The Dolphin too had been 
moft welcome to theFrench, and then had you but clapt Perfews on 
hisPegafuzs, brandifhing his Sword, the Dragon yawning on his back 
under his horfes feet, with Python's dartthrough his throat, there had 
been a Divine St, George for this Nation: but fince you have impro- 
vidently fhuffled them altogether, it nowrefts only that we provide 
an immediate fucceflion, and to that purpofe I willinftantly proclaim 
a free Election, 

ODES sO fers Ores, 
By the Father of the gods, 
And the King of men, 


Whereas we having obferved a very commendable practice taken into 
frequent ufe by the Princes of thefe latter Ages, of perpetuating the 
memory of their famous enterprizes,Sieges, Battels, Victories, in Picture, 
Sculpture, Tapiftry,Embroyderies, and other Manufactures, wherewith 
they have embellifhed their publick Palaces, and taken into Our more 
diftiné& and ferious cenfideration , the particular Chriftmafs hangings 
of the Guard-Chamber of thisCourt, wherein the Naval Victory of 
88. is to the eternal glory of this Nation exactly delineated : and 
whereas We likewife out of a prophetical imitation of this fo lauda- 
ble cu{tom, did formany thoufand years before, adorneand beautifie 
the eigth room of Our czleftial Manfion, commonly called the Star- 
Chamber, withthe Military adventures, Stratagems, Atchievements , 
Feats, and Defeats , performed in Our Own perfon, whilft yet Our 
Standard was erected, and We a Combattant in the amorous Warfare. 


It hath notwithftanding , after mature deliberation and long debate, 
held 
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held firft in our own infcrutable bofome, and afterwards, communi- 
cated with Our Privy Councel, feemed meet to Our Omnipotency, 
for caufes to Our felf beft known , to unfurnifh and dif-array Our 
forefaid Star-Chamber of all thofe Antient Conftellations which have . 
for fo many Agesbeen fufficently notorious , and to admit into their 
vacant places, fuch perfons onely as fhall be qualified with exemplar 
Vertue and eminent Defert, thereto thine in indeleble Charafters of 
glory toall Pofterity. It is therefore Our divine will and pleafure,vo- 
luntarily , and out of Our own free and proper motion, meer grace 
and fpecial favor, by thefe prefentsto fpecifie and declare to all Our 
loving People, that it fha!l be lawful for any Perfon whatfoever , that 
conceiveth him or her felf to be really endued with any heroical Ver- 
tuc ortranfcendent Merit , worthy fohigh a calling and dignity, tc 
brinz their feveral pleas and pretences before Our Right Trufty and 
W elbeloved Cozen and Counfellor, Don Afercury and god Momus, &c, 
Our peculiar Delegates for thataffair , upon whom we have transfer- 
red an abfolute power to conclude, and determine without Appeal 
or Revelation , accordingly asto their wifdomes it {hall in fuch ca- 
fes appear behooful and expedient. Given at our Palace in Olympus 
the tirft day of the firft Month, in the firft year of the Reforma- 


tion. 


Plutus enters, an old man full of wrinkles, a bald head, athin white 
beard, fpettacles on his nofe, with a bunch back; and attir’din a 
Robe of Cloth of gold. 


Plutus appears. 

Merc. Who’s this appears? 

Atom, This is a fubterranean Fiend, Plutus, in this Diale& term’d 
Riches, or the god of gold; a poyfon, hid by providence in thebot- 
tome of Seas, and Navil of the Earth, from mans difcovery , where if 
the feeds begun to {prout above-ground , the excrefcence was careful- 
ly guarded by Dragons, yet at laft by humane curiofity brought to 
light to their own deftruction 5 this being the true Pandora’s box . 
whence iffued all thofe mifchiefs that now fill the Univerfe. 

Plut, That I prevent the meflage of the gods 
Thus with my haft, and not attend their fummons, 
Winich ought in Juftice call me to the place 
I now requireof Right, is notalone 
To fhew the juft precedence that I hold 
Before all earthly, next th’immortal Powers 5 
But to exclude the hope of partial grace 
In all Pretenders, who, finceI defcend 
To equal tryal, muft by fole defert. 
Waving your favor, claym by my example, 

If Vertue mutt inherit, fhee’s my flave ; 
Ilead her captive in a golden chaine, 
About the world; Shetakes her Form and Being 
From my creation; and thofe barren feeds 
That drop from heaven, if T not cherifhthem 
With my diftilling dewes, and fotive heat , 
They know no vegetation; butexpos’d 
To blatting winds of freezing Poverty , 
Or not fhoot forth atall, or budding, wither: 

: Should 
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Should I proclaim the daily facrifice 
Brought to my Temples by the toyling rout 
Nee the i and gore a abject Beatts ; 
ut humane {weat, and blood po : 

I might invoke the envy of oe ae ae oats: 
Turn but your eyes and mark thebufie world 
Climbing {teep Mountaines for the fj parkling fione 
Piercing the Center for the fhining Ore : 
And th’ Oceans bofome to rake pearly (ae 
Croffing the torrid and the frozen Zones, 
*Midft Rocks and {wallowing Gulfes, for gainful trade 
And though oppofing Swords, Fire, murdring Canon 
Skaling the walled Town for precious fpoiles : 
Plant in the paflage to your heavenly feats 
Thefe horrid dangers, and then fee who dares 
aes his defperate foot; yet am I fought 
And oft in vain, through thefe, ander : : 
I could difcover how oh Deities Seg 
Are for my fake fleighted, defpis’d, abus’d, 
Your Temples, Shrines, Altars, and Images 
Uncover’d, rifled, robb’d, and difarray’d 
By facrilegious hands: yet is this‘treafure 
To th’golden Mountain, where I fit ador’d 
With (uperftitious folemn rights convay’d 
And becomes facred there, the fordid Steck 
Not daring touch the confecrated Ore, 
Or with prophane hands leffen the bright heap 5 
But this might draw your anger down on mortals, 
For rendring me the homage due to you: 
Yet what is faid may well exprefs my power 
Too great for earth, and onely fit for heaven. 

Now, for your paftime, view the naked root, 
Which inthe dirty earth, and bafe mould drown’d, 
Sends forth this precious Plant, and golden fruit. 
You lufty Swaines, that to your grazing flocks 
Pipe amorous Roundelayess youtoyling Hinds, 
That barb the fields, and to your merry Teamies 
Whittle your paffions 3 and you mining Moles 
That in the bowels of your Mother-earth 
Dwell the eternal burthen of her womb, 
Ceafe from your labors, when Wealth bids you play, 
Sing, Dance, and keep a chearful holiday, 


They Dance the fourth Antimask confifting of Conntrey people , Mu- 
fick, and Meafures, 


Merc. Plutus, the gods knowand confefs your power, 
Which feeble Vertue feldom can refift 5 
Stronger then Towers of Brafs, or Chattity 5 
Jove knew you when he courted Dazae , 
And Cupid wears you on that arrowes head 
That ftill prevailes, But the godskeep their Thrones 
To enftal Vertue, not her Enemies. 


They dread thy force, which even themfelves have felt, 
Witnefle 


Clee 


And frowning JFuzo, did to mortal Fres 

Naked, for gold, their facred bodies fhow, 
Therefore for ever be from heaven, banifh’d. 

But fince with toyle from undifcover’d Worlds 
Thou art brought hither, where thou firft didft breath 
The thirft of Empire into Regal brefts, 

And frightedft quiet peace from her meek Throne , 
Filling the World with Tumult, Blood, and War, 
Follow the Camps of thecontentious earth, 

And be the Conqu’rers {lave, but he that can 

Or conquer thee, or give thee Vertues {tamp, 
Shall (hine in heaven a pure immortal Lamp. 

Mom, Nay ftay, and take my benediction along with you. I 
could, being here a Co-Judge, like others in my piace, nowthat you 
are condemn’d, either railat you, or break jefts upon you, but I ra- 
ther chufe to loofe a word of good councel , and intreat you to be 
more careful in your choice of company, for you arealways found ei- 
ther with M ifers, that not ufe you at all, or with fools, that know 
not how to ufe you well: be not hereafter fo referv’d and coy to men 
of worth and parts, and fo you fhall gain fuch credit , as the next 
Seffions you may be heard with better fuccefs. But till you are thus 
reform’d, I pronounce this pofitive fentence , That wherefoever you 
fhall chufe to abide, your fociety fhall add no credit or reputation to 
the party , nor your difcontinuance, or total abfence, be matter of 
difparagement to any man, and whofoever fhall hold a contrary 
eftimation of you, fhall be condemn’d to wear perpetual Motley, 
unlefs he recant hisopinion. Now you may void the Court. 


Penia enters, awoman of a pale colour, large brims ofa hat upon 
her head , through which her hair ftarted up like a fury, her Robe 
was of a dark color full of patches, about one of her hands was tyed 
a chaine of Iron, to which was faftned a weighty ftone, which fhe 
bore up under her arm. 


Penta Enters. 

Merc. What Creatare’s this.? 

Mom. The Antipodes to the other, they move liketwo Buckets 
or astwo nayles drive out one another 5 if Riches depart, Poverty 
will enter. 

Pov. I nothing doubt (Great 2nd Immortal Powers) 
But that the place your wifdom hath deny’d 
My foe, your Juftice will confer on me 5 
Since that which renders him incapable , 
Proves a {trong Plea for me. I could pretend 
Even in thefe rags, a larger Soveraignty 
Then gaudy Wealth in all his pomp can boaft; 
For mark how few they are that fhare the World; 
The numerous Armies, and the {warming Ants 
That fight and toyl for them, are ali my Subjects, 
They take my wages, wear my Livery : 
Invention too and Wit, are both my creatures, 
And the whole race of Vertue is my Off-{pring 5 


As 
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As many mifchiefs iflue from my womb 
And thofe as mighty, as proceed from gold. 
Oft o’re his Throne T wave my awful Scepter, 
And in the bowels of his ftate command , 
When ’midft his heaps of Coyn , and hils of Gold 
I pine, and ftarve the aviritious Fool. ‘ 
But I decline thofe titles, and lay claim 
Tohcaven, by right of Divine contemplation ; 
She is my Darling, I, in my foft lap, 
Free from difturbing cares, Bargains, Accounts, 
Leafes, Rents, Stewards, and the fear of Theeves, 
That vex the rich , nurfe her in calm repofe, 
And with her, all the Vertues fpeculative, 
Which, but with me, find no fecure retreat. 

For entertainment of this howr. I’le call 
A race of people to this place, that live 
At Natures charge, and not importune heaven 
To chain the winds up, or keep back the ftorms. 
To ftay the thunder, or forbid the hail 
To threfh the unrep’d eare; but to all weathers, 
Both chilling froft, and skalding Sun, expofe 
Their equal face. Come forth, my {warthy train, 
In this fair circle dance , and as you move, 
Mark, and foretell happy events of Love. 


They Dance the fifth Antimask, of Gypfies. 


Mom. 1 cannot but wonder that your perpetual converfation 
with Poets and Philofophers hath furnifhed you with no more Logick, 
or that you fhould think toimpofe upon usfo grofs an inference, as 
becaufe Plutws and you are contrary, therefore whatfoeveris denyed 
of the one, muft be true of the others asif it fhould follow of ne- 
ceflity, becaufe he is not Jupiter, you are. No, I give youto know, 
Tam better vers’d in cavils with the gods, then to {wallow fucha 
fallacie. for though you two cannot be together inone place , yet 
there are many places that may be without you both, and fuch is hea- 
ven, where neither of you arelikely to arrive: therefore let mead- 
vife you to marry your f{elfto Content, and beget fage Apothegms, 
and goodly moral Sentences in difpraife of Riches, and contempt of 
the world. 
Mer. Thou doft prefume too much poor needy wretch 
Toclaim a ftation in the Firmament, 

Becaufe thy humble Cottage, or thy Tub 

Nurfes fome lazy or Pedantique vertue 

In the cheap Sun-fhine, or by fhady fprings 

With roots and pot-herbs 5 where thy rigid hand, 
Tearing thofe humane paffions from the mind, | 
Upon whofe ftocks fair blooming vertues flourifh , 
Degradeth Nature, and benummeth fenfe, 

And Gorgon-like, turns active men to {tone, 

We not require the dull fociety 

Of your neceflitated temperance, 


Or that unnatural ftupidity mre 
ne 
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That khowsnor joy nor forrow 5 nor your fore’d 
Falfly exalted paffive Fortitude 

Above the active: This low abje& brood, 

That fix their feats in mediocrity , 

Become your fervile minds; but we advance 
Such vertues onely as admit excefs, 

Brave bounteous Acts, Regal Magnificence, 
All-feeing Prudence, Magnanimity 

That knowes no bound, and that Heroick vertue 
For which Antiquity hath Jeft no name, 

But patterns onely, fuch as Hercules , 

Achilles, Thefeus. Back, to thy loath’d Cell, 
And when thou feeft the new enlightned Sphear, 
Study to know but what thofe Worthies were, 


Tiche enters , her head bald behind, and one great lock before, 
wings at her fhoulders, and inher hand awheel, herupper parts na- 
ked, and the fkirt of her Garment wrought all over with Crowns , 
Scepters. Books, and fuch other things as exprefsboth her greateft 
and {malleft gifts. 


Mom: See where Dame Fortune comes, youmay know her by her 
wheel, and that vail over eyes, with which fhe hopes like a feel’d 
Pigeon to mount above the Clouds, and pearch in the eighth Sphear: 
liften, fhe begins, 

Fort. Icome not here (you gods) to plead the right 
By which Antiquity affign'd my Deity, 
Though no peculiar {tation ’mongft the Stars, 
Yet general power to rule their influence, 
Or boaft the Title of Omnipotent, 
Afcrib’d me then , by which I rival’d Fove, 
Since you have cancell’d all thofeetd Records 5 
But confident in my good caufe and merit , 
Claim a fucceffion in the-vacant Orbe. 
For fince Afirea fled to heaven, I fit 
Her Deputy on Earth, I hold her Skales 
And weigh mens Fates out,who have made me blind, 
Becaufe themfelyes want eyes to fee my caufes , 
Call me inconftant, caufe my works furpafs 
The fhallow fathom of their humane reafon : 
Yet here, like blinded Juftice, I difpence 
With my impartial hands, their conftant lots, 
And if defertlefs, impious men engroffe 
My beft rewards, the fault is yours, you gods, 
That {cant your graces to mortality, 
And niggards ay your good, {carce fpare the world 
One vertuous, for-athoufand wicked men. 
It is no error to confer dignity, 
But to beftow it on a vitious man3 
I gavethe dignity, but you made the vice, 
Make you men good,and Ile make good men happy. 
That Plutus is refus’d, difmayes me not , 
He is my Drudgs and the external pomp, 
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In which he deckes the World, proceeds from me 
Not him; like Harmony , that not refides ; 
In ftrings, or notes, but inthe hand and voyce. 

The revolutions of Empires, States, 

Scepters, and Crownes, are but my game and {port, 
Which asthey hang on the events of War, 

So thofe deperd upon my turning wheel. 

You warlike Squadrons, who in battels joyn’d , 
Difpute the Right of Kings, which I decide, 
Prefent the model of that martial frame, 

By which, when Crowns are ftak'd, Irule the game. 


They Dance the fixth Antimask, being the reprefentation of a 
Battle, ao 


Atom, Madam, f fhould cenfure you, pro falfo clamore, for prefer- 
ring a (candalous crof-bil of recrimination againft the gods, but your 
bimenefs {hall excufe you. Alas! what would it advantage you, 1f 
verte were as univerfal as vice is > it would onely tollow, that as 
the world now exclaimes upon you, for exalting the vicious, itwould 
then rail as faft at you for depreffing the vertuouss {> tncy would 
{till keep their tune, though you chang’d their ditty. 

Merc, The mifis, in which future events are wrapp'd, 
That oft fucceed befide the purpofes : 
Of himthat works, his dull eyesnot difcerning 
The firft great caufe, offer’d thy clouded thape 
To his enquiring fearch; fo in the dark 
The groping world firit found thy Deity, 

And gave thee rule over contingencies, 

Which to the piercing eye of Providence, 

Being fix’d and certain, where paft and to come, 
Arealways prefent, thou doft difappear , 

Lofeft thy being, and art not all. 

Be thou then only a deluding Phantome, 

At beft ablind guide, leading blinder fools; 
Who, would they but furvey their mutual wants, 
And help each other, there were left no room 
For thy vain aid. Wifdom, whofe {trong-built plots 
Leave nought to hazard, mockes thy futile power. 
Induftrious labor drags thee by the locks , 
Bound to histoyling Car, and not attending 

Till thou difpence, reaches his own reward. 
Onely the lazy fluggard yawning lies 

Before thy threfhold, gaping for thy dole, 

And Jicks the eafie hand that feeds his floth. 
The fhallow; rath, and unadvifed man 

Makes thee his ftale, disburdens all the follies 
Of his mifguided ations, on thy fhoulders. 
Vanith from hence, and feek thofe Ideots out 
That thy fantaftick god-head hath allowd, 
And rule that giddy fupe rftitious crowd, 

Hedone, Pleacure, a young woman with a fmiling face, in a light 
lafcivious habit, adorn’d with Silver and Gold, her Temples 

crown’d 
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crown’d witha garland of Rofes, and over that a Rainbow circling her 
head down to her fhoulders. 


[ Hedone Enters 
Merc. What wanton’s this? 
Atom, This is the f{prightly Lady Hedone, a merry gamefter, this 
people call her Pleafure. 
Plea. The reafons (equal Judges) here alleag’d 
By the difmift Pretenders, all concur 
To ftrengthen my juft title to the Sphear. 
Honor, or Wealth, or the contempr of both 
Have in themfelves no fimple real good, 
Fut as they are the means to purchafe Pleafure , 
The paths that leadto my delicious Palace 5 
They for my fake, I for mine own am priz’d. 
Beyond me nothing is, J am the Gole, 
The journeys end, to which the {weating world , 
And wearied nature travels. For this the beft 
And wifeft fect of all Philofophers, 
Made me the feat of fupreme happinefs. 
And though fome, more auitere upon my ruines, 
Did tothe prejudice of nature, raife 
Some petty low-built vertues, “twas becaufe 
They wanted wings to reach my foaring pitch. 
Had they been Princes born, themfelves had prov’d , 
Of all mankind the moft luxurious, 
For thofe delights, which to their low condition 
Were obvious , they with greedy appetite 
Suck’d and devour’d: from offices of State , 
From cares of Family, Children, Wife, Hopes, Fears, 
Retird, the churlifh Cynick in his Tub 
Enjoy’d thofe pleafures which his tongue defam’d. 
Nor am I rank’d ’mongft the fuperfluous goods; 
My neceflary offices preferve 
Each fingle man, and propogate the kind. 
‘then am [ untverfal as the light, 
Or common Ayr we breaths and fince I am 
The general defire of all mankind, 
Civil Felicity muft refide in me. 
Tell me what rate my choiceft pleafures bear, 
When for the fhort delight of a poor draught 
Of cheap cold water, great Lyfimachas. 
Rendred himfelf flave to the Scythians. 
Should I the curious ftructure of my feats, 
The art and beauty of my feveral objects , 
Rehearfe at large, your bouxties would referve 
For every fence a proper confteilation 5 
But I prefent their Perfons toyour eyes. 
Come forth my fubtle Organs of delight, 
With changing figures pleafe the curious eye, 
And charm the ear with moving Harmony. 


They Dance the feventh Antimask of the five Senfes. 
Aferc. 
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Merc. Bewitching Syren, guilded rottennefi 
Thou haft with niin nee difplay’d me 
Th’ enamel’d outfide, and the honied verge 
Of the fair cup, where deadly poyfon lurkes: 
Within, athoufand forrows dance the round. 
And like a fhell, Pain circlesthee without; 
Grief is the (hadow waiting on thy fteps , 
Which, asthy joyes’gin tow’rds their Welt decline 
Doth to a Gyants {preading form extend 
Thy Dwarfith fature. Thou thy felf art Pain, 

Greedy, intenfe Defire, and the keen edg 

Of thy fierce Appetite , oft ftrangles thee, 

And cuts thy flender thread 5 but ftill the terror 
And apprehenfion of thy hafty end, 

Mingles with Gall thy moft refined {weets ; 

Yet thy Cyrcean charms transform the world : 
Captains, that have refitted War and Death, 
Nations, that over Fortune have triumph’d, 
Are by thy Magick made effeminate. 

Empires, that knew no limits but the Poles, 
Have in thy wanton lap melted away. 

Thou wert the Author of the firlt excefs 

‘That drew this reformation on the gods. 

Canft thou then dream, thofe Powers, that from heaven have 
Banith’d th’ etfedt, will there enthrone th’ caufe ? 
To thy voluptuous Den, fly Witch, from hence, 
There dwell, for ever drown’d in brutifh fenfe. 


Mom. Y concur, and am grown fo weary of thefe tedious pleadings, 
as T’le pack up too and be gone: Befides, I fee acrowdof other fui- 
tors preffing hither , Tle ftop’em, take their petitions and prefer 
em above; and as I came in bluntly without knocking, and nobo- 
dy bid me welcome} fo V'le depart as abruptly without taking leave, 

and bidno body farewell: 


Merc. Thefe, with fore’d reafons, and (train'd Arguments, 
Urge vain pretences, whilft your Actions plead, 
And witha filent importunity 
Awake the droufie Juftice of the gods 
To Crown your deeds with immortality. 
The growing Titles of yout Anceftors, 
Thefe Nations glorious Ads, joyn’d to the {tock 
Of vour own Royal vertues, and the clear 
Reflex they take from th’ imitation 
OF your fam’d Court, make Honors ftory full, 
And have to that fecure fix'd ftate advanced 
Both you and them, to which the labouring world, 
Wading through ftreams of blood, {weats to afpire. 
Thofe antient Worthies of thefe famous Ifles, 
That long have flept, in frefh and lively Oa 
Shall {traight appear, where you (hall fee your felf 
Circled with modern Heroes, who fhall be 


In AG, what-ever elder times can boatt, 
Noble, 
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Noble, or Great 5 as they in Phrophefie , 
Were all but what you are. Then hall you fee 
The facred hand of bright Eternity 
Mould you to Stars, and fix you inthe Sphear. 
To you, your Royal half to them. fhee'll joyn 
Such of this train, aswith induftrious fteps 
In the fair prints your vertuous feet have made, 
Though with unequal paces, follow you. 
This is decreed by Jove, which my return 
Shall fee perform’d; but firft behold the rude 
And old Abiders here, and in them view 
The point from which your full perfections grew 
You naked, antient wild Inhabitants, 
That breath’d this Ayr, and preft this flowery Earth , 
Come from thofe fhades where dwels eternal night, 
And fee what wonders Time hath brought to light. 

Atlas, and the Sphear vanifheth , and a new Scene appears of 
mountaines , whofe eminent height exceed the Clouds which patt 
beneath them , the lower parts were wild and woody : out of this 
place comes forth a more grave Antimask of Picts, the natural In- 
habitants of thisIfle, antient Scots and Irifh , thefe dance a Perica 
or Marfhal dance. 

When this Antimask was paft, there began to arife out of the 
earth the topof a hill, which by little and little grew to bea huge 
mountain that covered allthe Scene 5 the under-part of this was wild 
and craggy, and above fomewhat more pleafant and flourifhing: 
about the middle part of this Mountain were feated the three King- 
domes of England, Scotland, and Ireland} all richly attired inregal 
habits, appropriated to the feveral Nations, with Crowns on their 
heads, and each of them bearing the ancient Arms of the Kingdoms 
they reprefented: At a diftance above thefe fat a young man ina white 
embroidered robe, upon his fair hair an Olive garland with wings 
at his fhoulders, and holding in his hand a Cornucopia, fill’d with 
Corn and Fruits, reprefenting the Genius of thefe Kingdoms. 


The firft SON G. 


GENIUS. 
Aife from thefe rockie cliffs, your heads, 
R Brave Sonnes, and fee where Glory [preads 
Her glittering wings, where Majefty 
Crown'd with fweet fmiles , fhoots fron her eye 
Diffufive joy, where Good and Fair , 
United fit in Honours Chayr. 
Call forth your agcd Pricfts, and chryftal ftreams, 
To warm their hearts, and waves in thefe bright beames. 
KINGDOMES. 
1, From your confecrated woods, 
Holy Druids. 2. Silver floods , 
From your channels fring’d with flowers, 
3- Hither moves forfake your bowers 
1. strew'd with hallowed Oaken leaves , 
Deck’d 
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Deck'd. with flags and fedeie fheaves 
And behold Hi Cee : 
What do your duller eyes Jurvay 2 
CHORUS of DRUIDS and RIVERS. 
We fee at once in dead of night 
A Sun appear, and yet a bright 
Noonday, fpringing from star-light 
GENIUS. 
Look up, and fee the darken'd sphear 
Depriv’d of light, her eyes fhine there ; 
CHORUS, 
Thefe are more fparkling than thofe were, 
KINGDOMES. 
1. Thefe fhed a nobler influence, 
2, Thefe by a pure intelligence 
Of more tranfcendent Vertue move, 
3. Thefe firft feel, then kindle love. 
i. 2. From the bofom they infpire, 
Thefe receive a mutual fire 5 
1, 2. 3, Aud where their flames impure return 
Thefe can quench as well as burn, 
GENIUS. 
Here the fair viGorious eyes 
Make Worth onely Beauties prize , 
Here the hand of Vertue tyes 
‘Bout the heart loves amoreus chain, 
Captives triumph, Vaffals reign, 
And none live here but the flain. 
° CHORUS. 
Thefe are th’ He/perian bowers, whofe fair trees bear 
Rich golden fruit, and yet no Dragon near. 
GENIUS. 
Then, from your imprisning womb , 
Which is the cradle and the tomb — 
Of Britifh Worthies (fatr fons) fend 
A troop of Heroes , that may lend 
Their hands to eafe this loaden grove , 
And gather the ripe fruits of Jove. 
KINGDOMES. 
i. 2. 3, Open thy ftony entralles wide , 
And break old Atlas, that the pride 
Of three fam'd Kingdomes may be fpy'd, 
CHORUS. 
Pace forth thew mighty Britifh Hercules , 
With thy choye band, for only thou, and thefe, 
May revell here, in Loves Hefperides. 


At this the under-part of the Rock opens , andout of aCaveare 
{een to come the Mafquers , richly attired like ancient Heroes, the 
Colours yellow, embroydered with Silver, their antique Helmes 
curioufly wrought, and great plumes on the top; before them a 
troop of young Lords and Noblemens Sons, bearing Torches of 
Virginwax , thefe were apparelled after the old Britith pond 

white 
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white Coats, embroydered with filver, girt, and full gathered, cut 
fquare coller’d , and round caps on their heads, with a white feather 
wreathen about them 5 firft thefe dance with their lights in their 
hands: After which, the Mafquers defcend into the room, and dance 
their entry. 

The dance being paft, there appears in the farther part of the hea- 
ven coming down a pleafant Cloud, bright and’ tranfparent, which 
coming foftly downwards before the upper part of the mountain , 
embraceth the Genius, but fo as throughit all his bedy isfeen 3 and 
then rifing again with a gentle «motion bears up the Genius of the 
three Kingdomes, and being paft the Airy Region, pierceth the 
heavens, and isno more feen: At that inftant the Rock with the 
three Kingdomes on it finks, and is hiddeninthe earth. This ftrange 
fpectacle gave great caufe of admiration, but efpecially how fo huge 
a machine , and of that great height could come from under the 
Stage, which was but fix foot high. 


The Second SON G. 


KINGDOMES. 

Ere.are fhapes form'd fit for heaven, 
| , Thefe move gracefully and even, 
Here the Ayr and paces meet 
So juft, as if the skilful feet 
Had firuck the Vials, 1, 2.3. So the Ear 
Mighy the tuneful footing hear. 

CHORUS. 
And had the Mulick filent been, 
The eye a moving tune had feen. 
GENIUS. 
Thefe muft in the unpeopled skie 
Succced , and govern Deftiny, 
Jove is temp'ring purer fire, 
And will with brighter flames attire 
The(e glorious lights. I muft afcend, 
And help the Work, 
KINGDOMES. 
t. We cannot lend 
Heaven {0 much treafure, 2, Nor that pay, 
But rendring what it takes away. 
3. Why foould they that kere can move 
So well, be ever fix d above? 
CHORUS. 
Or be to one eternal pofture tyd, 
That can into fuco various figures fide. 
GENIUS. 
Jove fhall not, to enrich the Skie, 
Beggar the Earth , their Fame fhall flie 
From hence alone, ard in tke Spheare 
Kindle new Starres , whalft they refi were: 
KINGDOMES. 
1,2, 3. How can the fhaft Jtay in the quiver, 
Yet hzt the mark > 
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GENIUS. 
Did not the River 
Eridanus, the grace acquire 
Ina Heaven and Earth to flow, 
Above in fireams of golden fire, 
In filver waves below ? 
KINGDOMES. 
1.2.3. Butfhall not we, now thou art gone 
Who wert our Nature, whither, 
Or break that triple Union 
Which thy foul held together ¢ 
GENIUS. 
In Concords pure immortal {pring 
I will my force renew, 
And a more adive Vertue bring 
At nay return, Adieu, 
KINGDOMES Adieu. CHORUS Adieu. 


The Mafquers dance their main dance 3 which done , the Scene 
again is varied into a new and pleafant profpect, clean differing from 
all the other, the neareft part fhewing a delicious garden withfeveral 
walks and per-terra’s fet round with low trees,and on the fides againtt 
thefe walkes, were fountaines and grots, and in the furtheft part a 
Palace, from whence went high walkes upon Arches, and above 
them open Tarraces planted with Cypreffe trees, and all this toge- 
ther was compofed of {uch Ornaments as might expreffe a Princely 
Villa. 

From hence the Chorus defcending into the roome, goes up to 
the State, 


—. 


The third SONG 


By the Chorus going up to the Queen. 
Hilft thus the darlings of the Gods 
From Honors Temple, to the Shrine 
Of Beauty, and thefe fweet abodes 
Of Love, we guide, let thy Divine 
Afpcdls, (bright Deity) with fair 
And Halcyon beames , becalm the Ayr, 


We bring Prince Arthur or the brave 

St. George himfelf (great Queen) to you, 
tou ll focn difcern him s and we have 

A Guy, 4 Beavis or fome true 
Round-Table Knight, as ever fought 
For Lady, to each Beauty brought. 


Plant in their Martial hands, War's feat, 

Your peaceful pledges of warm fuow, 
And, if a {peaking touch repeat 

In Loves known language . tales of woe 3 
Say , in foft whifpers of the Palme, 


As Fyes hoot Darts, fo Lips fled Balu. . 
SOW 
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a For though you feeme like Captives, led 
Jn triumph by tke Foe away , 
Tet on the Congu’rers necke you tread, 
And the frerce Vitor proves your preys 
What heart is then fecure fron you, : 
That can, though vanquifh'd, yet fubdue ? 
The Song done they retire, and the Mafquers dance the Revels with 
the Ladies, which continued a great part of the night. 

The Revels being paft.and the Kings Majefty feated underthe State 
by the Queen 3 for Conclufion to this Mafque there appeares coming 
forth from one of the fides, as moving by a gentle wind, a great 
Cloud, which arriving at the middle of the heaven, {tayeth 5 this was 
of feverall colours, and fo great,that it covered the whole Scene, Out 
of the further part ofthe heaven, beginnes to breake forth two other 
Clouds, differing in colour and fhape; and being fully difcovered , 
there appeared fitting in one of them, Religion, Truth, and wifdome. 
Religion was apparelled in white and part of her face was covered 
with a light vaile,in one handabooke,and in the other a flame of fire. 
Truth in a Watchet Robe,a Sunne apon her fore-head and bearing in 
her hand a palme. Wifdome inamantle wrought with eyesand hands, 
golden rayes about her head, and Apollo’s Cithere in her hand, In tht 
other Cloud fate Concord, Government, and Reputation. The habit 
of Concord was Carnation, bearing in her hand a litle faggot of ftickes 
bound together, and onthe top of ita hart, and a garland of corne 
on her head: Government was figured in a coat of Armour, bearing 
afhield, and on it a Afedufa’s head 5 uponher head a plumed helme, 
and in her right hand a Lance. Reputation, a young man in purple 
robe wrought with gold, and wearing a Jaurell wreath on his head. 
Thefe being come downe in an equall diftance to the middle part of 
the Ayre, the great Cloud beganne to breake open, out of which 
ftroke beames of light; in the midft fufpended in the Ayre, fate Eter- 
nity on a Globe, his Garment was long of a light blue, wrought all 
over with Stars of gold, and bearing in his hand a Serpent bent into 
a circle, with his taile in bis mouth. {nthe firmament about him, was 
a troope of fifteene ftarres, expreffing the ftellifying of our Britifh 
Heroes; but one more great and eminenr than the reft, which was over 
his head, figured his Majefty. And in the lower part was feene a 
farre off the profpect of Windfor Caftle, the famous feat of the moft 
honourable Order of the Garter. 


The fourth SONG. 
Eternity, Eufebia, Alethia, Sophia, Homonoia, Dicezarche, Euphemia. 


ETERNITIE. 
E fix’d you rapid Orbes, that beare 
33 The changing feafons of the yeare 
On your fwift wings, and fee the old 
Decrepit Spheare growne darke and colds 
Nor did love quench her fires, thefe bright 
Flames, have eclips'd her fullen light: 
This Royall payre, for whow Fate will 
Make 
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Make Motion ceafe , and Time fland fill; 
Since Good is here fo perfect, as no Worth 
Is left for After Ages to bring forth: 
EUSEBIA. 
Mortality cannot with more 
Religions zeal, the gods adore. 
. A TLETHIA. 
My Truths, from human eyes conceal 'd, 
Are naked to their fight reveal’d. 
SOPHIA. 
Nor do their AGions, from the guid 
Of my exaeft precepts flide. 
HOMON OTA. 
And as their own pure Souls entwin'd, 
So are thetr Subjects hearts combin'd, 
DICZARCHES. 
So juft, fe gentle is their {way , 
As it feemes Empire to obay. 
EUPHEMIA. 
And their fair Fame, like incenfe hurl’d 
On Altars, hath perfum'd the World, 
SO. Wifdom, AL. Truth. EUS, Pure Adoration, 
HO. Concord, DI, Rule EUP, Clear Reputation, 
CHORUS, 
Crown this King, this Queen, this Nation. 
CHORUS, 
Wifdome, Truth, &c. 
ETERNITIE, 
Brave Spirits, whofe adventrous feet 
Have tothe Mountains top afpir'd, 
Where fair Defert, and Honour meet, 
Here, from the toyling Prefs retir'd, 
Secure fron all difturbing Evil, 
For ever in my Temple revell. 
With wreaths of Stars circled about, 
Gild all the {pacious Firmament, 
And foiling on the panting rout 
That labor in the fteep afcent , 
With your refiftlefs influence guide 
Of humane change th’ incertain tide, 
EUS. ALE, SOP. 
But oh you Royal Turtles, shed, 
When you from Earth remove , 
On the ripe fruits of your chafte bed, 
Thofe facred feeds of Love. 
CHORUS. 
Which no Power can but zours difpence, 
Since you the pattern bear from hence. 
HOM, DIC. EUP. 
Then from your fruitful race fhall flow 
Endlefs Succeffion , 
Scepter fhall bud, and Lawrels blow 
"Bout their Immortal Thrones 


CHORUS. 


a 


CLORUSH) in 
Propitious Stars fhall Crown each Birth , 
Whalft you rule them, and they the Earth. 


The Song ended, the two Clouds, with the perfons fitting on 
them, afcend 5 the great Cloud clofeth again, and fo pafleth away 
overthwart the Scene 5 leaving behind it nothing but a ferene Skye. 
After which, the Mafquers dancetheir laft dance, and the Curtain 


Was let fall. . 


The Names of the Mafquers. 


The Kings Majefty. 


Duke of Lenox, Lord Fielding. 
Earl of Devonthire. Lord Digby. 
Earl of Holland. Lord Dungarvin.« 
Earl of Newport. Lord Dunluce, 
Earl of Elgin. Lord Wharton. 
Vifcount Grandefon. Lord Paget. 
Lord Rich. Lord Saltine. 


The Names of the young Lords and Noblemens Sons. 


Lord Walden. Mr. Thomas Howard, 
Lord Cranborne. Mr. Thomas Fgerton. 
Mr. Charles Cavendith. 


Lord Brackley. 
Lord Shandos. Myr, Robert Howard. 
Mr. William Herbert. Mr. Henry Spencer, 


TR oe 


Th TEMPLE of LOVE 4 Mafaue. 
Prefented by the Queens Mayefly, 
and her Ladies at Whitehall, 


The ARGUMENT: 


“m, Ivine Poefie (the Secretary of Nature) is fent by Fate to 
WA Indamora, Queen of Natfinga, to fignifiethe timeprefix'd 
mp was come, when by the influence of her Beauty (attended with 
ka BY thofe leffer Lights, her contributary Ladies) the Temple of 
Bie—FChaft Love should be re-eftablifhed in this Lland 5 which Tem- 
ple being long fought for by certain Magicians (Enemies to chaft Love) 
intending to uje it to their intemperate ends, was by Divine Poelie hidden 
in mifts and clouds 5 fo as the Magicians being fruftrate of their hopes, 
fought by enchantments to hinder all others from finding its ar! by this 


impofture many Noble Knights and Ladies have been tempted ancl rzf-led. 
The 
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The fame of this Temple of Love being quickly fpread over all the Eaftern 
world, enflamed a company of noble Perfian youths, borderers on India 
to travelin queft of it 5 who arriving , were by the ilufions of the Ma- 
gicians, and their fpivits of feveral Regions, almoft feduced, as others had 
been: But Divine Poefie appearing, difcover'd unto then fome part of the 
Temple unfoadow'd, and prophecied of the time when Indamora and her 
Train fhould arrive to effect this miracle 5 which though it feems [omen hat 
hard Dodfrine to moft young men, yet thefe being {pirits of the higheft rank, 
forfaking the falfe Magicians and their allurements , wererefolved to ae 
tertain themfelves to contemplate on this Apparition, until the coming of 
the glorious Indian Queen, at whofe fight they being infpir'’d with chaft 
flames , might be permitted by their faithful obfervance and legitimate af- 
fecions, to enter and enjoy the Priviledges of that Sacred Temple. Ther 
Divine Poefie fevds Orpheus her chief Prieftin a Barque (affifted oy 
the Brachmane and Priefts of the Temple, who mect bine on the shores) to 
calme the Seas with his Harp , that a Maratime Chariot prepared by the In- 
dian Sea Gods, might fufer, and more fwiftly convay them toatchive this 
Noble Adventures after whofe landing, having paid their Ceremonies by mo- 
ving in havmonical and numerous figures, Sunefis avd Thelema (which in- 
timate the underflanding and the will) joyning together, the True Temple ap- 
pears, and Chaft Love defcends to invoke the laft and living Herve (Inda- 
mora’s Royal Lover) that he may help and witne/s the Confecration of 
ite 
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was a Stage of fix foot high, and onthat was raifed an Orna- 

ment of a new Inventionagreeable to the Subject, confifting 

of Indian Trophies: onthe one fide upona bafement fate a 
naked Indian on a whitifh Elephant. his legs fhortning towards. the 
neck of thebeatt , histire and bafes of feveral coloured feathers, re- 
prefenting the Indian Monarchy : On the other fide an Afiatique in the 
habit of an Indian Borderer, riding on a Camel; his Turbant and 
Coat differing from that of the Turks , figured for the Afian Monar~ 
chy: over thefe hung fhields like Compartiments: In that over the 
Indian was painted a Sun rifing, and inthe otheran half Moon; thefe 
had for finifhing the Capital of a great pillafter, which ferved as a 
ground to ftick them of, and bore upalarge freeze or border witha 
Coronice, In thisover the Indian Jay the figure of an old man, witha 
long white hair and beard, reprefenting the flood Tigris; on his head 
a wreath of Canesand Seadg, andleaningupon a greaturne, out of 
which run water, by him, in an extravagant pofture ftood a Tyger. 

At the other end of this freeze Jay another naked man, reprefen- 
ting Meander, the famous River of Afia, who likewife had a great 
Silver Utne , andbv him lay an Unicorn, 

Inthe midft of this border was fixeda rich Compartiment, behind 
which was acrimfon Drapery, part of it born up by naked Children 
tack’d upin feveral Pleats, and the reft wasat each end ot the Freeze 
tryed witha great knot, and from thence hung down in oules the 

ottom 


A T the lower end of the Bangueting Houfe,o ppofite to the State 


“384 A Mafque 


bottom of the Pedaftals : in the midft of this Compartiment in an 
Oval was writtenTEMPLUM AMORIS: allthefe Figures were 
in their natural colours bigger than the life, and the Comparti- 
mentsof Gold. | 

A Curtain flying up the firft Sceane was difcover’d , in which ap- 
peared a fpacious grove of fhady trees 5 and afar off on a Mount 
with a winding way tothe top, was feated a pleafant bower, envi- 
rened with young Trees , and in the lower part walkes planted with 
Cyprefs, reprefenting the place where the Soules of the Anciant Po- 
ets are feigned to refide : the delight of this profpect was quickly di- 
verted tothe fight of a more ftrange apparition; for, out of the hea- 
ven by little and little broke forth a great Cloud.ofa Rofie Colour, 
which being come down fome little way, began to open, and in it was 
feen fitting a beautiful woman , her garment was Sky-colour fet all 
with Stars of Gold,her head was crowned with Laurel, with a {pang- 
led vaile hanging down behind, and-her hair in artificial curles gra- 
cioufly drefs'd, reprefenting Divine Poefie, and by hera milk white 
Swan , as fhe defcends finging; out of thofe venerable fhades came 
forth acompany of ancient Greek Poets, as Demodicus, Femius, Ho- 
mer, Heltod, Terpander, and Sapho a Poeteffé inhabits varied and of 
feveral colours, with laurel wreaths on their heads. Divine Poefie 
fung this - 


RR 
Divine Poefie. 


I. 
S chearful as the Mornings light, 
Comes Indamora frov above, 
To guide thofe Lovers that want fight , 
To fee and know what they fhould love. 
2 


Her beames into each breaft will fteal, 

‘And Jearch what ev'ry Heart doth mean, 
The fadly wounded fhe will heal, 

And make the fouly tainted clean. 


a 

Rife you, from your dark fhades below, 
That firft gave words an harmony, 

And made falfe Love in numbers flow, 
Till vice became a myftery. 


And when Ive purifi'd te 4yr 
To which death turn’d you long \goe, 
Help with your voyces todeclare 
What Indamora comes to fhow. 


The Poets. 
Soul of our Science! how infpir’d we come ? 
By thee reftor'd to voyces that lay dumbe, 
And loft in many a forgotten Tomabe. 
D. Poefie. 


D. Poefie, 
Yare fpirits all and have fo long 
From flefh, and frailty abfent bin, 
That fure though Love fhould fill your fong, 
It could not relifh now of fin, 
The Poets, 
Vex not our fad remembrance with onr fhame ! 
We have bin punifh’d for ill-gotten fame, 
For each loofe verfe, tormented with a flame, 
D. Poefie. 
Defcend then, and become with me, 
The happy Organs to make known 
In an harmonious Embaffie, 
Our great affair to yonder Throne, 


She being defcended tothe ground ina Majefttek pace, goes up 
the State, attended by the fore-named Poets; and the Cloud that 
brought her down, clofeth as it afcends. 


D. Poefie. . 
Thou Monarch of mens hearts rejoyce ! 
So much thou art belov'd in heaven, 
That Fate hath made thy reign her choyce , 
In which Love's bleffings fhall be given, 
The Poets. 
Truth fhall appear, and rule ‘till fhe refifts 
Thofe fubtle charmes, and melts thofé darker mifts, 
In which Lov's Temple's hid from Exorcifts, 
D. Poefie. 
Thofe Magi that with pleafant Arts 
To their falfe Temple led of yore 
The nobleft youth, withing their Hearts 
With luftful thoughts, fhall be no more. 
The Poets, 
For Indamora with her beauties light, 
The truer Temple fhall reftore to fight , 
The fale [hall be obfcur’d in endle/s Night. 


The Song after they have retir’d (playing on their 
inftruments) by the Chorus of Poets. 


I. 

Take leave now of thy heart, 

The beauty thou fhalt flreight furvay 
Will tempt it to depart 
Thy royal breaft , and melt away. 
Yet when fhe finds thy breaft is empty grown, 
In juft remorfe foeel fill it with her own, 

So neither heart can mourn, or ftray. 

2, 

Back to our fhades we g0, 


But (ce bow heavily we move ! 
Alas! 
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Alas! their feet are flow, 

That leave the Objet which they love. 
Our dwelling is beneath, but thofe whofe Bayes 
Is chaftly earn’d in thy corrected dayes; 

Shall after death refide above, 


After this, Divine Poefie, and the Poets go forth 5 then the whole 


Scene changeth into Mift and Clouds, through which fome glimpfe 
of a Temple ishere and there {carcely difcern’d. 


The Entry of the Ma gicians. 


Out of Caves from under ground come forth three Magicians, one 


more eminent than the reft, their habits of ftrange fafhions , deno- 
ting their qualities, and their perfons deformed, 


(1) Tell me, thou wife Protector of our Art, 
Why doft thou walk with fuch a hideous brow ? 
Darknefs, and Clouds do hover o’re thine eyes 5 
Thou lock ft asthou hadft fuck’d the vapor of 
A poysnous Fenne, till ithas made thee drunk , 
There’s venom’d foam about thy lips. 

(2.) Is thy belov’d 
Old witch, dead and entomb’d ? or haft thou heard 
Til news from hell? Does the grand fiend 
Chain up thy fpirits from thy ufe? Speak, Art 
Thou not within thy Circle ftill a Soveraign Prince? 
When thou doft lift with magick power thy white 
Inchanted Scepter thus, do not the thin 
Unbodied people bow and obey? 

(3..) O the Temple of Love, the mifts that hid, 
And fo referv’d it from our finful ufe, 

(Whilft we feduc’d the more voluptuous race 

Of Men, to give falfe worfhip inourown) muft be 
Difpell’d! this is the fad ill news 3 and it 

Is come from Heaven! Atroublefome Deity 
(Whom forfooththey ftile Divine Poefie) 

This morne proclaim’d it from a falling Cloud. 

(2.) Who? Divine Poefte > 

(3-) I know her well, 

(1..) But who fhall bring this mifchief to our Art? 

(3-.) Indamora, the delight of Deftiny ! 

She, and the beauties of her Train 5 who fure 
Though they difcover Summer in their looks, 

Still carry frozen Winter in their blood. 

They raife ftrange doctrines, and new fects of Love: 
Which muft not woo or court the Perfon, but 
The Mind ; and practice generation not 

Of Bodies but of Souls. 

(2..) Believe me, my Magical friends, 
They mutt bring bodies with ’em that worfhip 
In our pleafant Temple : I have an odd 
Fantaftick faith perfwades we there will be 


Little 


ei See 


Little paftime upon earth without Bodies, 

Your Spirit’s a cold Companion at midnight. 
(1.) Have we fo long mif-led and entertained 
The youthful of the world, I mean their bodies) 

And now do they betake themfelves unto 

The dull imaginary pleafures of 

Their foules ? This humor cannot laft, 

(2.) If it fhould, we may rid our Temple 

Of all our Perfian Quilts, imbroyder’d Couches 

And our ftanding Beds 3 thefe (j takeit) are : 

Bodily implements; our foules need ’em not. 

But where fhall this new Sect be planted firft> 
(3-) Ina dull Northern Ie, they call Britaine, 
(2.) Indeed ’tis a cold Northerly opinion 5 

And Ie lay my life begot fince their late 

Great Frofts; It will be long enoughe’re it 

Shall fpread, and profperin the South! Or if 

The Spaniard or Italian ever be 

Perfwaded out of the ufe of their bodies, 

le give mine to a Raven for his Sapper, 

(3-) The Miracle is more increas’d, in that 

It firft takes birth and nourifhment in Court. 
(2.) But my good damn’d friend tell me > Isthere not 

One Courtier will refent the caufe, and give 

Some countenance to the affairs of the body? 

(3.)Certain youn g Lords at firft difliked the Philofophy 

As moft uncomfortable, fad, and new3 

But fooninclin’d to a fuperior vote, 

And are grown as good Platonical Lovers 

Asare to be found in an Hermitage, where he 

That was born laft, reckons above fourfcore, 


To thefe come forth in haft another Magician , in fhape and habit diffe- 
ring from the other, and {pake as followeth. 


(1.) Here comes a brother of our miftick Tribe! 
(3.) Heknows th’occafion of our grief, and by 
His haft imports difcoveries more ftrange ! 
(4..) News! news ! my fad companions of the fhade ! 
There’s lately Janded on our fatal fhore 
Nine Perfian youths, their habit and their looks 
So {mooth , that from the Pleafures 1’th Elifian fields 
Each female ghoft will come, and enter in 
Their flefh again, to make embraces warm. 
(2.) I hope thefe are no Platonical Lovers, 
Nofuch Carthufian Poets asdo write 
Madrigals to the mind? more of thy news! 
(4.) The reftinfers fmall joy , and little hope : 
For thoughat firft their youth and eager thoughts 
Directed them where our gay Altar ftood, 
And they were ready too for facrifice , 
I cannot tell what lucklefs light inform’d 
Their eyes, but Loves true Temple ftraight they fpy’d 
Through 


Through the afcending mrfts, and would have enter‘d it 
To read grave frofty Homilies, 
And antick Jaws of chaftity, but that 
(As my {wift Spirit brought me word) a voyce 
Sent from within bad them with reverence 
Defitt till Ivdumora did appear, for then 
The Gates would open, and the mifts dry up : 
That thus conceal’d it from the general view, 
Which now their expectation doth attend. 
(3..) ‘Tistime to wake‘our drowfie Art, and try, 
If we have power to hinder Deftiny. 
fount ! mount ! our charmes/ fetch me,whilft you afpire, 
A Spirit of the Element of fire! 
(2.) Me one of Ayre! (1,) The water me fupplies! 
(4.) Mine from the center of the earth hall rife! 
(3..) Thefe thallintufe their fev’ral qualities 
In men; if not t'uphold the faction of 
The flefh , yet to infect the queafie age | 
With blacker Sins: if we(now we have joyn’d 
The force of allthe Elements t’affi(t 
The horror of our will) fhall not prevail 
Againit this hum’rous vertue of the Time, 
Nature, our weaknefs muft be thought thy crime. 
2. Tothefe I’le add a fe@ of modern Divels ; 
Fine precife Fiends, that hear the devout clofe 
At ev'ry vertue but their own, that claim 
Chambers and Tenements in heaven, as they 
Had purchas’d there, and all the Angels were 
Their harbingers. With thefe 'le vexthe world. 
(3.) ’Tis well defign’d ! Thanks to thy courteous Art! 
Let’s murmure foftly in each others ear , 
And thofe we firft invok’d, will ftraight appear ! 
Enough! they come! to’th woods let’s take our flight, 
We have more difmal bufinefs yet e’re night. 


The Autimash of the Spirits. 
1. Entry. 


The fiery Spirits allin flames , and their Vizards of a Cholerick 
Complexion. 

The Airy Spirits with fanguine vizards, their Garmentsand Caps 
all of feathers. 

‘The Watery Spirits were all over wrought with f{cales, and had 
fifhes heads and fins, 

The Earthy Spirits had their garments wrought all over with leave- 
lefs trees and bufhes , with Serpents an other little Animals here and 
there about them, and on their heads barren rocks. 


2. Entry. 
Brought in by the fiery Spirits, were debofht and quarreling men 


with a loofe Wench amongft them. 
3. and 
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Brought in by the Spirits of Ayr, were of amorous men and wo- 
men in ridiculoushabits and Alchimifts. : 


5- Entry, 


Brought in by the Spirits of Water , were drunken Dutch {kip- 
pers. 


6. Entry. 


2 eyousee in by the Spirits of Earth, were Witches, Uferers, and 
ools. 


7. Entry. 


Was of a Modern Divel, a {worn enemy of Poefie, Mufick , and 
all ingenious Arts, but a great friend to murmuring, libelling, and 
all feeds of difcord, attended by his factions followers; all which 
was expreft by their Habits and Dance. _ 

After thefe was an entry of three Indiafts of quality, of indame- 


ras trainin feveral ftrange habits, and their dance as ftrange. 
A Perfian Page comes leaping in, 


Ey! hey! how light I am? all foul.within > 
H Asmy dull flefh, were melted through my {kin ? 
And though a Page when landed on this fhore , 
f now am grown a brisk Ambaflador ! 
From Perfian Princes too, and each as fierce 
A Lover, as did ever fighin verfe ! 
Give Audience then, you Ladies of this Ifle! 
Lord how you lift your fannesupnow, and{mile! 
To think (forfooth) they are fo fond to take 
So long a journey for your beauties fake ! 
For know, th’are come! but fure, e’re they return, 
Will give your female thips fome caufe to mourn! 
For Imuft tell you, that about them all 
There’s not one grain, but what’s Platonical ! 
'o bafhful that I think they might be drawn 
, Like you) to wear clofe Hoods, or vailes of Lawn. 
My Mafter is the chief that doth protect, 
Or (as fome fay) mifs-lead this precife fea : 
One heretofore that wifely could confute 
A Lady at her window with his Lute, _ 
There devoutly in a cold morning ftand_ 
Two hours, prayfing the fnow of her white hand ; 
And when he could not rule her to’s intent, 
Like Tarquix he would proffer ravifhment. | 
But now, no fear of Rapes, untill he find 
A maydenhead belonging to the mind, a 
¢ 
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The reft are all fo modefttoo, and pure , 
So virginly, fo coy, and fo demure, 
That they retreat at kifling, and but name 
Hymen, or Love, they bluth for very fhame. 
Ladies! I muft needs laugh! yowle give me leave 
Thope; and ’tis tc think how you deceive 
Your felves with all this precious.art, and care 
Tane in your glafs to drefs your looks, and hair ! 
When (in good faith! ) they heed no outward merit, 
But fervently refolve to wooe the Spirit! 
Hah! do you all look melancholy now 5 
And caft a Cloud of anger o’re the brow? 
’Tis time to flye, and my beft {wiftnefs ufe, 
For fear I’m kill’d with Bodkins for my news. 


The Page retires, andthe Noble Perfian youths make their entry, 
apparelled in Afian Coats of Sea-green embroidered that reached 
down above their knees , with buttonsand loops before, and cut up 
{quare to their hips, and returned down withtwo fhort skirts 5 the 
fleeves of this Coat were large without feam, and cut fhort to the 
bending of the Arm, and hanging down long behind, trimm’d with 
buttons as thofe of the breaft; out of this came a fleeve of white 
Sattin embroydered, and the Bafis anfwerable to the fleeve, hung 
down i yathering underneath the fhorteft part of their Coat; on 
thei: heads they wore Perfian Turbants filver’d underneath, and 
wound about with white Cyprefs, and one fall of a white feather 
before. 

Their Dance ended, the mift and Clouds at an inftant difappear , 
and the Scene is all changed intoa Sea fomewhat calm , where the 
billows moving fometimes whole,and fometimes breaking, beat gent- 
ly on the land, which reprefented a new and ftrange profpet 3 the 
neareft part was broken grounds and Rocks, with a mountainous 
Couatrey, but of a pleafant afpett , in which were trees of f{trange 
form and colour, and here and there were placed inthe bottom feve- 
ral Arbors like Cottages, and ftrange beafts and birds, far unlike the 
Countrey of thefe parts , exprefling an Indian Landfchape. In the 
Sea were feveral If{lands, and a far off aContinent terminating with 
the Horizon: 

Out of a Creek came waving forth a Barque of an Antique defign, 
adorn’d with Sculpture finifhing in Scrowles. that on the Poope had 
for Ornament a great mafque head of a Sea-God; and allthe re({t en- 
rich’d with emboft work touch’d with filver and gold. Inthe midftof 
this Barque fat Orpheus with his Harp , he wore a white Robegirt , 
on his fhoulders (was tyed with a knot) a Mantle of Carnation, 
and his head crown’d with a Laurel Garland: with him, other per- 
fons in habits of Seamen , as Pilots and Guiders of the Barque, he 
playing one ftrain, was anf{wered with the voycesand Inftruments of 
the Brachwani joyn d with the Priefts of the Temple of Love, in ex. 
travagant habits fort ngto their titles: whilft this Barque moved gent- 
ly on the Sea, heaving and fetting , and fometimes rowling, arrived 
near to the farther fhore,it turn’d and return’d to the port from whence 
it came. 


The 


ofthe Naves. 
with a {weet motion 
thron’d in the higheft part o 


all over richly em 
heads was of filver, 


The Song of the Brachmani, in Anlwer to Orphens 
his Harp. 


I, 
f Eark.! Orpheus # a ie grown , 
£ Nowinds of late have rudely blown, 
Nor waves their troubled heads advance ! 
His Harp hath made the winds fo mild, 
They whifper now as reconcil’d, 
The waves are footh’d into a dance, 


a: 
see how the lift'ning als ! 
And willingly miftake their may, 
As when they beard Artons ftraines ! 
whom once their fealy Anceftor , 
Convay'd upon his back to fhore , 
And took his mufick for his pains. 
(3-) 


We Priefts that burn Loves Sacrifice, 
Our Orpheus greet with ravifp' d eyes 5 
For by this calmneffe we are fure , 
His Harp doth now prepare the way, 
That Indamora’s voyage may 
Be more delightful, and fecure. 


4. 
And now th? inchanted mifts fall clear , 
And Loves true Temple ftraigth appear, 
(Long hid from men by facred power,) 
where noble virgins fiill fhall meet, 
And breath their Orizons, more fweet 
Than is the Springs ungather'd flower, 


The Barque having taken port, the Mafquers appear ina Maratime 
Chariot, made of af{pungie Rockftuff mixt with fhels, Sea-weeds, 
Corral, and Pearl, born upon an Axletree with golden wheels with- 
outa rimme, with flat {pokes like the blade ofan Ore comming out 
This Chariot was drawn by Seamontters , and floated 
in the Sea: Indamora Queen of Navfinga, {ate en- 
€ this Chariot, in arich feat, the back of 
which was a great Skallpo Shell. The habit of the Mafquers was of 
Iabella Colour, and Watcher, with Bafesin large panes cut through, 
broidered with filver, and the drefling of their 
with {mall falls of white feathers tipp’d with Watch- 
This fight thus moving on the water, was accompanied with 


the Mufick and Voyces of the Chorus, 


1. She 


eat 
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I. 
‘He comes! each Princefs in her traine hath all 

9 That wife enamor'd Poets, beauty call-! 

So fit and ready to fubdue : 
That had they not kind hearts which take a care 
To free, andcounfel , whom their eyes enfnare, 

Poor Lovers would have caufe to rue. 

(2.) 

More welcome than the wandring Sea-mans ftar , 
When in the Night the Winds make canfele(s war , 

Until his Barque {o long és toft , 
That's fayles to ragges are blown 5 the Main-yeard beares 
Not fheet enough towipe, and dry thofe tears 

He fhed to fee his Rudder loft. 


The Song ended, all the fore part of the Sea was in an inftant turn’d 


to dry land, and Ivdamora with her Contributary Ladies defcended 
intothe room, andmade their entry, Then for entermedium the 
Mufick began again, and fung this Song. 


The SONG. 


C1.) 
He Planets thongh they move fo faft. 
Have power to make their {wiftne/s laft, 
But foe, your firength is quickly gone ! 
Tet move Ly fenfe and rules of Art, 
And each hath an immortal part, 
Which cannot tare, but they have none, 
C2: 
Tet then your foft , ee ty 
Lead and in various figures meet 
Thofe firanger Knights, who though they came 
Seduced at firft by falfe defire, 
Yeou'le kindlein their breafts a fire 
Shall keep Love warm, yet not inflame, 
3. 
At firfi they wear your ee prize , 
Now offer willing Sacrifice 
Unto the Vertues of the mind, 
And each fhail wear when they depart , 
A lawful though a lovin g heart, 
And wifh you fiill both firié aud kind. 


The Mafquers having awhile repofed, danced their fecond Dance, 


which ended,and the Queen being feated under the State by the King, 
the Sceen was changed into the true temple of Chaft Love; this 
Temple inftead of Columnes had terms of young Satyrs bearing up 
thereturns of Architrane Freeze and Coronice, all enrich’d of Gold- 
Smiths work , the farther part of the Temp!c running far from the eye 
was defign’d of another kind of ArchiteClure, with Pillafters,Nee- 


ches, 
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ches,and Statues, and inthe midfta {tately gate ado rd in (ee 
fomns and their Ornaments, and a Frontifpice on the top, all Nae 
feemed to be of burnifh’d Gold. Into this Temple enters Sunelts at 
Thelema 3 Sunefis aman of a noble Afpect , and richly attir'd; re of 
ment of Cloth of Gold reaching down below his knees Nahin 
a tuck at the walt,with wide fleeves turn’d upshis mantle of pesis 
faftned onboth fhoulders, and hanging long down behind, a Garland 
of Sinope on his head, with a flame of fire iffuing out of if hie Bac 
kins were yellow, wrought with Gold. Thelema a young wou 
Robe of changeable Silk , girt with feveral tucks, under her breaft 
and beneath her waft, and great leaves of filver about her fhouldere 
hanging down to the mid{t of her Arm; upon her head a Garland of 
great Marigolds , and puffs of filver’d Lawn between, And at her 
aa were Angels wings, thefe fung this Dialogue, affifted by the 
Chor?, 


TheSONG. 
Sunefis axd Thelema. 


Sunefis. 
Ome melt thy foul in mine, that when unite, 
We may become one vertuous appetite. 
Thelema. 
Firft breath thine into me, thine # the part 
More heavenly, and doth more adorne the heart, 
Both. 
Thus mix’d, our love will ever be difcreet, 
And all our thoughts and ations pure, 
When perfec Will, and flrengthened Reafon meet, 
Then Love's created to endure. 
Chorus. 
Were Heaven more diftant fromus, we would ftrive 
To reach’t with Pray’rs to make this Union thrive. 

Whilft this Song continued, there came foftly down from the 
higheft part of the heaven a bright and tran{parent Cloud, which be- 
ing come to the middle part of the Ayr it opened , and out of it came 
Amianteros, or Chaft Love flying down, clad all in Carnation and 
White, and two Garlands of Laurel in one hand, andcrown’d with 
another of the fame; whilft he defcended the Cloud clofeth again and 
returns upwards, and 1s hidden in the heavens 5 Cha{ft Love being 
come downto the earth , was accompanied by Sunefis and Thelema, 
Divine Poefie, Orpheus, and the reft of the Poets up tothe State , the 
great Chorus following at adiftance, where they fung this Song: 


The Song. 


Amianteros, or Cha{t Love. 


(1.) 
Hilft by @ mixture thus made one, 


Y arth’ Emblem of my Deitie, 
And 
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And now you may in yonder Throne , 
The.pattern of your Union fee. 


oF 
Softly as fruitfull fhowres I fall, 
And th’ undifcern’d increafe 1 bring, 
Is of more precious worth then all 
A plentuous Summer pays a Spring. 


The benefit it doth impart, 
Will not the barren earth improve, 
Bus frudifie each barren heart , 
And give eternal growth to Love. 
Sunefis. 
To CHARLES the Mightteft and the Beft , 
And to the Darling of his breaft, 
(iho rule b’ example as by power) 
May youthful bleffings fill increafe , 
Andin their Off-{pring never ceafe, 
Till Time's too old to laft an hower. 
Chorus. 
Thefe wifhes are fo well deferv’d by thee, 
And thought fo modeft too by Deftiny, 
That heaven hath feal'd the grant as a Decree. 


After which they all retire to the Scene, and Indamora and her La- 
dies begin the Revels with the King and the Lords , whichcontinue 
the moft part of the night. Thus ended this Mafque, which for the 
newnefs of the invention, variety of Scenes, Apparitions, and richnefs 
of habits was generally approved to be one of the moft magnificent 
that hath been done in Evgland. 


The Mafquers Names. 
The Queens Majefty, 

Lady Marquefs Hamilton. Lady Katherine Howard 
Lady Mary Herbert. Lady Anne Carre. 
Countefs of Oxford, Lady Elizabeth Feilding 
Countefs of Berk fhire. Lady Thimbleby. 
Countefs of Carnarvan. Miftrifs Dorothy Savage. 
Countefs of Newport. Miftrifs Victory Cary. 
Lady Herdert, Miftrifs Newz. 


The Lords and others that prefented the Noble 


Pevfian Youths. 
The Duke of Lenox, Lord Doncafter, 
Earl of Newport. Matter Thomas Wefton, 
Earl of Defmond. Matter George Goring. 
Vifcount Grandefon. Matter Henry Murrey. 


Lord Rufsel. 
The 


A Mafque. 


The Triumeus of the Prince D’Amour. 
A Mafque Prefented by his Highnefs 
at bis Palace in the Middle 
Temple. 


To Every READER. 


§ He Intention of this Entertainment to the Prince FleGor . 

being haftily prepar’d , as from eager hearts that could delay 
noCeremony, that might render an exprelfion of their Loves: 
Tt could not be, but I meuft fhare the ivconvenience of that 
2 haft: fince length of time is till alowed to thefe Compo- 
fures: aud this (devis'd and written in three days) might happily have 
found an excufe. if the prefentation had been as Juddenly perform’d, as it 
was prepar'd : but there was a Jaa necelfityfor the delay , andI may juft- 
ly file it a misfortune, that the general work could not receive the benefit 
of alteration by that unprofitable leafure , which fiace we have rather loft 
thanenjoy'd. Though fome Truths are not conveniently urged, this I was 
forc'd to fay in a malignant time, when moft men ftrive to raife them- 
Jelves a reputation of. Wit, byCavil and Diflike. 


A Mafque prefented by bis Highne[s , at bis 
Pallace in the Middle-'Temple. 


Efore the Scene was difcovered, the Princes being prepared 

under the State at the upper end of the Hall; the Mafter of 

Ceremonies to the Prince d’ Amour , receivesan Imployment 

by a whifper from his Mafter, then moves to the Prince ElcGor (to 
whom this Entertainment was onely directed) and fpeaks this. 


IR, this fhort journey from my Princes Throne, 
S Is meant in Embaflie to you alone; 
To you, whom he receives not as his Gueft, 
For you are both his Ornament and Feaft. 
Although his Greatnefsis not taught to bow, 
His Subjects fear, he will do homage now, 
Which, he efteems no lefs’ning to his State , 
Since ’tis his Love decrees it, not his Fate. 
Nay more, his Meflage, moves fo low, Ifear , 
What founds like tender Courtfhip in your ear, 
His jealous Barone will diflike, and cry, 
I am perverted to Difloyalty , 
Urge 
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Urge my Commiffion falfe, then tax me for 
An eafie Traytor , no Ambaffador. 
As if my words would pull his Empire down , 
Shorten his Scepter, and contract his Crown ; 
Thus whifper’d by my fears, I muft impart 
For Ceremony now, whatis his heart, 
Though with content of Truth, I may report 
You have a num’rous Faction in his Court. 
This Pallace firft, by fword, then law maintain’d 
His few, but mighty Anceftors have raign’d, 
Is confecrated yours; which he doth give, 
Not in regard he hath fhort time to live 5 
For fo, fince his Succeffor is unknown, 
You take what is his Subjects, not his own, 
And what is a Surrender now, ‘would be 
Receiv’'dto morrow as a Legacy -: 
If more of his free love, I fhould relate, 
They'd ftile it homage in our jealous ftate. 


At the upper end, oppofite to the State, was a ftage of fix foot 
high: and there was prefentedto fight a Front of Architecture with 
two Pillafters at each fide, and inthe middle of the Coronich a Com- 
partiment, with this infcriptionin an Oval. 


Les Triumphes du Prince d’ Amour. 


The Curtaine flying up, on thefuddain the Scene was difcovered 
witha Village confifting of Ale-houfes and Tobacco fhops, each fronted 
witha red Lettice, on which black [ndian Boyes fate beftriding Roles 
of Tobacco, and in the place of Signes, Globes hung up, ftuck 
up full of broken Pipes. Before each door were feen old Logs 
and Trunks of hollow Trees, onthem fate the Perfons of the firtt 
Antimafque drinking, and making to each other fuch ridiculous fa- 
lutes, as did intimate a joy of meeting, and acquaintance. This 
continued a while, and then they prepared for their firft En- 


try. 
The Firft Anti-Mafque. 


Two, whofe Habits prefented them, for fwaggering Souldiers, 
and of the cheaper quality , fuchas are faid to roare, not fight , 
their Beards mifhapen, with long Whifkers of the Stilletto cut. 

Two Dutch Sea Officers, a Gunner and a Boat{waine, 

An old over-grown debauch’d Cavalier, that feem’d unwieldly with 
his weight, his Riots had foinlarg’d him. 

A Begging Souldier, with a Knapfack hanging at his back, 


A 


A Mafque.  ———SSS*« 


——— 


ee ae eng BW a 2 Ries 
A Sutlers wife, denoted by her drefs of theC 

ing bound witha Saddle girth, inftead of Phyllidag. eae 
Thefe after their Entry was perform’d, retire. 


On the fudden, the Scene wholy changing. appears a C 
Tents , diftinguifhed by their eet Cees Bae the eee 
difcover’d the Temple of vars, the form being {quare , and of the 
chine Pee ee of Arms onthe Front. Within the 
middie of the Temple ftood the Stat Lr - 
on a Pedeftal. : egal a 

This having continu’d a while in profpeé&, the Priefts of stars 
came out of the Temple, cloathed in Crimfon Robes, of the Antick 
fhape, girtin the walt, and being tucked up, fallina fold; ontheir 
heads, Miters of a Helmet form, with a Ponyard advauc’d on the 
top, and they fing this by way of Preparation. 


I. 
Come fhut our Temple and o 
Our bold feditious God fhall ftay 5 
We'll ferve no facrafice to day , 
Our humor is to Feaft, not Pray, 


CG 
The Battel which our Knights have won , 
Did laft until th amaz’d Sun 
For fear, did mend his ufual pace, 
And fet betimes to hide his face. 


(3-) 
And now the ftory of their fight 
Is univerfal, as his light , 
Which Fame upon her {wifter wing 
Hath early brought for us to fing. 


This Song ended , with a flow pace they defcend (playing on 
their Inftruments) and being advanc’d near the State , fing this to 
fignifie fome Battel lately fought. 


(t.) 
Heark! heark! thetrouble of the day draws near , 
And now the Drum doth teach the heart to beat, 
Whalft Trumpets cherifh not, but wound the ear 
Of fuch, whoare ordain’d for a defeat, 


Chorus. 
Heark! heark! fome groan, and curfe uncertain Fate , 
Which us for blood and ruine, doth create. 


(2.) 
Charge ! charge! cries evry bold ambitious Knight, 
Whilfé artificial darknefs hid their way, 
The lightning of their Swords was all their light, 


For dujt, and fulphrons clouds had chock'd the day 
Chorus. 
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Chorus. 
Heark! beark! fome groan , and curfe uncertain Fate, 
Which us for blood and ruine doth create. 


Burn, burn, was ftraight the noyfe in ev'ry Tent, 
Whilft fame mif-led by thew diforder'd fear , 
Did help to kindle what they fhould prevent , 
And {cap'd the Van to perifh in the Rear. 


Chorus. 
Heark! heark! fome groan, and curfe uncertaim Fate, 
Which us for blood and ruine, doth create. 


(4.) 
Fly, fly, cryes then the tame dejected Foe , 
Each wondring at the terror which he feels, 
And in the hurry of their overthrow, 
Forfook their Arms, and trufted to their heels. 


Chorus. 
Heark! heark! fome groan, and curfe uncertain Fate, 
Which us for blood and ruine, doth create , 


ee 
Stand! ftand! was now the word our Knights did give, 
For weary of purfuit, they had no will 
To grace with death, who bafely fought to live, 
As if unworthy of their pains to kil. 


Chorus. 
Heark! heark! fome groan, and curfe uncertain Fate, 
Which us for blood and ruine, doth create, 


The Priefts of Afars retire , and ftraitthe Mafquers appears v co- 
ming out of feveral Tents, their Habits being Martial and richly 
imbroider’d, inclining near the old Roman fhape; their Helmets 
Triumphantly plum’d, whiles the Bevir falling o’re the face, ferv’d 
for a difguife, and fupply’d to each the office of a Vizard. Thefe by 
their a ppearance and demeanor were devized to intimate thofe he- 
roique Knights Templers, to which the Pallace of the Prince d’ Amour 
was antiently Dedicated, They defcend with a Majeftick pace,and 
dance their firft entry, then retire towards the Scene : whilft with 
amazement they difcover Cupid defcending in a bright cloud, 
who at their interview fings this, 


Ve 

Whither fo gladly, an Oe pap, 
As if you knew all danger paft 

Of Combat, and of War? 
As you beliew’d my arms were bound, 
Or when I fhoot , ftill ewry wound 

1 make is but a fear, 

Arie 
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(2. 
Arme now your brefts with ioe of fteel, 
And plates of Brafs , yet you fhall feck 
My arrows are fo keen, 
Like lightning that not hurts the Skin, 
ret melts the folid parts within, 
They'l wound althoigh unfeen. 


a 
My Mother tanght me long ago 
To aym my fhafts, and draw my Bow 
When Mars she did fubdue. 
And now you muft refign to Love, 
Your warlike hearts, that fhe may prove 
Thofe antich Storres true, 


This being Sung , Cupid having difperted his darts amongft them 
which charmesthem from defigns of war to inclinations of love, they 
all retire. 

The Scene wholly changing, thereappearsa {quare Piazza, refem- 
bling that of Venice, and ’tis compos d of Pallaces, and leffer Fabricks, 
witb Courtizans looking out of Windows and Balconees, fantaftical- 
ly adorn’d, fome in Italian, others in a Turkith drefs, and this profpect 
prepares the fecond Anti-mafque, who ftrait are difcovered walking 
in the Piazza. 


The Second Anti-Mafe que. 


The Firft, 

A grave formal Spanifh Lover, who addrefling himfelf to fome 
Courtizan, in 4 Balconee, falutes her often with congies tediousand 
low. 

The second. 
A jealous Italian Lover, who fixing hiseyes on another Miftrefs at 
her window, denotes the vexation of his humor, by defperate fighes, 
beating on his breaft , and fometimes a melancholy pofture, ftanding 
with his Arms wreath’d. 
The Third. 

A giddy Fantaftick French Lover, who being likewife addreffed to 
fome beauty, gazing at her window, his humor is di(cern’d by ftrange 
ridiculous cringes, and frisks in his falutes, with which he feems to 
invite her acquaintance: having divers notes of Levitie in his habit, 
and wearing his Mittrefs Fanne ty'd with a Ribband in hisear. 

The Fourth. 

A dull Dutch Lover, perfonating fome yonker of Verecht, who ga- 
zing upwards too, doth often apply his Handkerchief to his eyes , as 
if the grief of hisdefpair did make him weep. 

The Fifth. 

A furious debauch’d Englifh Lover, who in his habit ftriving to 
imitate his Neighbor (the Monfieur) {till outdoeshis vanity, which 
his accoutrement doth feverally exprefs, and he hangs in the right 
ear his Multrefs Mutfe, in the left her Shoo witha Chapeen. He is not 
Gx’d to one Balconee, but directs himfelf to all, offers to draw his 


Sword, and feems to threaten with his fift, as he would rather 
break 
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break their windowes, then defire them opened, that he might gain 
ook from his Lady, 

: ee feveral nee beinga while artificially expreffed, they def- 

cend, and dance their fecond entry, and retire. ; 

The Scene wholly changing again: There was obferv’d inaGrove 
of Cyprefs inte rmingled with Mirtle Trees, the Temple of Venus, 
Seing an eight fquare of the Corinthian order: within the Temple her 
Statue of Silver, {tanding in an Neech, with Cupid by her, to whom 
fhe feems to deliver an Arrow 3 the Pilafters, and Ornaments were 
heightned with Silver, c ; ; 

From this Temple the Priefts ‘of Venus are difcern’d to come in 
loofe white Robes, their heads adorn’d with Coronetsof Flowres, 
and playing on their Inftruments, they defcend and Sing this, 


I. 
QUuarm! unarme ! ate jour fights 
Aduft canfe the virgins tears , 
But fuch as in the filent nights , 
Spring rather from their fears, 


2. 

Such diffrence as when Doves do bill, 
Muft nom be all your ftrife : 

For all the blood that you fhall fpill, 
Will ufher i a life, 

(3-) 

And when your Ladies falfly coy 
Shall t/merous appear, 

Believe, they then would fain enjoy 
What they pretend to fear. 


(4.) 
Breath then each others Breath, and kifs 
Your foules to union: 
And whiljt they fhall injoy this bhifs, 


Your bodies too, are one. 


5. 
too morrow will the hafty sux 
Befear'd more of each Lover, 
For hindring to repeat what's done, 
Than what it may difcover. 


Che Priefts of venus retire, and the Mafquers appear in the Scene, 
their vefts altered toa more foft and Courtly change , with feveral 
adornments, that might prefent them to every underftanding for a 
Troop of noble Lovors, Their fecond eutry being danc’d, they re- 
tire into the Temple. 

The Scene wholly changing, ftrait was perceiv’d in a Grove of 
Lawrel Trees, the Temple of Apollo, being round and tranfparent, of 
the order of Compofita, the Columnes and Ornaments, being height- 
ned with Gold, his Statue of Gold, ftanding in the middle of the 
Temple, upona round Pedeftal: behind and between the Columnes 
did appear a profpect of Landskap. 

The Pricfts of Apollo approach from feveral parts of the Temple, 
cloath’d in Carnation Robes, with wreathes of Laurel on their 
heads, they fing this when they defcend. 


Make 


ee 
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Make room for our God too, make roou, 
For now furpriz'd , and raviferd with delight 
Apollo # from Delphos come, 
T infpire, and breath bimfelf in every Knight, 
25 
His God-head is inclin’d os 
How juftly proud, and happy you will be, 
When with the powers of War and Love, 
He fhall unite bis wifer Deity. 


Then ftill, as if’ not Be Earth, 

Exprefs your thank fuluefs in ddlive pleafure. 
Whilft you defign your hearts to Mirth, 

Your cars to numbers; and your feet to meafure. 


This ended, the Priefts of Apolo retire to make way for a new dif- 
covery of certain perfonsin the Scene, which feem half hidden behind 
the Trees: Then invite themto defcend by finging this. 

i: 
Behold, how this conjunttion thrives ! 
His ractiant beams Apollo firives 
So much to ftrengthen and increafe, 
As growth and verdure nere fhould ceafe, 


2. 
Come you induftrious flaves of plenty, bring 
All that is kop'd for in an Eaftern Spring: 
Or all that Autumne yields , when fhe doth pay 
Thofe promis’d hopes where °tis perpetual day. 


ay 
Come ftrew this ground (delay us not with fiowth) 
Strew till we walk on {weet Cicilran Flowres , 
To prove how Seeds have haftned in their growth) 
Drop Indian Fruits, as thick as April foowres. 


Now defcending from the Scene, appears twelve men, wildly habi- 
ted, Waftcoats of Flefh colour, made them fhew naked to the middle , 
their heads cover’d with green leaves , their wafts girt withthe like, 
and a green Bafis fring’d, reach‘d to their knees, which did declare 
them Labourers on a fruitful Soyl; and what they carried did de- 
monftrate a fruitful Seafon. 

For moving downin order towards the State, each fupported in his 
Armes, 2 {mall {quare frame, the wood hidden with green Boughs , 
and on that borea Charger full of precious fruits , and cover’d with 
bloffom’d twigs and flowres: which being fix’d near to the State,were 
fo joyned together, that there was {traight difcovered a Table richly’ 
furnith’d with a Banquet , that Iook’d asit were hidden ina Grove: 
And whilft the Princes accepted of this entertainment, the Priefts be- 
longing to the three feveral Deities fung this. 

The Song of Valediction, after the banquet. 

Priefts of Afars. 
The furious Stecd, the Phyph and Drum 


Invite you fiill to Triamphs of the War , 
Ti ‘ 
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Till you as glorious fhall become 
On Earth as Mars, in Heaven as bright a Star, 
Priefts of Venus, 
The Balwes rich fwet , the Myrhs {weet tears 
Perfume your breath when you would Paffion move : 
And may her heart, that you indears , 
The center be, her Eye the Sphear of Love! 
Priefts of Apollo. 
And may your Language be of force 
To body winds, and animate the Trees, 
so full of wonder your difcourfe , 
Till all your gueffes fhall be Prophecies. 
Chorus of all. 
May our three Gods fo long conjoyn , 
To raife your foul, and rarifie your fenfe, 
Till you are render’ (0 Divine, 
‘Twill be no Sin ¥ implore your Influence. 


Thus, as all Pleafures and Triumphs are full of hafte, and apteft 
to decay, thishad an ends yet may livemention’da while, if the en- 
vy of fuchas were abfent do not rebuke the courteous memory ofthofe 


who vouchfaf'd to enjoy it. 


The Mafquers Names, according as they were rank’d by 
their Antiquity, in that Noble Society. 


Edw. Smyth. 
Edw. Turnor. 
Tho, Way, 

Tho. Trenchard. 
Geo. Probert, 


Tho. Maunjel. 
Will. Morgan. 
Will. Wheeler. 
Mich. Hutchenfon. 


Laur. Hyde. 
Tho. Bourke. ; 

Thofein the Firft Anti-Mafque. 
Phillip Morgan. Clement Spilluan. 


‘john Nordere, 


John Freman. 
Will. Lyfle. 


John Bramfton. 


Ed. Smyth. 
Thofe inthe Second Anti-Mafque. 
ohn Stepkin, Rich. May. 
: y Giles Hungerford. 


Charles Adderly. 
John Ratcliffe. 


The Mufick of the Songs and Symphanies were excellently compo- 
fedby Mr, Henry, and Mr. William Laws his Majefties Servants, 
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